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r  R  E  F  A  C  E. 


Althouoh  tlie  final  volume  of  t!iu  New  ROition  of  Dr  R 
(;haDiberfl'B  '  Life  and  Worka  of  Robert  Biirns'  is  Imager  thni 
of  its  pre<lei:c3S0Ts,  tlii;  Rtriotly  biojjraphical  portion  is  com 
lively  smalL  But  ns  the  period  cmbniccd  in  it  lias  Lcei 
subject  of  eonBidemblo  conlrovtTsy — cepet^inlly  ns  to  tlie  c 
and  dates  of  aavcml  of  Uurna'a  poems  niid  us  to  llie  deterni 
causes  of  his  death— in vcstigntions  begun  by  Dr  Kobeii  Char 
after  the  publication  of  the  first  edition  have  lieen  coni}il 
the  rcHidt  licing  a  partinl  re-gronjiing  of  poems  and  songs,  n 
L'onflidemble  recasting  of  nnrrative.  ii^onic  nigumentative  m 
l>earing  on  tlic  reputation  and  habits  of  Burns  during  the  1 
years  of  his  life,  wliich  was  formerly  given  as  an  append! 
accordingly  incorporated  either  with  the  text  of  tlio  biogi 
or  with  the  closing  Essay,  in  which  an  attempt  is  made  to  apj 
the  character  of  the  man  and  the  work  of  the  poet  As  ii 
first  edition,  Veraicles,  Songs  Improved,  Fragments,  nnd  Hon 
Poems  are  given  apart  from  the  body  of  the  work.  No 
has  been  spawd  to  make  the  Indexes  at  once  exhaustive 
convenient  for  purposes  of  reference. 

In  connection  with  this  voliinio,  as  witli  its  predccessora,  I 
to  acknowledge  my  obligations  to  the  owners  and  custodie. 
Buina  M8S,  for  the  favours  of  many  kinde  which  they 
shown  me.  I  hove  specially  to  thank  the  Execntivo  Connc 
the  recent  Bums  Exhibition  in  Glasgow,  and  the  owner 
DianuscriptB  and  books  which  were  included  in  it,  for  givinj 


"T- 


facilitipB  111  lti«i  work  t>t  culbuun. 
written  by  IJuinc  tn  IJuiirgc  TiionisDii,  which  nre  l)ia 
tho  Eurt  of  DiUlioiifiitr,  lias  oiiablod  me  to  ro]iroduc« 
epoiidtMico  n(.i;unit«ly  tor  the  Rtst  tiin«.  Fur  oLlior  bo 
which  the  results  uru  to  he  men  in  thi*  volume,  I  hat 
Mr  Ai.rtiEt}  MdRuiaoN,  ot  lioudonj  Mr  W.  Ckaibb 
Ghwgan ;  Mr  K.  M.  YuL'KO  rmd  Mr  I)avio  M'Kl 
Dumfries. 

Hw  loboOM  at  the  vitrioua  gviillomuu  who  Imvq  m 
thfl  wod^  ifUlk  ^baa  now  bc«u  bruiight  to  a  clon,  W 
vmImU*  nd  M'ao  aulMbiiitiat  n  chnrautur  that  I  eu 
gmi  Ab  bok  HmU  u  bang  at  least  oa  mnuh  tlioin  aa 
I'M  4M|<r  IHlHliandgratrfai  to  Mr  J.  0.  Km 
MlAJt  Lftwy,  'OMp*>  <"^  Hr  Jaxb  Qatidicui, 
— tatincB  of  thi>  dMnetar  in  the  geneml  work  of  n 
oorvdctiun ;  and  to  my  brother,  Mr  Robert  Wau-aoi^ 
Eaat  Edinburgh,  for  siriiilnr  help  in  the  inccptjnti  aiid 
«f  an  eatimal«  of  tlie  character  and  genius  of  Itunis.  I 
liaartily  thank  Mr  Wiluau  Mblvkn,  M.A.,  of  Olii^DW 
for  hia  atreiiootis  exertions  to  make  tlio  Indexes  n  full 
nia  gukla  Ui  the  whole  work.  The  altngether  unit] 
gntpkkal  scbohirBhip  and  spcciiil  rcaearchea  of  Mr  K 
■arod  tu«  from  manj  errors  in  alluding  to  works  upon  ] 
bare  enabled  mo  to  present  to  the  public  for  the  fir 
nnmhcr  of  ini}iortAnt  and  hitherto  unpiiblialied  letters  of 
iacIadiDg  those  relating  to  his  'contest  with  blie  Lond 


Sir  C  E.  S.  CaAHBBRa  I  have  cordially  to  thank  j 
placed  unreservedly  at  my  disposal  the  papers  tektfng 
with  the  help  of  which  his  grandfather,  Hr  Robert  Chiw 
pired  the  first  edition  of  this  work,  and  vnrioua  document 
and  notes  mode  siitisequently  by  the  sntne  cnreful  liaml. 
these  and  the  iuformntion  which  they  contained  or  direc 
aoeh  correction  and  reconstruction  of  the  original  uarrativi 


PREFACE. 


of 
of 


been  able  to  effect  would  have  beou  impossible.     My 

David  Patrick,  Eklitor  of  CJiambers^s  EncydopcBdijdy  ho 

proofs  of  the  New  Edition  from  the  beginning.     To  his 

vnrions  learning,  and  to  his  knowledge  of  Ayrshire,  I  ar 

for  most  valuable   suggestions,    more   particularly   in 

tlieir  often   unfamiliar   sources   the  numerous  quotatic 

better  tlian  anything  else,  show  the  range  of  Bums' 

While  the  first  and  second  volumes  of  this  edition  w( 

through  the  press,  I  received  much  help  from  the  late  I 

MowAT,  Managing  Director  of  Messrs  W.  &  R.  Chan 

enthusiasm  for  Burns,  and  acquaintance  with  Scottish  life 

and  literature  were  greatly  above  the  common. 

Although  several  Letters  and  Songs  which  have  been 

during  the  ])a8t  forty  years  have  not  been  given  a  pi 

present  work,  on  account  of  their  triviality  or  for  oth^ 

it  may  be  interesting  to  note  that  it  contains  nearly  1 

and  fragments  of  poems  and  sixty  letters  which  did  ] 

in  the   original  edition.     The  growth  of  the  book  gen 

be  judged    by   the   fact    that,  while   the   four   volunn 

original  edition  contained   respectively   362,  322,   320^ 

pages,  the  corresponding  figures  in  the  present  work  are 

467,  and  623. 

WILLIAM  WAl 
Glasgow,  December  1890. 
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.M)  liimrl  U  >*ir  for  Si.iiielw.Iy.' 

C.  Martin  Hardie,  K.S..\ 

•('n,'  lliB  yowen  In  the  knowca, 
(.'a'  llieiii  wliarc  the  lieatlier  ;.-ron-H. 
C'ft'  llieiii  wliire  the  Inimie  mwes, 
My  iHmie  ilenrip  I ' 

C.  Martis  Habiiik,  K.S.A 
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ROBERT     BURNS. 


CHAPTER    I. 


DUMFRIES    (JULY    1793 — FEBRUAltY  1794). 

BOUT  the  middle  of  1793  Bums  had  a  visit  from  i 
Ayrshire  friend,  Archibald  (now  the  Rev.  Arch 
I^wrie,  son  of  Dr  George  Lawrie  of  I^udoun. 
young  man  was  travelling  from  Cheltenham  to  his 
at  St  Margaret's  Hill,  riding  all  the  way.  He  reached  Dui 
on  the  19th  June.  He  has  rc.conled  in  his  journal '"'  his  m< 
with  Burns. 

*  Au  account  of  this  Jounial  was  coiniiiunicated  to  the  Atheiutum  of  July  25.  1896 
Rev.  II.  Grey  Graliaiii,  iiiiiiiMter  of  Hyii<llanU  Cliureli,  GUugow,  a  graiKlMii  of  thi8  Ai 
Lawrie,  with  the  following  introduction  : 

'About  fifty  years  ago  Robert  Chunibeni  got  the  uxe  of  several  fkinlly  papers  eoi 
wiUi  Bunift,  whose  life  he  was  then  writing  and  whose  works  he  was  editing, 
letters,  here  printed,  were,  however,  not  sent  to  him,  and  pail  of  a  Journal,  ^ 
curious  glini|Mie  of  the  iioet  as  he  lived  at  Dumfries,  was  ovcrluokeil.  Tlie  lette 
written  to  Mr  Archibald  Lawrie,  then  studying  for  the  Cliurch,  who  afterwards 
assistant  and  successor  to  his  father,  Dr  George  T^iwrie,  minister  of  Ix)udoun,  A 
Uie  helpful  friend  of  Dunis.  Mr  lawrie,  my  grandfather,  was  staying  in  Edinb 
February  1787,  at  the  time  that  the  iK)et  made  his  memorable  first  visit  to  tlie  c 
was  residing  in  Sliakespeare  Sqiuire,  which  many  years  ago  disapjieared  with  the 
Royal,  behind  which  it  stood,  in  onlcr  to  make  way,  I  think,  for  the  Gener 
Office: 

"  Lawnmabket,  Monday 

"Mom  Cher  Monsirur— To-night  the  Grand  Master  and  I^lge  of  Masons  appeal 

Theatre  in  fonn.     I  am  determiiieil  to  go  to  the  play.    I  am  afhiid  it  will  be  iinijos 

Ibnn  a  partie  with  our  female  fHmids  for  this  nfght,  but  I  will  call  on  vou  a  few  i 


.•  jiiiiiiocr  ui 

J I   at  iii^^lit   till  3  next   iiioniiiig.       I 
iiin>t  (M)iit'ouinlo«l  and  extrava«;aiit  Bill 
«:iu«1;::»m1  cxiceilin^^iy,  as  I  Iwul   very  liti 
half  (Iruiik  when  he  came,  an<l  conipletel 
the  morning  .  .  .  Tliurs<iay,  20tli.     Afl 
foun<l  him  at  home,  Uyok  a  plateful  of  I 
he  took  a  walk  with   me  tint)  the  tow 
lianks  of  the  Nitli,  which  waA  extreiiiely  ] 
some  time  with  Mr  B.,  I  returned  again 
I  stayed  and  dined  and  8i)ent  the  day  ;  af 
ing  niUHic  from  a  Mr  Fraser,*  master  of  a 
belonging  to  Lord  Breadalbane;   having  < 
upon  the  banks  of  the  river  Nitli,  when  1 
boy]   and   playetl   a  few   tunen   most  del 
pleasing  effect  in  tlie  wooil.     We  then  left 
back  to  the  town,  where  I  imrted  with  M 
with  a  Mr  I^wis,  a  frientl  of  Bums,  who 
The  night  coming  on,  I  went  with  Mr  Le 
cold  mutton  and  eggs,  at  12  o'clock  left  \ 
King's  Arms,  and  ortlered  the  cliambennaid 
rested  my  mare  one  day  more,  which  she  \u 
for,  but  the  temptation  of  Burns  company  I 

It  has  been  seen  that,  in  July  1' 
proudly  refusing  i)aynient  for  his  8< 
pressing  need  of  a  little  money.  The  cc 
which  Pitt  had  built  up  by  his  financii 
commerce  with  Franco  was  seemingly  s 
declaration  of  war  in  February.  Trade 
of  a  long  war,  and  wo  are  soon  to  se 

wfore  the  Theatre  opens,  when,  If  Miss  IawHo  can,  I  si 
on  will  have  no  objection  to  take  a  s«*at  in  tlie  jtit  wif  1 
*'  MoiiH.  Archibald  Lawrie, 
*•  8hakesi)eare  S<ii»«—  " 


e)iirit«  uf  tlie  fulling  oU  of  business  nnil  the  political  persec 
which  were  the  joint  issue  of  the  terror  which  the  R«vol 
inajiireil  in  high  plaijes  in  this  country.  In  tlie  mouth  of 
the  number  of  Scottisli  faatiki'Upts  wan  forty-three,  or  ahout 
times  tlie  Average.  Bums  euHeroJ  chiefly  because  an  extra  ii] 
that  he  deriveii  fi'oui  the  unloniling  of  foreign  vesBuls  was  m 
an  enJ,  And,  tongue-tied  as  he  was  by  his  Guvemnient  ap[ 
mcnt,  he  had  to  endure  in  silence  both  suspicion  of  his  own  lo 
and  tlie  sijectacic  of  criminal  proceedings  taken  against  nit 
LibcnU  opinions  with  whom  he  sympathised. 


TO   [OAVIN    HAMILTON,    ESq.(T)]. 


Mv  Dbar  Sir— I  unilemtand  tlmt  our  fiieiiil,  Mrc  Muir  *  of  Tarl 
Mill,  ia  likely  to  be  involved  in  gi'eal  diHicuUieB  aa  Ut  the  Scltleiiiei 
late  Miller  iiiiule.  Will  yon  be  no  obliging  na  tu  let  lue  kiiuiv  tlie  M 
the  case  ;  and  if  you  think  it  would  answer  atiy  gooil  pur|Hi«e  tuaih 
the  caiue  to  E<liiiburgli  at  once,  I  can  anan-er  for  lier— a  Writer ' 
Signet,  Ml  intimate  fiieiiil  at  mine,  will  cheerfully  undertake  tlie  bus 
without  a  uiigle  sixpence  of  fees  ;  anil  our  countryman,  David  CatI 
li^  under  iiraini;<e  to  me  to  advocate  at  xtiiall  expenRe  whenever  I 
M)it  female  poverty  in  distrefw.  I  am  inucii  interested  for  her,  and 
an  far  ns  I  liave  interest  in  either,  move  heaven  and  eartli  in  her  U 
My  interest  in  the  limt  is  vaHtly  improved  since  you  ami  1  wen 
acquainted.  Oli,  there  ih  nothing  like  matrimony  for  netting  a  : 
face  Zionward  ;  whether  it  lie  that  it  sublimates  a  man  above  the  v 
dinmal  apliere,  or  whether  it  tires  him  of  tltis  sublunary  state,  or  wl 
the  delicious  morael  of  liappinesx  which  be  enjoys  in  the  conjugal 
gives  liini  a  longing  for  the  fenstsatiove,  or  w1ietlieToi>oorhusliaiid  t 
lie  has  every  cluuice  in  bin  favour,  as.  sbonlil  lie  go  to  hell,  he  can 
worse— I  shall  leave  to  ft  wcelwaled  [carefnlly-selccteil]  Presbyt< 
Drtliodoi:  Ayrehire  piieHts  to  ileterintne. — Youii*  moHt  ttincerely, 

lloB-j'.  Hub 


(DUMFSltg,  ci: 

[i  half  angry  with  yon  that  yon  a 


.A(,i 


My  Dear  Sir— I  n 
pains  to  keep  squares  with  our  Library  here.     They  complain 
your  not  attending  projierly  to  their  orders  ;  and,  but  for  the  exei 

*  Hn  Muir  hul  given  Jean  Armour  aheltar  In  Mvch  17SB,  vhgti  ftt»  iru  turned 
hM  Bilhfr'i  hoiiH.    8h  Vol.  II.,  p.  309; 
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of  Mr  LewMv,  a  yiiiing  uiiui  irliam  I  once  iutrntdioeil  to  yon,  I 
applied  elaewltere.  Apropos,  tin  fimt  volume  of  DoJryniple's  ti 
Mr  I^waif  luui  the  ilMiick  to  ^ei  Kpoilet)  in  liiit  puae«K!iuti,  wliii 
he  can  replace  ivill  bring  Ijim  to  for  tlie  whole  book.  It  wiu  pi 
I  think,  in  se|ia,rHt«  voliinieH,  ho  that,  willi  a  little  iiiiliulry,  \ 
posnibly  be  nl>le  to  supply  him.  Mr  W«]lace,t  the  gentleniui 
deliver  tbU,  c«n  inform  you  of  tli«  edition,  Hir. 

Now  that  buunebs  is  over,  bow  uv  you  ?  anil  Iww  Jo  you  we& 
accnrseil  tiuieT  God  only  knows  wIiaI  will  lie  tlie  winnwiuon 
ilk  tlic  ineonliiue,  the  country —at  lout  in  our  |NUt  of  it  in  Btill 
Hive  to  tlie  ilevii.  Fur  my  part,  '  I  jouk  anil  let  thn  jaw  flee  u'ei 
niy  hopes  in  this  irorlil  ai«  but  itlendar,  I  Mil  tumlD);  rapidly  dei 
the  proHpeot  of  sliariiig  largely  in  the  nnrhl  to  come. 

How  is  old,  uiiful  [Williiini]  Sni(?llie  canting  on  with  tliia  wor 
as  to  the  other,  I  Biip|)ose  he  has  ffimx  that  up.  Is  tliera  luiy  u' 
second  vnlnine[of  hiaPAi^Mo^tAy  o/Nntitnd  IlMorji^J  U  youni 
my  mucU-vBlued  old  frieuil,  Colonel  Dnnbnr,  of  tlio  Crwhaltun  Fi 
Tcnieniber  uie  nuixt  ivll'ectionatflly  Ui  liini.  Alaa  1  nut  UTifrei|ni»itt 
my  heart  is  in  a  wanderinij  hiiruor,  I  live  )>«uit  sveuw  over  n^ 
my  mind's  eye,  you,  Dnnlnir,  Clnghoni,  riinniiigliAiii,  &c.,  pren* 
friendly  phixex,  and  my  I>ohojii  nclies  with  tender  i-ccollectionn.— 
ROBT.  B 

In  the  lattir  purt  of  July  the  pout  made  a  tour  Ln, 
Galloway  witU  his  friend  Syme,  who  communiottt«d  to  Di-  c 
an  animated  account  of  their  ndvetitures  : 

'  I  got  Bunis  a  )>roy  lliglilund  slielty  to  ri<Iu  uii-  We  iUa« 
first  day,  27th  July  1703,  ut  OlendeiiwyniM  of  Purton,  a.  beai 
Bitiiatiuii  on  the  bnnks  of  tlie  Dee.  In  the  evening  we  walke 
and  ascended  a  gentle  eiuinoiico,  front  which  we  had  as  line  a  vi 
Alpine  Bcenury  as  can  well  be  imagined.  A  deli^'htful  aoft  evi 
showeil  all  ite  wilder,  ua  well  as  its  ^'andi;r,  (jmces.  Immedi 
opposite,  and  within  a  mile  of  us,  we  eiiw  Airds,  a  chai 
romantic  place,  where  dwelt  Lowe,  the  author  of  "  Iklary,  wei 
more  for  nie."  §  This  was  eliu«ic  ground  for  Burns.  He  vi 
"  the  highest  hill  wliich  rises  o'er  the  source  of  lice,"  and  \ 

*  Protmlilr  UnnoriitU  ani  UtUrt  nialitm  la  Uu.  Hittnrt  of  Britain  in  UtKrif  4 
Ih  Flm.  by  Sir  DavM  Mliynipli  (LunI  HiU«> 
t  A  Uwyar  In  DuinfrlH  utd  >  •lavgi«l  frisml  ui<l  xlininr  of  UiiriiB. 
I  A  ScoIUili  prarerbtil  Hcpnurioti,  iiiniilug  1  ■  I  iliiek  iiiil  l«  th«  wave  jiua  ortr 
I  A  nll-kiiowu  iKlliid.  iMglnutiiii : 

'  The  nuon  had  cllmtetl  ths  Jilghnt  hill 
Which  tIm*  o'ar  tb*  aDURn  or  Deo  ; 
AjiiI,  from  tlis  nulfrn  miiiiniie,  ahed 
lU  iflvcr  light  oi>  tonxr  ami  tnt.'— 8m  Tol.  II.,  p.  tW 


hnvo  staid  till  the  "ptisaing  spiiit "  had  ajijwareiJ,  had  we 
resolved  to  reach  Kenniure  that  night.  Wo  arrived  as  Mr 
Mrs  Gordon*  were  sitting  down  to  supper. 

'  Hero  is  a  geuuine  baron's  seat.  The  castle,  an  old  build 
stands  on  a  large  natural  moat.  In  fi-ont,  the  river  Ken  windi 
several  miles  throu<jh  the  most  fertile  and  beautiful  holm ;  ti 
expands  into  a  lake  twelve  miles  long,  the  banks  of  whidi,  on 
south,  present  a  fine  and  solt  landscape  of  green  knolls,  nat 
wood  and,  here  and  there,  a  grey  roek.  On  the  north  the  aspe. 
great,  wild  and,  I  may  say,  tremendous.  In  short,  I  can  scat 
conceive  a  scene  more  terribly  romantic  than  the  castle  of  Koum 
fiunis  thinks  so  highly  of  it  that  ho  meditates  a  description  ( 
in  poetry.  Indeed  I  believe  he  has  begun  the  work.  We  a] 
three  days  with  Mr  Gotilon,  whose  polished  hospitality  is  oi 
original  and  endearing  kind.  Mrs  Gordon's  lapdog  Echo 
dead.  She  would  have  an  epitaph  for  him.  Several  had  1 
made.  Bums  was  asked  for  one.  This  was  setting  Hercule 
the  distaff.  He  disliked  the  subject,  but,  to  please  th«  lady 
would  try.     Hero  is  what  he  produced — 

"  In  wood  and  wild,  ye  warbling  tlifong. 
Your  heavy  lose  deplot«  : 
Now,  half-extinct  your  powen  of  song — 
Sweet  Echo  is  no  more. 

"  To  jarring,  screeching  things  aroond. 
Scream  your  discordant  joys : 
Now  half  your  din  of  tuneless  sound 
With  Echo  silent  lies." 

'We  left  Kenmure  and  went  to  Gatehouse.  I  took  him 
moor-road,  where  savage  and  desolate  regions  extended  i 
around.  The  sky  was  sympathetic  with  the  wretchedness  of 
soil ;  it  became  lowering  and  dark.  The  hollow  winds  sighed, 
lightnings  gleamed,  the  thunder  rolled.  The  poet  enjoyed 
awful  scene — he  spoke  not  a  word,  but  seemed  rapt  in  medital 
In  a  little  while  the  rain  began  to  fall ;  it  poured  in  floods  11 
us.  For  three  hours  did  the  wild  elements  rumble  their  bdly-j 
t  Kcntnnra 


r 
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upon  our  defeDceless  henda.  Oh/  oh.'  'Ima  /md/* 
utterly  wet ;  and,  to  revenge  ouiaelves,  Burns  insist* 
house  on  our  getting  utterly  drunk. 

'  From  Gatehouse  we  wcut  uext  day  to  Eirkcudbri^ 
a  flne  country.  But  here  I  must  tell  you  that  Bunu 
pair  of  Jemmy  boots  for  the  journey,  wluch  had  booa 
wot,  and  which  Lad  been  dried  iii  such  a  manner  tiiat 
possible  to  get  them  on  again.  The  brawny  poet  trie* 
tore  them  to  slireds.  A  whiffling  vexation  of  this  K 
trying  to  the  temper  than  a  serious  calamily.  'We  vn 
St  Mary's  Isle,  the  seat  of  the  Earl  of  Selkirk,  and 
Bums  was  discomfited  at  the  thought  of  his  ruined  bool 
stomach  and  a  lieadache  lent  tlieir  aid,  and  the  man  of 
(jutte  aecahle.  I  attempted  Ut  reason  with  him.  Me 
how  he  did  fume  and  mge  I  Nothing  could  reinsU 
temper.  I  tried  various  expedients,  and  st  last  hit  o 
succeeded.  I  showed  him  the  house  of  Garlieston, 
Bay  of  Wigton.  Against  the  Earl  of  Galioway,  with 
was  offended,  he  expoctomted  his  spleen  and  n^guiiied 
agreeable  temper.  He  was  in  a  nioet  epigrammatic 
indeed  I  He  afterwards  fell  on  humbler  game.  Then 
Morinet  whom  he  does  not  love.     He  had  a  passing  blow 

"When  Morine,  deeeas'd,  to  the  Devil  went  down, 
Twas  nothing  would  serve  him  but  Satan's  own  crow 
'Thy  fool's  head,'  quolh  Satan,  'that  crown  shall  wea 
I  grant  thou  'rt  aa  wicked — but  not  quite  so  clever' " 

'Well,  I  am  to  bring  you  to  Kirkcudbright  along  i 
poet  without  boote.  1  carried  the  torn  ruins  across  m; 
in  spito  of  his  fulminations  and  in  contempt  of  appei 
and  what  is  more.  Lord  Selkirk  I  carried  them  in  hi 
to  Dumfries.     He  insisted  they  were  worth  )nending.§ 

'  We  reached  Kirkcudbright  about  one  o'clock.     1  had  i 

vlilcli  latter  pl(ee  lie  imre)) 

t  Thi>  wu  th»  romul  Laid  Salkltk  (luccHdod  UM.  died  ITW).  to  whom  ] 
appltcmble  Uie  uiecdiila  ot  ij/msulry.  nlaUd  by  Sir  WilUr  Scotl  in  bin  (Iniu 
gnwthsr  LetUn.' 

f  Tbe  poet  bad  hit  bootn  Tmn  Dobcrt  Andenon.  i  Dnnifriu 
Ii«ir,  bribg  foiir  tlniM  the  pilre  of  ai«;tn[inen'aKho«  in  those  ili 
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tliat  we  should  dine  with  one  of  the  first  men  in  our  com 
John  Dalzell.*  But  Bums  was  in  a  wild  and  obstiepe 
humour,  and  swore  he  would  not  dine  where  he  should  be  u 
the  smallest  restraint.  We  prevailed,  therefore,  on  Mr  Dahe 
dine  with  us  in  the  Inn,  and  had  a  very  agreeable  party.  In 
evening  we  set  out  for  St  Mary's  Isle,  Kobert  had  not  absoh 
regained  the  milkiness  of  good  temper  and  it  occurred  one 
twice  to  him,  as  he  rode  along,  tliat  St  Mary's  Isle  was  the  sci 
a  Lord ;  yet  that  lord  was  not  an  aristocrat,  at  least  iu  his  b 
of  the  word.  We  arrived  about  eight  o'clotk,  as  the  family 
at  tea  and  coffee.  St  Mary's  Isle  is  one  of  the  most  deligl 
places  that  can,  in  my  opinion,  be  formed  by  the  assemhlog 
every  soft,  but  not  tame,  object  which  constitutes  natural 
cultivated  beauty.  But  not  to  dwell  on  its  external  graces,  le 
tell  you  that  we  found  all  the  kdics  of  the  family  (all  beaut 
at  home,  and  some  strangers,  and  among  others  who 
Urbani !  t  The  Italian  sang  us  many  Scottish  songs,  accompa 
with  instrumental  music  The  two  young  ladies  of  Selkirk 
also.  We  hod  the  soiig  of  "  Lord  Gregory,"  which  I  asked  fo 
have  an  opportunity  of  calling  on  Burns  to  recite  ?iis  ballad  to 
tune.  Ho  did  recite  it;  and  such  was  the  eficct  that  a  • 
silence  ensued.  It  was  such  a  silence  as  a  mind  of  let 
naturally  preserves  when  it  is  touched  with  that  enthusiasm  w 
banishes  every  other  thought  but  the  contemplation  and  ic 
gence  of  the  sympathy  produced.     Bums's  "Lord  Gregory  "  i 

■  John  DmluU,  at  Buncroch,  ncu  Rirkcti'IbriEht,  wu  ■  iiuiii  wko  loved  tun  ind 
eomplny ;  Mid  Bunu  ami  ha  were  very  gotxl  rrieiiils.    Ur  Ualull  wu  bIh  on  Inl 

■Gknoirlsttged  the  gin  in  tliciw  linn ; 

•  Tonr  proHiit  I  recslred,  and  ]et1<r : 
No  coinMlrneut  couM  |>]e*M  mc  bcttrr. 
Ex  DOXO  KrHUUHE  ril  pnt  on  It, 
And  crown  IC  wl'  *  illvsi  bonnet,— 

In  aplte  of  ■'  (he  delta  In , 

Your  bumble  Krvint, 

Jin  D*1mI1,  *hen  miding  In  Edlnbnrgh  In  ISIS,  nlatwl  Kverml  Bnacdotea  at  Bni 
her  ntjiliew.  Colonel  LeHlle  of  BulquhiUn.  One  ii  ittoII acted.  The  poet  cuine  one  nic 
to  brenknut,  nnarpaetflilly,  wlille  she  wu  iltting  on  t,  atoot  beFore  the  fln,  nunln 

child.    Suppoelngitlobethenunewho  ha'  

the  womu  by  ninM  to  like  the  beby.    Bniti 
Mid  alttli^  down  on  the  (tool,  begin  to  u 
the  nio*t  ei|ireulve  mMiner. 
t  Pletro  Urbenl,  mn  Itillin  nniildin  OTW-I810),  then  tettled  In  BdlabuiGh.    lie  < 
in  of  the  Bong-Hnale  of  Scotland. 


will  be  sail  nitlier  th. 

'  We  enjoyed  a  nii 
had  in  every  sense  uf 
our  s<inses  were  equal 
liis  company,  and  acqu 
had  raged  so  violently 
OS  a  lamb.  Next  day 
peregrination. 

'I  told  you  that  in 
Kenmure,  Bums  was 
be    was    about?      He 
with   Bruce,   at  Banno4 
manner  on  our  ride  ho 
disturb  him.     Next  day 
Bruce  to  his  troops,  and  \ 

Scots,  wha 

Mr  Carson,  one  of  the  j 
has  8upplomente<l  Syme's 

*  Tlie  only  friends  of  t 
travellers,  Bums  and  S; 
Gillespie,  the  highly  csto< 
myself. 

'  un  tlie  evening  pre< 
expressed  his  intention  oi 
that  rises  o'er  the  source 
the  author  of  the  celebr 
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bridled,  that  each  rider  iiiiylit  mount  on  descending  from  the 
poet's  seat ;  but  the  barge  unfortunately  grounded  before  reaching 
the  proposed  landing-place — an  obstruction  not  anticipated  by  any 
of  the  pnrty.  Mr  Gordon,  with  the  assistance  of  an  oar,  vaulted 
from  the  prow  of  the  little  vessel  to  the  beach,  and  was  soon 
followed  in  like  manner  by  Mr  Syme  and  myself ;  thus  leaving 
only  the  venerable  pastor  of  Kella  and  the  bard  on  board.  The 
former,  being  too  feeble  to  jump,  as  we  had  done,  to  land,  ex- 
pressed a  desire  to  remain  in  the  vessel  till  Mr  Gordon  and  I 
returned ;  upon  hearing  which,  the  generous  baid  instantly  slipt 
into  the  water,  which  was,  however,  so  deep  as  to  wet  him  to  the 
knees.  After  n  short  entreaty,  he  succeeded  in  getting  the  clergy- 
man on  his  slioulders ;  ou  observing  which,  Mr  Syme  raised  his 
hands,  laughed  immoderately  and  exclaimed  ;  "  Well,  Bums,  of 
all  the  men  on  eaith,  you  are  the  last  that  I  could  have  expected 
to  see  priest-rldilen  I  "  We  laughed  also,  but  Bums  did  not  seem 
to  enjoy  the  joke.  He  made  no  reply,  but  carried  his  load  silently 
through  the  reeds  to  land. 

'When  Mr  Sjnie's  account  of  this  excursion  with  the  bard  into 
Galloway  appeared  in  Dr  Currie's  first  edition  of  tlio  Li/9  and 
Wtrrhi  of  Bolierl  Bmia,  the  Glenkcns  people,  who  were  actors  in 
this  part  of  the  dmmn,  were  very  much  surprised  to  find  the  above 
incident  not  even  alluded  to  ;  but  wo  plainly  perceive  that  Syme 
had  only  taken  a  few  incidents  of  the  journey  as  pegs  to  hang 
other  drapery  upon.  We  were  all  fully  satisfied  that  it  was  by 
the  bard's  wndiiig  in  the  loch  that  his  new  booh  were  so  thoroughly 
wet,  and  that  the  cholcr  or  independence  next  day  manifested  by 
him  to  Syme  was  only  the  result  of  his  wounded  feelings  at  having 
been  made  such  n  laughing-stock  by  bis  friend  for  merely  rendering 
the  assistance  due  by  common  humanity  to  old  age  or  infirmity, 
wliich  Mr  Gordon  and  myself  chai'ged  ourselves  afterwards  for 
having  overlooked  in  that  instance.'* 

■  '  It  In  Hluioit  Incredible  thit.  h  recently  u  1880.  a  inin  RliotilJ  be  living  who  liml  mfh 
BiirnH,  bilt  HOCh  in  the  cue.  The  Ibllowlng  docninent  niu  hmxleil  to  lu  Iha  utiier  ilny  by 
■  uianiber  of  our  eontiiTKstkin :  "  I  Iwnby  eartiCy  Ihit  1  iww  Robert  Bnnin.  tlie  iintioiiil 


Brtdirt  of  Ken.  iml  bin  biogrtphem  tall  um  ibont  i  pair  of  new  booU  be  won:  t 
gin  lilin  B  (ooil  <l«l  of  troubl*.    Junes  Murdoch  InfOniml  oar  Meai  tint  hi 


33  UFI  AMD  WOHKS  OF   BDRK8. 

S711M  hu  perhaps  exaggerated  the  impulsive,  irriti 
temper  of  Bums  at  thia  period     Beyond  doubt,  hoi 
in  a  highly-strong  uervona  condition.    The  Gorem: 
hie  opinion,  puisuing  a  course  niinoua  to  the  cou: 
dared    not   lift  np  faia    voice    against    iL       His 
ready  to  burst  with  indignation '  at  the  conduct  of 
Tillnins '  who  wore  inToIviiig  him  and  thousands  mc:^ 
'out  of  the  wantonneas  of  ambition,'  or  *from  "oi^ 
^oble  .passions.'     But  he  was  not  at  liberty  to  f^ 
He  waa  a  serrant  of  the  'State'  wlioaa  conduct 
wrath.    The  sitttaUon  could  not  ful  to  bo  galliug  to 
Biims's  temperament 


OKOROK   THOHBOM    TO    ROBKKT    BUSHK 

Dear  Sir— I  hail  tlio  pleasure  of  ivceiving  your  loct  two 
nni  bappy  to  tiiiU  you  are  quite  ](lea»*<l  willi  tlie  ai^itcaraiict 
book.  When  you  come  to  lie&r  the  HOiigii  Biiiig  anil  occorn 
will  be  charmed  with  them. 

Tlie  'Bonny  Rriickct  I-iuwie'  certainly  deserveo  lictter  vi 
Ihope  you  will  nmtch  her.  'CaulJ  Kail  in  AlwnWn.' '!*( 
ae  niglit,'  nnd  Kvernl  o(  tlie  livelit^r  niro  unit  tht!  MnHc'i 
these  »i«  {lecnliurly  wuvltiy  of  lier  rlinice  pif Im  ;  lin-iiUv,  y' 
that  in  airs  of  this  »»rt,  the  singer  can  nlwayij  ilu  t:ivate: 
the  poet  tliau  in  the  slower  aire  of  '  The  Hush  niKMin  Traq' 
Gregory,'  and  the  like  ;  for  in  the  mnnncr  the  latter  are  frei)i 
you  must  lie  contented  with  the  sonnil  nitliout  the  sera*.  I 
the  ain  aiul  words  are  itiHgiiiRccl  by  the  very  xlow,  paalm-si 
in  which  they  are  too  often  performed:  they  lose  aniniat 
pressiun  altogether,  and  instead  of  HiM>nkiiig  to  the  mind, 
the  heart,  they  cloy  npon  the  ear,  ami  net  ub  a- yawning. 

Your  ballad,  'There  was  a  I,b!w,  anil  she  wnw  fair,'  In 
beautiful  and  shall  undoubtedly  grace  my  collection.* 


eloren  jmn  of  mt  vlien  h«  wu  it  the  terry  u  lliB  pnet  cBmf  Bin 

E,  an.l  Ihi 

lo  row  the  grwt  irin  over.    Ttut  woiilrl  be  elKlily-Mveii  yn 

«  brrim  i. 

00  yonn  < 

dl«l  III  IMI  or  IHSa.  lli>TP  >i»iii«  no  riniihl  that  lih  «tiiti>iiieiit  f« 

■nioniM  r(irlyl«.'-F™,i  A  Lilttt  ScoUlA  WoM  (U.e  p«rt.U  of 

Monki™: 

Klrkwwl  H..«,t, 

4<I 
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ROBERT   BURNS   TO   GEOROB   THOUSON. 

My  dear  Thomson— I  hold  the  peo  for  our  friend  Clarke, 
present  is  studying  the  ihubic  of  the  epherea  at  my  elbow.  The  G, 
Sidat,*  he  thinks,  is  out  of  tune ;  so,  until  he  rectify  tliat  ma 
cannot  stoop  to  tetrestrinl  nffnirs. 

He  Bends  you  six  of  the  Rondo  itnbjectg,  and  if  more  are  wai 
Bays  you  shall  have  tliem. 

Damn  your  lung  stairs  1  S.  CLi 


SOBEBT    BURNS   TO   OBORGB   THOMSON. 


Your  objection,  my  dear  Sir,  to  the  pansoges  in  my  song  of 
Water'  is  right  in  one  instance:  the  phrase  'cruel  joys,'  i 
iinproiier ;  but  it  is  difljcult  to  mend  it :  if  f  can,  I  will.t  Tl 
passage  you  object  to,  does  not  appear  in  the  same  light  to  nie. 

The  phrase  '  nmnnuie's  wark,'  universally  among  the  peaaantr 
fies  'mother's  work:'  it  you  think  this  last  better,  you  may  a 
Your  other  objection  to  this  song  uill  vanisli,  when  you  consiil 
I  Iiave  not  painted  Miss  M'[MunIo]  in  the  rank  wliich  she  hoUb 
but  in  the  dress  and  character  of  a  cottager ;  consequently  the 
siuiplicity  of  thought  and  expression  whs  necessary. 

tlad  yon  not  licttcr  send  me  a  list  of  the  next  parcel  of  song 
yon  intend  to  publish  >  As  to  the  large  list  you  sent  me,  it  is  so 
and  bliitte<l  that  nobody  heKides  myself  coiild  make  any  better  of 

I  have  looked  over  '  There  11  never  be  peace  till  Jamie,'  &e 
cannot  make  any  better  of  it. 

I  was  yesternight  in  a  composing  linmor,  and  behold  th< 
of  it^- 

[Here  Bums  ti'anscrilicd  a  song  of  six  stanzas,  which  lie  h 
composed  on  the  basis  of  an  old  song,  called  '  I^et  me  in  this  ae 
Cunie  so  disliked  broadly  humorous  compositions  of  this  class, 
left  it  in  manuscript.] 

I  need  not  hint  to  you  that  tlio  cboms  goes  to  the  high  par 

I  likewise  tried  my  hand  on  '  Robin  Adair,'  and  yon  will  p 
think,  with  little  success ;  but  it  is  such  a  damned  cranip,  onl 
way  measure,  that  I  despair  of  doing  anything  bettor  to  it. 


IB  kakte  poIUli 


PHILLIS  THE  VAIB. 


-WhOe  hik%  wHb  littk  irii« 

IfknnUtlw  p«ra  sli^ 
TMtiBg  the  InaUiuig  ^rii^ 

Forth  I  did  bn : 
G^  the  ma^  goldan  tj* 
Tm^  o'«r  the  monntaiin  hi^  ; 
Soeh  thy  nwcn  I  did  I  €kj, 

FUilie  the  fair. 

In  Meh  'bbi'B  oueleM  eon^ 

Ohd.I.diddimi 
While  yoB  wiU  flcnnnniiai^ 

Cfaenoe  led  me  there : 
Sweet  to  the  opening  day. 
Rosebuds  bont  the  dewy  spray  ; 
8ucb  thy  hloom  I  did  I  say, 

Fhillis  the  fair. 

Down  in  B  shady  walk, 

Doves  cooing  were, 
I  mark'd  the  Cruel  hawk 

Cuught  in  a  enara ; 
So  kind  may  Fortune  W, 
Such  make  his  destiny  ! 
Ha  who  would  injure  thee, 

Pbillia  the  fair. 

80  inndi  for  nambjr-pamby.     I  may,  after  all,  try  my  fa 
Scots  verse.     There  I  aJways  find  myself  most  at  lioiiie. 

I  bave  just  put  the  last  hand  to  the  song  I  meant  for  '  i 
Aberdeen.'*  If  it  suits  yon  to  insert  it,  I  shall  be  pli 
heroine  is  a  favoniite  of  mine  1  if  not,  I  shall  also  be  pie 
I  wish,  and  will  be  glad,  to  see  you  set  decidedly  in 
Tis  a  tribute  as  a  roau  of  taste,  and  as  an  editor  wb 
youiself. 

■  Tlia  mig  'O  PoMtith  Csolil  anil  ttntlut  Ijon.'    Bee  Vol.  IIL,  j 


AiiiuDg  yuur  BulMCribera  u,  for  tbe  tuugs,  tlie  Honorable  Jolin  Gotilon 
of  Keiiniure :  send  his  h>  my  care.  For  the  songi  and  aonataa  both, 
Walter  Riddel,  Esq.,  of  Woo<lley  Park :  send  to  the  care  of  Mrs  Biddel, 
Dniufriea.— Yours,  Robt.  Bukns. 

Burns  is  undeistood  to  have  in  '  PhtlltH  tho  Fair '  embodied 
the  tender  feelings  which  Stephen  Clarke  entertained  towards  Miss 
Philadelphia  M'Murdo,  one  of  his  pupils.  Thb  lady  became  Mn 
Norman  Lockhart,  of  Gamwath. 


GEOROK  THOMSON    TO    ROBERT    BURNa 

My  good  Sir— 1  consider  it  one  of  the  must  agreeable  circunistancca 
attending  tiiis  imblication  of  mine,  that  it  has  procured  nie  so  many  of 
your  much  valued  epistles.  Pray  make  my  acknowledgineotB  to  Saint* 
Steplien  for  the  tunes ;  tell  liini  I  admit  the  justness  of  his  co[ii[>laJnt  on 
my  staircttw,  conveyed  in  his  laconic  postacript  toyonrjeii  d'uprit,  which 
I  pernsed  more  than  once  without  discoveKng  exactly  whether  your  dis- 
cussion was  music,  astronomy,  or  politics ;  tlinugli  a  sagacious  friend, 
acquainted  nitli  the  convivial  habits  of  the  poet  and  the  musidan, 
offered  me  a  bet  of  two  to  one  you  were  just  drowning  care  together ; 
that  an  eiujity  Imwl  was  the  only  thing  that  would  deeply  aflect  ynu, 
and  the  only  matter  you  could  then  study  to  remedy  ! 

I  shall  be  glail  to  see  you  give '  Kobin  Adair '  a  Scottish  dress.  Peterf 
is  furnishing  liiiu  witli  an  Englisli  suit  for  a  change,  and  you  are  well 
matehed  together.  Robin's  air  is  excellent,  though  he  certainly  haa 
an  out-of-the-way  ntesjture  as  ever  poor  Pamoiisian  wijjlit  was  plagued 
with.  I  wish  you  would  invoke  the  Muse  for  a  single  elegant  stnnxa,  to 
lie  suhstitnte<l  for  tbe  concluding  objectionable  verses  of  ' Doun  the 
Iturn,  Davie.' ao  that  this  meet  exquisite  song  may  no  longer  be  excluded 
from  good  couipany. 

Mr  Allan  +  has  made  an  iniuiitnble  drawing  from  your  '  John  Anderwn, 
my  jo,'  which  lam  to  have  engraveil  as  a  frontispiece  to  tlie  liuniorous  class 
of  songs ;  yon  wilt  be  quite  charmed  with  it,  I  promise  yon.  The  old 
couple  are  seated  by  the  fireside.  Mrs  Aiidcnton,  in  great  good  humour, 
is  claj)i)ing  Jolin's  shouldeis  while  he  smiles  and  looks  at  her  with  snch 
glee,  ns  to  shew  that  he  fully  recollecia  the  pleasant  days  and  nights 
when  they  were  '  first  ocqneut.'  The  drawing  would  do  honour  to  tiie 
pencil  of  Teniera,  G.  T. 

•  81«i>1i«n  Clorm.  t  F«ter  Plnilir. 

)  l>*>lil  Allin  (IT't4-er>),  th<  BcoltrFih  jiilnUr.  TUn  ilixrlni;  w»  cngm-ad  by  Fiicn 
TboiuKii,  ukd  InnrM  u  OonUiiilMe  to  one  ot  TlioiuHiu'a  pirU  In  UVI. 


...  o.icccudoa  80  ill  in  my  last  ai 
in«;'8   walk,  one  esnay  more.      Yo 
unfortunate    part   of    our   worthy 
h.'ippenetl  al>out  three  years  ago.* 
ileavoured  to  do  the  idea  justice,  as 

SOJ 

TVNE— Rob 

Had  I  a  cave  on  some  w 

Where  the  winds  howl  t< 

There  would  I  we 

There  seek  my  los 

Till  grief  my  eyes 

Ne'er  to  wake  m 

Falsest  of  womankind,  can 

All  thy  fond-plighted  vows 

To  thy  new  lover  h 

Laugh  o'er  thy  perj 

Then  in  thy  bosom 

What  peace  is  th 

By  the  way,  I  have  met  with  a  musi 
Fencihles,  which  are  quartered  here,  ^ 
members  his  mother  singing  Gaelic  so 
'Gramachree.'  They  certainly  have  i 
ta»te  in  them. 

Tliis  man  comefl  fm^  **  - 


ftf  Corrin'a,  A  great  wliile  ago,  ynii  will  Itnd  llie  some  air  callei 
lain)  aae,  ivitli  a  Gotlic  song  itet  to  it.  Its  name  tliere,  I  tliink. 
Gaoit,'  anil  a,  fine  air  it  is.  Do  ask  lionest  Allan,  or  tlie  Bt 
IHUiioii,  about  these  iiialterB.— Ever  yours, 

Hour. 


ROBERT    BURNS   TO    GEORGE  THOMSON. 

|1W*1 .41 

My  dear  Sir—'  Let  me  iu  tliia  ac  Kiglit,'  I  sLotl  overlook, 
tliat  you  are  pleaded  with  niy  Bong,  '  Had  I  a  Cave,'  &c,  as 

I  walketl  out  yesterday  evening  with  a  volume  of  the  Mint 
hand,  when,  turning  up  Allan  Water,  '  Wliat  numbers  shall 
repeat,'  &c.,  it  appeared  to  me  rather  uiiwortliy  of  so  fine  ai 
recollecting  that  it  is  on  your  list,  1  sat  and  raved  under  the  b1 
old  thorn,  till  I  wrote  one  to  suit  tlic  measure.  1  may  be  wr< 
think  it  not  in  niy  worst  style.  You  must  know  that  in 
Tta-1'able,  where  tlie  modem  song  first  appeared,  tlie  aucien 
the  tune,  Allan  says  is  '  Allan  Water,  or  My  Love  Am 
bonie.'  This  last  has  certninly  been  a  line  of  tlie  original  s 
look  up  the  idea,  and,  as  you  see,  have  introduceil  tlie  lino  in 
which  I  presume  it  formerly  occupicil ;  Ibnugb  I  likewise  g 
choosing  line,  if  it  should  not  hit  tlie  cut  uf  your  fancy  : 


BY    ALLAN    STREAM    I    CHANC'D    TO    B 
Tvsn— Allan  WttUr. 

By  Allan  stream  I  chanc'd  to  rove 

AVIiilu  Plia'bua  sunk  bcj'onJ  licnlcdi ; 
Tha  winds  were  whispering  through  tlie  grovi 

The  yellow  com  was  waving  ready  : 
1  listen'd  to  a  lover's  snng, 

An'  thoiiglit  on  youthful  plcaauroa  many ; 
And  ay  tlio  wild-wood  echoes  rang, 

'0,  dearly  do  I  lo'o  thee,  Annto  I 


'  0  happy  be  the  woodbine  bower, 
Nne  nightly  bogle  make  it  eerie ; 

Nor  ever  sorrow  stain  tlie  hour, 

The  place  and  timo  I  met  my  dearie  ! ' 


UPE  ASlt   WORKH  or  BDRTia. 

]It:r  bend  upou  my  tlirubbing  brMUt, 
Slie,  sinking,  said  'I'm  tliiiie  for  ever  I* 

Wliilo  moiiy  a  kiss  tbe  seal  imprest — • 
The  sacred  vnw  we  ne'er  should  ttmt. 

The  haunt  <■'  epring's  the  primroM-lxw^ 

The  aimmer  joy  'b  the  flovke  to  fallow ; 
How  cheery,  tUro'  her  shortetiiiig  day, 

la  autumn  in  lior  weeds  o'  yelliiw  ; 
But  can  they  melt  Uio  glowing  heart, 

Or  chain  the  soul  in  speechless  pleasure  t 
Or  tlimugli  each  ncrvo  the  mpture  dnrt, 

lilce  meeting  her,  our  bosom's 


Bravo  I  aay  I ;  It  ie  a  gooi)  song,  should  you  lliiiik  »o  Un 
yon  can  set  tlie  nnHie  to  it,  and  let  the  other  follow  as  Kn^M 

I  cannot  tmicli  'Down  tlie  Bom,  Davie.'  'The  last  liiua  1 
the  mair '  I  sliall  liave  in  mf  eye. 

Autumn  is  niy  propitinns  scs«od,  1  make  more  verses  in  it  1 
the  year  else.    God  bless  you  I  * 


RT    BUKSS-t 


BrAVISSIMO  :  I  nay.  It  u  an  excellent  son);.  Tliere  ia  m 
line  that  could  be  altered.  Of  the  two  lines—'  0  my  love  Ai 
bonie  ! '  and  'O  dearly  do  I  love  thee,  Annie  '. '  I  prefer  tlie 

*  '  Whlla  iH  lived  in  D>in>M«,  he  IikI  Uinw  llTODrite  niks :  on  Ux  Dock- 
rtniwilda ;  siiHing  tbB  niliii  of  UucIikIdo  Collegs ;  uid  tovnnlB  Iba  Hiitin 
Um  nortli  Me  at  tba  Nlth.  TIili  latin  |>1ica  iraa  mkIikIbJ,  eoniiwiaed  ■ 
dUUiil  hill*  iiul  tlie  nnrMnliG  lomn  of  Llndmlan,  iiid  (RaniaJ  Kft  grrtntt 
ml  n|jgii,  and  tha  tight  lud  MHiiid  of  tin  itrauii.  Ran  he  ranipo»d  nan) 
nngii.  Ai  aoon  aa  lie  wia  h«iti1  Is  hum  to  btmaelf,  hli  wife  naw  Miat  he  bail 
bid  nillid^and  uupnfAroil  Uj  ih  him  miatfli  np  liii  ]iat,aiid  net  Alleitlly  olffO 
ground.  When  bj'  hlnwetf,  (nil  In  Uis  open  air,  hli  Idtu  amnignl  Uimim 
nalunl  otiler— wotdi  cams  It  Mill,  in<l  hs  cliloni  ratiirmid  wiihuut  luirins  Ri 
In  cuf  of  InCarruptloti,  he  aet  about  completing  tlia  wotk  at  Uia  Hmdde ;  In  1 
aelfoD  tha  hlnd.lega  of  hia  ami-chalr,  ami  roekin^  t4i  and  tm,  roiilinueil  to  I 
and  Mldom  (Blled  of  aucnu.  ITlini  the  venwa  wen  flnMiiiil,  he  jiuMtl  Umii 
ord«l  of  1(»  Bumi'a  vol« ;  litUned  attenllTel^  »lwn  riie  Mn)i ;  and  B>ke<l 
Iha  vonli  vera  dllllrult;  and  when  one  happennl  to  be  tm  rDunh,  lia  n 
■niooth«r ;  bat  he  nexer,  aive  at  the  molut*  entrnaty  of  a  selmtdlE  niunlc 

of  atady.'— A.  CuxRIMHiH. 

I  Frliit«d,  from  Uia  HS.,  by  Scott  Dooglaa,  who  noUd  that '  It  la  the  iolll 
■  t«  our  poet  that  la  known  to  sitat.' 


DUVPRIES. 

cidedly.  Till  I  received  tliia  aoog,  I  liaid  lialf  resolved  iiot  to  ii 
'  Allan  Water '  in  Uie  collection,  and  fur  this  reason,  tliat  It  bean 
a  near  resemblance  to  a  iiiach  finer  air— at  least,  a  great«r  favoui 
mine — '  Galashiels '  or  '  Ah,  ttie  poor  sliepherd'e  mournful  fal« 
beginning  U  aim  oat  quite  the  name. 

.  1  have  iii&iJu  a\>  a  correct  list  of  my  100  airs,  of  which  I  shall  sen 
a  copy  ill  the  conrse  of  a  few  weeks.  It  is  my  fixed  intention  i 
excee<l  that  nnniber ;  by  going  farther,  I  shonld  only  be  induced  t> 
a  Duniher  of  trifling  aire,  and  so  swell  both  the  size  and  price  < 
book  beyoud  bonnds.  And  I  lind  my  list  contains  every  line  ai 
is  known  of  the  serious  and  pastoral  kind,  besides  two  or  three 
before  published— all  diaJuonds  of  tbe  first  water. 

I  stand  pledged  to  fnmish  English  verses  along  with  every  Se 
song,  and  I  must  fulfll  what  I  have  pronijseil  ;  but  I  certainly  hai 
into  a  scrape  if  yon  do  not  stand  niy  friend.  A  couple  of  stan: 
each  nir  will  do  as  well  as  half  a  dozen  ;  and  to  an  imaginati 
inKnitely  fruitful  as  yonre  this  will  not  be  a  Hercnlean  labour, 
airs  too  are  all  so  perfectly  familiar  to  you,  and  tbe  original  vet 
much  your  favourites,  that  no  poet  living  is  qualified  to  add  con 
stanzas,  even  in  Englisb,  bo  much  as  you  nre. 

I  am  very  glad  that  you  are  to  revise  '  Let  me  in  this  ae  nig] 
put  a  mnch  greater  value  upon  this  beautiful  air  than  either  ' 
Water 'or 'Logan  Water.'  So  it  is  ahio  with  'Cauld  Kail  inAben 
1  have  always  considered  it  among  the  most  pleasing  of  our  me] 
When  you  first  sent  me  'O  Poortith  cauld,' I  took  the  liberty  too 
that  I  thought  it  tJM  qneruloiis  and  despondent  for  the  air.  I 
very  ftun  have  something  in  yonr  best  manner  for  it.  There  is  i 
air  existing  better  calculated  for  telling  a  pretty  tale  of  love 
therefore  I  hope  that  in  this  propitious  season  you  will  think  of  it 
evening  under  the  Thorn  tree  that  witnesseii  the  birth  of  yonr  ' 
Water.'  Itemeniber  also,  when  the  Mnse  and  you  are  '  in  fit  r« 
for  wooing,'  that  fine  ballad-tune,  '  Laddie,  lie  near  me.' 

I  am  sorry  you  cannot  think  of  furnishing  a  sweet  concluding  t 
or  two  for  '  Down  tbe  burn,  Davie ;'  yon  will  surely  allow  that. 
ever  pleasing  the  description  beginning  '  Till  liaitli  at  length  imp 
grown,'  it  is  altogetlier  improper  for  publication  ;  more  particule 
a  collection  that  assumes  to  itnelf  the  merit  of  purification. 

I  have  sent  by  the  Dnmfries  carrier  (carriage  paid}  a  parcel  add 
to  you  containing  a  set  of  tlie  Sonatas  and  Songs  for  Mr  Ridi 
Woodley  Park  ;  tlie  same  for  a  Mr  Boyd  who  wrote  some  weeks  ; 
Mr  Hill  about  them  ;  a  set  of  the  songs  to  Mr  Gordon,  and  a  set  o 
for  your  friend  Mr  Clarke.  Will  you  give  these  to  a  porter  {1 
the  two  fitst-named),  and  send  the  others  at  yonr  convenience. — 
cordially,  G.  Thomc 

P.S. — I  think  as  yon  do,  that  'Oran  gaoil'  is  a  beantifnl  tn. 
have  pnt  it  in  my  list,  and  propose  attaching  it  tA  Dr  Black 
verses,  '  Since  robb'd  of  all  my  soul  holds  dear.' 


WORKS   OF    Bl'UNS. 


KODEBT     BO 


TO    OEOROE    TIIOMSOK 


You  may  leacUly  trust,  my  dear  sir,  tliat  any  cxerti'iii  in  i 
henrlily  at  yoar  acrvivi.'.  But  one  tiling  1  must  hint  to  you 
Dftuie  of  Peter  Piudor  is  of  ijreat  service  to  your  iniblicatio 
verse  from  liim  now  and  then,  thoagU  1  Lave  no  objeclion, 
can,  U>  bear  tlie  Iinnlen  of  tlie  t>ii>'iDetts. 

la  'Wliistleand  I  ')1  conic  to  you,  my  lat],' one  of  your  aira 
it  nincli,  and  yesterday,  I  set  tlie  folliiiving  verses  to  it.  Ur"^ 
1  liave  met  ivltli  linrc,  lieggeil  tlieiu  of  me,  oh  lie  admiren  tli^ 
Iml  aa  I  nndei-Blaml  tliat  he  looks  with  rallier  an  evil  eye  or^ 
I  did  not  cliDosD  to  comply.  However,  if  the  eung  does  noir 
taste,  1  may  posaihiy  send  it  him.  He  is,  rntre  noia,  a  narrow, 
creature ;  tint  he  ungR  so  deliglitfully,  tliat  whatever  lie  intn 
yoar  concert  must  have  imme<]iate  celebrity.  The  set  of  the 
I  had  in  my  eye  is  in  JnlinKon's  Museum,  No.  100. 

0  WHISTLE    AND   I'LL    COME    TO   YOU,    Ml 
Tune— 0  Wkktle,  afid  I  'U  er»M  to  you,  my  Lad. 
Chorus — 0  whistle,  and  1 11  comn  to  you,  my  lail, 
0  whistio,  nud  I  'II  coiiio  to  you,  my  InU  ; 
Tlio'  father  find  niotlior  and  b'  bIiouM  gao  mrul 
0  wliistle,  anil  I  'II  como  to  you,  my  Ind. 

But  warily  font,  when  yo  como  to  court  me, 
And  como  iia  unless  the  bnck-yott  bo  a<jeo ; 
Syne  up  tlie  back-etyle,  and  let  nnobody  see, 
And  como  liB  yo  were  na  cDniing  to  mo. 
And  come  us  ya  were  na  corning  to  me. 

At  kirk  or  at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  me, 
Gang  hy  me  as  tlio'  that  ye  car'il  nao  a  tlio ; 
But  steal  me  a  blink  o'  your  bonie  black  e'e, 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  looking  at  me. 
Yet  look  OS  yo  wero  na  looking  at  me. 

Ay  vow  and  protest  that  ye  carena  for  me. 

And  whi/fes  yc  may  lightly  my  beauty  a  weo ; """'J^' 

But  court  na  anither,  tlio'  joking  ye  be, 

For  fear  that  eho  wylo  your  fancy  frao  me, 

For  fenr  that  she  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me.* 

■  A  vpnilnn  of  tlili  jumB  ^l•^  proviouBly  (pgnnred  in  tbs  wennd  i-nlnmn  . 
JlHlail  if  Nmln. 
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Another  favoaHte  &ir  of  mine,  b  'Tbe  Muckin  o'  Geordie 
Wben  sang  slow  with  expTeseion,  I  bave  wislied  tbat  it  lis 
poetry  i  tluU  I  have  endeavoured  to  supply  as  follows : — 

ADOWN    WINDING    NITH    I    DID   WANE 
Tune— rA*  Mucking  o'  Geordie's  Byre. 

Adown  winding  Kitli  I  did  wander, 

I'o  mark  the  sweet  flowers  as  tlicy  Bpriiig; 

Adowji  winding  Nith  I  did  wander, 
Of  PhiUis  to  muse  and  to  sing. 

Cltorus — Awa'  wi'  your  belles  and  your  besntiea, 
They  never  wi'  her  can  tompaie, 
Wliaever  has  met  wi'  my  Pliillis, 
Haa  met  wi'  the  queen  o'  the  fair. 

The  daisy  amus'd  my  fond  fancy, 
So  artless,  so  simple,  so  wild ; 

1'liou  emblem,  said  I,  of  my  Fhillia, 
For  she  is  simplicity's  child. 

Tlie  rose-bud 's  the  blusli  o'  my  charmer. 
Her  sweet  balmy  lip  when  'tis  prest : 

How  fair  and  how  pure  is  the  lily ' 
But  fairer  aud  purer  her  breasL 

Ton  knot  of  gay  flowers  in  the  arbour. 
They  ne'er  wi'  my  Phillia  can  vie ; 

Her  breath  is  the  breath  of  the  woodbine. 
Its  dew-drop  o'  diamond,  her  eye. 

Her  voice  ia  the  song  of  the  morning, 
I'hnt  wakes  tliro'  the  green-spread iiij;  grove, 

When  Phoebus  peeps  over  the  niountiiins. 
On  music,  end  pleasure,  aud  love. 

But  beauty  how  frail  and  how  fleeting  I 
Tlie  bloom  of  a  fine  summer's  day  ! 

WHiile  worth,  in  the  mind  o'  my  PhilJis, 
Will  flourish  without  a  decay. 


3'2  UFB  AND   WORK8  OT  D0BXS. 

Ml  Clarke  liegB  yua  U)  ffye  Miaa  PhUlis  a  corner  lu  your  Book, 
a  porUoalor  Flame  of  lii*.  Bli«  In  a  Miw  PUllis  M'Hnntu,  diti 
*  Home  Jean  '  ivliich  I  sent  yon  aomc  tine  ago.  They  are  lioUi 
lib.  Clarke  begs  compltroentx  to  yon,  ami  will  Bead  yon  lunie 
in  n  few  days.  Von  shall  heat  Irou  me  the  very  firet  griiil  i 
from  itiy  rliyniing-mlll.    Yoonk 


ROBEIIT    BURKR    TO    OKORGK    TBOMBOH. 

[nUJ  Ja 
That  tnne,  '  CanlU  Kail,'  U  Bncli  n  (at-orite  of  yours  that  I  ( 
mveil  out  yaeter  evening  fur  a  jjluaiiiiii'  *  lliot  at  the  Mqmb  i 
Muse  lliat  prcfiicles  o'er  tlie  Klraron  of  Nitb,  or  rntlior  luy  old 
ileareal  nympli,  Cmla,  whispereit  me  tlie  ((^lowing.  I  liave  t« 
for  tliinking  tliat  it  wen  my  enrly,  su'eet  Minple  liiHpirer  Uu 
my  elbow,  '  Bmootli-gKdinir  without  step '  anil  pouring  tlie  mh 
glowing  fancy,  tn  the  lirat  place,  xince  I  left  duU'a  native  hi 
a  fragment  of  a  Poet  hai  ariaea  to  clieer  her  wlitary  musinsii,  b] 
iiinpiration  from  her,  m>  I  more  than  snspeet  tliat  she  haa  fol 
hither,  or  at  least  makes  me  occAaional  vUiUt ;  seconJly,  the  h 
of  this  song  [  send  you,  a  tlie  very  words  that  Coila  taught 
yeAra  at^o,  and  wliicli  I  act  to  an  old  Scots  reel  in  Johowm's  V« 

COME.   LET  ME  TAKIi  TilEE  TO   MY   BRE 
Am—Cauld  KaU. 
Come,  let  tne  take  thee  to  niy  bre.'ist, 

And  pledjje  wo  ne'er  alinll  sunder ; 
And  I  shall  spurn,  as  vilest  dust, 

Tlio  world's  wealth  and  grandeur  ; 
And  do  1  lieitr  my  Jennie  own 

Tlint  equal  transports  move  her? 
t  nsfk  for  dearest  life  alone, 

That  I  may  live  to  love  her. 

When  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  chnnns, 

I  clasp  my  conntloss  trensiiire, 
I  *11  seek  nao  mair  o'  Heaven  to  share. 

Than  aio  a  moment's  pleasure  : 
And  by  thy  e'en  snu  bonie  blue, 

I  swear  I  'm  thine  for  ever ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  sejil  my  vow. 

And  break  it  shall  I  never ; 
•  oiouini.-ctwniain. 


If  you  think  the  &bove  will  suit  your  idea  of  your  favorite  air,  I  k 
be  highly  pleased.  'The  Last  Time  I  came  o'er  the  moor,'  I  cai 
meihlle  with  as  t«  mending  it ;  and  the  musical  world  have  been  w>  1 
accustomed  to  Kamsay's  ivords,  that  a  ditTerent  song,  though  poeiti 
superior,  woald  not  be  bo  well  received.  I  am  not  fond  of  choniae 
Bongn,  so  I  have  not  made  one  for  the  forej^ing. 

ApropOB,  there  is  a  song  of  mine  in  the  third  Vol.  of  the  Mtueitm  wl 
would  sait  'Dainty  Davie.'  Tell  me  how  it  wilt  suit.  It  begins, 
were  1  on  Parnassus  Hill.' 

Let  me  have  the  list  of  yonr  (irst  hundred  aongs  as  soon  as  posui 
I  am  ever,  my  dear  wr,  yours  sincerely,  Kobt.  Burn 


ROBERT    BURNS    TO    GEORGE    THOMSON. 

[28tt]  A«BUH  IV 

My  Deah  Sm — I  have  written  yon  already  by  to-day's  post,  win 
hinted  at  a  song  of  mine  which  might  suit '  Dainty  Davie.'  I  liave  I 
looking  over  another  and  a  better  song  of  mine  in  the  Mii3tum,  wbi 
bave  altered  as  follows,  and  which  1  am  persuaded  will  please  you. 
words  '  Dainty  Davie '  glide  so  sweetly  in  the  air  tliat,  to  a  Scots 
any  song  to  it,  without  Davie  being  tlic  liero,  would  liave  a  lame  efle 

DAINTY    DAVIE. 
Tune— Doiwty  Dane.' 

Now  roay  May  comes  in  wi'  flowen^ 
To  deck  her  gny  green  spreading  bowers; 
Anil  now  comes  in  my  happy  boure, 
To  wnnder  wi'  my  Davie. 

Chorus — Meet  mo  on  the  wnrlook  knowc.  Wry  I 

Dainty  Davie,  dainty  Dnvie  ; 
There  I  'II  spend  the  <iay  wi'  yoa. 
My  ain  dear,  dainty  Davie. 

The  chrystal  waters  round  us  fa', 
TJie  merry  birds  are  lovers  a.', 
The  scented  breezes  round  us  Maw, 
A-wandering  wi'  my  Davie. 

Vben  purple  morning  starts  the  hare 
Ti>  steal  upon  her  early  fare, 

•  The  tuns  Is  ore  of  the  oliint  ScotnaJn;  It  ippean  In  FUyftird'e  Collection, 
Bnn»  nnt  niied  It  In  ITSt  Ibr  '  RsDtlD.  rotiD  Robin,'  lln  Don1o|>'>  nnlon  of  whiel 
'  Dsvle '  tax  '  Robin.' 

VOL.  rv.  O 


H  LIFB  AND  W0BK3  07  BITKHS. 

Then  thro'  the  dewa  I  will  Tejmir, 
To  meet  my  faithful  Davie. 

■When  day,  expiring  in  the  west, 
The  curtain  draws  of  Ifature'a  rest, 
Iflea  to  's  arms  I  lo'e  the  beet, 
And  that  'a  my  ain  dear  Davie, 

So  ranch  tor  Davie.  Tlie  chonw  yoa  kuow  is  to  tlio  low  part  i 
tnne.     See  Clarke's  set  of  it  in  the  Museum. — Yonrs,  R 

N.B.—la  the  Museum,  they  have  drawled  out  the  tune  to  twelvi 
of  poetry,  which  ia  d — d  nouaenae.  Foar  lines  of  song  and  four  of  ( 
ia  tlie  way. 

The  song  which  Bums  thus  altered  was  '  The  Gardener  w 
Paidle.* 

As  his  letters  show,  this  waa  for  the  poet  a  month  of  remai 
activity  in  aong-writing.  Trade  was  in  an  exceedingly  dep- 
state;  the  Government  waa  preparing  to  try  ifuir  and  Pa 
for  sedition,  and  no  mercy  waa  expected ;  the  world,  in  B 
opinion,  waa  out  of  joint  Yet  we  see  him  full  of  poetic  i 
aiasm,  constantly  writing  and  criticiaing  Scottiali  songfi,  and  | 
only  a  side-glance  at  politics,  as  in  tlie  remark  on  the  Geo 
Sidus.  It  must  not  be  supposed  that  he  had  forced  himsel 
indifference  towards  either  the  state  of  affairs  in  Franco,  wlic 
unfortunate  Girondists  were  now  perishing  in  the  fields  a 
the  Bcaffold,  or  to  the  progrese  of  the  reaction  at  home, 
threatened  to  crush  every  sentiment  of  liberty  in  which  Kt 
had  formerly  gloried.  But  the  beauty  of  the  season  at 
stirred  and  soothed  him,  and  he  gladly  sought  some  rel 
Gompoaition  from  the  exasperations  of  public  affaire. 


OBOROB    THOMSON    TO    ROBERT    BURNS. 

lEmBBUHOH,  111  Stf4 

Mt  dear  Sir— Since  writing  you  laat,  I  have  received  half-: 
songs,  with  which  I  am  delighted  beyond  expression.  The  hnmi 
fancy  of '  Whistle,  and  I II  come  to  you,  my  Lad'  will  render  it  m 

'  SnVaLIII.,  p.  lU. 

t  ThoiDU  Hnlr  (b,  Olugow,  1709),  i  msmber  of  tfie  Scottish  nir,  »u  *n  ictiva 
of  tha  SoelaCjr  of  Prlmda  of  th<  Conititntion  iinil  th«  People.  He  n>  tried  tbi 
IB  Bdinbnrgh  In  1TS3.  and  HnUnccd  to  fourteen  jrenn'  tnniiiorlaClDn.  He  iIIi 
in  17S«.     Rev.  Thoniae  Fyiha  Palmer  Qa.  In  ncdfQnlBhlre,  IHT)  wm  ■  partniiU 
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great  &  favoarite  aa  '  Dnncan  Gray.'  '  Come,  let  me  take  tbe« 
breast,'  '  Adown  binding  Nith'  and  '  By  Allan  Stream,'  &c,  ate 
imagination  and  feeling,  and  sweetly  suit  the  Airs  for  wLich  t 
intended.  '  Had  I  a  Cave  on  eome  wild  distant  sliore  '  is  e  strik 
afTectint;  Composition.  Our  friend,  to  whose  story  it  refers,  read 
a  swelling  heart,  I  assure  you.  The  anion  we  are  now  foniiing, 
con  never  be  broken  ;  these  songs  of  yours  will  descend,  with  the 
tn  the  lat«st  posterity,  and  will  be  fondly  cherished  so  long  as 
Ta»te,  and  Sensibility  exist  in  onr  Island. 

While  the  Mose  seems  so  propitions,  I  think  it  right  to  incloi 
of  all  the  favouni  I  have  to  ask  of  her— no  fewer  than  twenty  ant 
I  have  bnrilened  the  pleasant  Peter  ['  Peter  Pindar  1  with  as  mai 
is  proWble  he  will  atteml  to  ;  most  of  tlia  remaining  airs  woald 
the  English  poet  not  a  little ;  they  are  of  that  pecnllar  mens 
rhythm  that  they  must  he/ainiliar  to  him  who  writoa  for  them.- 
futlifully.  G.  Thoi 


ROBERT  BURNS  TO  GEORGE  THOUSON. 

I  daresay,  my  dear  Sir,  that  you  wilt  begin  to  tliiiik  my  corresp 
is  persecution.  No  matter,  1  can't  help  it ;  a  ballad  is  my  hobl 
which,  though  otherwise  a  simple  sort  of  harmless  idiotieal  beast ' 
hnfl  yet  this  blesseil  headstrong  property,  that  when  once  it  ha 
made  off  with  a  hapless  wight,  it  gets  so  enamoured  with  the 
gingle,  tinkle-gingle  of  its  own  hells,  that  it  is  sure  to  run  poor  Pil 
the  beillnm  Jockey,  quite  beyond  any  nsefnl  point  or  post  in  the  i 
race  of  men. 

The  following  song  I  have  composed  for'Oran  Gaoil,' the  I] 
air  tliat  you  Mil  me  in  your  Inst  yon  have  resolved  to  give  a  pie 
yonr  Itook.  I  have  this  moment  finished  the  soug,  so  yon  have  it , 
from  the  mint.     If  it  puit  yon,  well !  if  not,  'tis  also  well  [ 

BEHOLD   THE    HOUB. 
Tune— Oran  Grml. 
Behold  the  hour,  the  hoot  arrive  ; 

Thou  gocst,  thou  darling  of  my  heart : 
Sever'd  from  thee  can  I  survive  I 

But  fate  has  will'd,  and  we  must  [wirt. 

brhl^nnd  »  UiilUrlan  niliili[«r  in  DunrlM.  He  wu  tried  ifKr  Kiilr,  contJcM  c 
on  •qiullr  p>ICr7  «vtd«nc«,  nd  Hntsncsd  to  htri  y«n'  tnimportBtlon.  He 
till  1602. 

■  Pllgtrlle,  Dnt  who  p«e1i  garlfc,  ■  lenlllon,  ■  I«per.  b  tnlnnble  wrrtch  ;  but 
lAnm  of  MlMeprecktlon  or  plajrrul  alliDlon  to  othin  u  fkr  Ixck  u  Platclxr'a 
Llrultnant  a«l«X 


1,1  rs  ASD  wonKH  or  ornxs. 

I  'II  ort<:iii  greet  tiiis  t>iitf(iii;;  »wt\]. 
Yon  ilistniit  iuld  will  utUiti  bnil ; 

'  E'fiii  Ut-re,  I  look  the  Ust  fareweil ; 
Thoro,  Intest  mark'U  liur  vmiitliM  siiL* 

Almig  tiio  Bolitary  shoro, 

W'liilu  Hitting  awt-fowl  roiinti  mo  cry, 
AcroM  Uio  rolling,  i1a»liiii^  TOur 

I  'II  wTMit-wATxl  timi  my  vJstful  «;« : 
Hnppy,  thou  Iiidinn  jjrove,  I  'II  «»y, 

Where  now  my  Nnncy'w  i>ntli  tniiy  W I 
Wliilo  thro'  thy  swMt«  she  lavv»  to  etniy, 

0  tcU  nm,  does  she  iimw  on  ni«  t 


ROBBRT    BURNS    TO    aEOROB    THOHnOIC. 

My  dkAR  Sir~Yoi)  knnw  Hint  my  pretenxiniDi  to  miixiriLl  tnnte  r 
merely  *  few  of  Nature's  inNtinctA,  untaught  and  iintntoreiL  liy  art.     ' 
tliis  reaw)n,  many  niiiHicat  conipiMilionii,  pnrticuUriy  where  niucli  of 
mmt  Ilea  in  coun(er|M)int,  however  tliey  may  traiuiport  and  mviiili  tlii 
of  yon  coniKMBBean,  affect  my  KJmple  lag  [ear]  no  otherwiM  than  m 
as  melodiooH  din.     On  tlis  other  liand,  by  way  of  amencU,  1  nm  c1eK{ 
Willi  many  little  melodien,  which  the  leiimeil  miiHlciaii  cIcoiiiNeii  a' 
anil  inHijiid.     I  do  not  know  whether  tlic  old  air,  '  Hey,  tntti,  ' 
may  rank  among  tliie  nnniber ;  Imt  well  1  know  that,  with  Fraser 
boy,  it  hafl  ofl«n  filled  my  eyes  with  t«an>.     There  ia  a  tnulitii 
I  liave  met  witli  in  many  plafes  in  Switltiml,  that  it  was  Rc)l>e 
March  at  the  Imttle  of  Ban  nock  burn.*     Tiiie  t1iou);iit,  in  my  yea 

*  'Tti«>ir  U>*1iauiil  by  hiiw  to  have  been  aiing  by  Alexamler  MoiilsiHnFry. 
■t  ths  coiirt  ol  Jun»  VI.,  u  (n  impiDvelnent  on  *n  Mrlier  h>ii|[  oI  thr 
poriilnrlnChttlniMof  th<  poat  Diinhir  (IMO)  «n<l  Qivln  Daniilu(l&IS>    V 

*  Here's  to  the  King,  BIr,'     It  liu  inonover  btma  aiippoMil  that  the  e^ 
Tuttfn,  TstUe '  inwe  fniiii  the  mlatrte  of  an  iRiionnt  copyiat  [n  an  Ignora 
mulaajtinible  of  the  title  iikI  tlie  lUllan  direction  'Inttl.'  Ac  writte 
puge  reganllng  the  perfOnnance  of  the  mualc'-anig'e  .f«tf  UliulnltU. 
ever,  tothelate  J.  UnlrWoodotGlaagow.  thewonU-Tiitl,  tsltr  Ire 

•  WhKn  yon  h«r  tlw  trninpet  muir 
TuUl«itlt<>thc-clmni, 

— 'Scotch  Unnlc-  InGmve'ii  Diaiatuay  a/ MniUt, 


DUMFRIB3.  87 

eveuiog-n-alk,  warmed  me  to  a  )iitcli  of  eutliDtiiuiiii  on  the  tlieine  of  liberty 
uid  indepeudence,  wUicli  I  threw  into  a  kind  of  Scots  Ode,  litted  tu  tlie 
ur,  that  one  might  suppose  to  be  the  galkot  royal  Scot's  address  to  his 
heroic  fulloweiv  on  tluiC  eventful  iiioming. 

liKUCE  TO   HIS  MEN   AT  il  ANNOCKBU  UN. 
Tune— tfc;/,  tullie  tailU. 
Scota,  wha  bae  wi'  WuUace  bled,  wiioiuvs 

Scots,  wbaiii  Bruce  lias  aftcu  led,  wiiom 

Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 
Or  to  victorie  1 

Now  "s  tlio  liny,  and  now  'a  tbe  bour ; 
See  tbe  front  of  battle  lour ; 
Seo  approacli  jiroiid  Edwunl'a  power — 
Cbains  and  alavoriii ! 

Wbn  will  bo  a  traitor- knave  ! 
Wlia  caii  fill  a  coward's  grave  I 
Wlia  sao  base  as  bo  a  slavu  ! 

Lut  biui  turn  and  Ree  ! 

Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw, 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa', 
Let  bini  follow  tne ! 

By  oppression's  woes  and  pains ! 
By  your  sons  in  servile  cbains  ! 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 

But  tbey  shall  be  free  I 

Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low  ! 
Tyrants  fall  in  ey'ry  foe  ! 
Liberty 's  in  ev'ry  blow ! — 

Let  us  do  or  die  I 

So  mfty  God  ever  defend  the  canae  of  Truth  and  Liberty,  as  He  did 
tliat  day  I    Amen.  Kobt.  Busks. 

P.S^ — I  shewed  the  air  to  Urhoni,  who  wa»  highly  pleaned  with  it,  and 
begi^nl  me  make  soft  verses  for  il ;  bat  I  bad  no  idea  of  giving  niyMslf 


any  Uuiiblv  un  Ihe  sulijoot,  tilt  the  accUlenUi  racullectiuu  at  tlist  gloriona 
struggle  for  KreeJotii,  aaBociktitd  witb  tli«  glowing  ideas  of  tomt  uUiw 
strUKgles  of  the  uuue  nAture,  not  yuifc  w  omcUkI,  nnueil  Diy  riiyiuiajf 
iHiLiiia.  Clarke's  set  of  llie  tunc,  with  liia  faa*a.  you  will  6ml  in  tlw 
Miiteum,  though  1  aui  nfiiiid  that  the  air  ia  not  what  will  cDtitle  it  to  a 
place  in  yoiii  elegant  seiectjou.  K  B. 

So  '  Scots  wha  bae '  waa,  Ui  wimu  exUsnt,  insjiirtHl  hy  tlie 
success  of  llie  Freuch  in  beating  bock  tlie  eueiui'^  of  thuir 
republic  ;  nlthougb  it  may  be  assunxy]  that  Hunts  in  writing  it 
had  in  bis  mind  the  mcsaigo  wnt  by  tho  flctittiHli  Parlimmait  In 
tiiQ  Vope  after  the  Battle  of  Buituwkbuni :  '  Not  for  glory,  ritUe*, 
or  honour  did  we  fiylit,  but  for  Ulwrty  alone,  which  nu  giwd 
man  abandons  but  ivitli  liis  life."  Tlie  a»wci:itiaa  of  ideas  came 
naturally  enongh  to  a  Scottish  patriot  of  Jacobite  leaning's.  The 
Enijliah  Ministers  who  had  declared  war  on  the  French  Repub- 
licans, and  BO  ruined  the  still  stni^linj^  Scottish  comnieivfl, 
became  in  his  ima^-iiiatitpn  tlio  ancient  eiiftuifj  of  (fio  ol.l-time 
allies,  France  and  Scotland.  Under  cover  of  a  fourteenth-centurj 
battle-song  he  was  really  ltt>erating  his  soul  against  the  Tor) 
tyranny  that  was  opposing  liberty  at  home  and  abroad,  and,  mora 
over,  striking  at  tike  comfort  of  his  own  fireside. 

According  to  Syme,  in  his  letter  on  tlie  Galloway  excursi 
of   July,    Burns  was  engaged   in   the    composition   of   this 
during  his  ride  in  the  storm  from  Kenmure   to  Gatehouse, 
on    his  way,  two  days   later,  from  Kirkcudbright    to  Dur 
Syme  adds  that    the    poet   presented    him    with    a   copy 
poem  next  day,   along   with   one  for  DalEell.      Thero   is 
crepancy  here  which    cannot  be  altogether  cleared    up, 
observed   by  Dr  Currie,   who  got  over  the  difficulty  bj 
altering   'my  yesternight's    evening- walk,'   in    the   poef 
to  Thomson,  to  '  my  solitary  wanderings.'     There  is  nc 
in   liums's    letter  any    conclusive    proof    that    the    c 
was  not  commenced  or  thought  of  during  the  Gallowa- 
It  is  scarcely  doubted  that  he  composed  'Tarn  o'  Slii 
been  related,  while  wandering  one  day  by  tho  banks 
in  the  autumn  of  1790;  yet,   on  the  22d  of  Janun 
aays  in  a  letter  to  Alexander  Cunningham  :  '  I  have/ 
poem  ("Tam  o'  Shanter"),  which  you  will  receive  ( 
truth  being  that  tho  whole  poem  had  been  prod' 
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tliTou  01  four  months  before,  and  tbat  only  a  few  corrections  uA 
moat  had  lately  been  made  on  it  by  the  author.  So  also  the  aong 
of  'Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  aiTive,'  is  sent  by  Burns  to  Clarinda 
in  a  letter  of  27th  December  1791,  she  being  then  about  to  em- 
bark for  the  West  Indies,  Yet  in  a  letter  to  Mr  ThomsoQ  of 
September  1793,  he  sends  the  same  song,  saying,  'I  have  this 
moment  finished  the  song,  so  you  have  it  glowing  from  the  mint,' 
However,  Bums's  account  to  Tliomson  of  tlia  composition  of 
'  Scots  wha  hae ' — with  its  statements  that  be  had  thought  no 
nioro  of  Utbaui's  request  till  '  the  accidental  recollection,'  &c.,  in 
hJB  'yesternight's  evening- walk,'  'warmed'  him  't«  a  pitch  of 
enthusiasm,'  is  too  circumstantial  to  |iormit  lis  to  believe  that  be 
gave  Syme  a  copy  the  day  after  the  conclusion  of  their  excursion 
at  the  beginning  of  the  preceding  month. 

Tlio  third  line  of  the  second  verso  of  the  'Address'  was  lately 
the  foundation  of  a  declaration  that  Bums  had  confounded 
Edwanl  II.  with  Edward  I :  in  sliort,  that  ho  was  ignorant  of  the 
history  of  his  country.  That  such  was  not  the  case  is  proved  by 
the  following  note  which  Bums  added  to  a  copy  of  the  ode  which 
he  presented  to  Dr  Hughes  of  Dumfries : 


POSTSCRIPT. 

This  battle  was  tlic  (lecisive  blow  which  put  Robert  I.,  coiiinionly 
called  Robert  de  Bruce,  in  quiet  jrasseasion  of  tbe  Scottiiih  Throne.  It 
WAS  fought  agiunst  Edward  IL,  son  of  that  Edward  who  shed  so  much 
blood  in  Scotland  in  conae<Iuenc«  of  the  dUpoW  between  Bruce  and 
Balliot. 

Apropos,  when  Bruce  fled  from  I<ondon  to  claim  the  Scottish  crown, 
he  met  wUli  the  Caiumin,  another  claimant  of  the  crown,  at  Bnnifries. 
At  the  altar  in  the  priory  tliere  they  met ;  and  it  is  said  that  Brace 
offered  to  Cuiiiiiiin — 'Give  me  your  laud  and  111  give  you  my  interest 
in  tlie  crowD,  or  vice  verta.' 

What  passed  nobody  knows ;  hut  Bruce  c&nie  in  a  great  flurry  to  the 
door  and  called  out  to  his  followers — '  I  am  afmid  that  I  have  slain  the 
Cummin)'  'Are  you  only  a/raid?'  replied  Sir  Roger  de  Kilpatrick 
(ancester  to  tlie  present  Sir  Jainea  Kilpatrick  oE  Closehurn)  and  ran  into 
the  church  and  stabtol  Cumiuin  to  the  heart ;  and  coming  back  said, 
shewing  n  bloody  dagger,  '  I  've  sicker'd  him  1 ' — that  is,  in  English,  '  I 
have  secared  him. ' 

Until  lately  tliia  was  the  motto  of  tlie  ClonebDm  family ;  hot  tbe  late 
Sir  Thomas  changed  it  into '  I  make  anre.'    Tbe  crest  still  is  'Tlie  bloody 


Hv  UKAK  Sis— i  believe  it  la  genonllj*  ftUuwed  tli>t  llie  trtKtiMi 
modesty  is  tha  enre  atMnJ&iil  of  tli«  ^raiitVKl  ui«riL  Wlille  Jfoa  ••• 
sending  me  verses  tliaC  even  S1«ke>>|>eAro  niiglii  l>e  proiid  to  own,  yon 
e)>eak  of  tlieiu  as  if  they  were  ordinary  iiruduction*  !  Your  Hemic  nd«  in 
to  me  tlie  iiubleat  Com|<o!titiOD  of  tlie  kind  in  tbe  HcuUtsb  liuigii*){c.  I 
haiipened  to  dine  yesterdny  Willi  a  l«rty  of  youi  friviidn,  tu  wliuiii  I  mud 
it.  Tliey  were  all  cbarnied  witb  it ;  intreatcd  nie  to  llnd  utit  a  sullAlile 
Air  for  it ;  and  reprnWted  the  idea  of  giving  it  a  tunc  kj  tutAlly  devoid 
u[  interest  or  grandeur  aa'  H«y  tattie  tailie.'  AMurvdly,  your  iiarUality 
for  tbiH  tnue  miuit  arise  from  tito  idefts  nosuclatc'd  In  your  luiml  by  Uii> 
tmilition  conoerning  it ;  for  I  never  hearil  aiiy  |ic[bou,  and  I  hntc  emi' 
verxed  again  and  again  with  the  greateet  euthuuasta  fur  Scuts  Mr»— I 
say,  1  never  heard  any  one  Hpeak  of  it  aa  wortljy  of  notion. 

I  bate  been  running  over  the  whole  hiinilred  Ain  of  wliii-h  I  Iat«ly 
sent  you  the  List ;  and  1  tliink  '  Levie  Gordon '  in  moat  lut|i|>i1y  ad^iUtl 
(o  yuLir  o<le;  at  least,  with  a  vury  slight  variatiun  uf  Llie  fourtli  line, 
ivjiicli  1  sliall  {iresently  submit  l«  yon.  There  in  in  '  Lewie  Uonlun ' 
more  of  the  grand  than  the  plaintive,  jiartiriihu K  "heii  il  i-  pini,^'  "irb 
n  degree  of  spirit,  which  yonr  words  would  oblige  the  Dinger  to  give  iL 
1  would  have  no  scrnide  abont  Bubstituting  your  ode  in  tlie  rooni  oF  [the 
song],  '  Lewie  Gordon,'  which  has  neither  the  interest,  the  grandeur,  nor 
the  Poetry,  that  characterise  your  Verses.  Now,  the  variation  I  have 
tn  suggest  upon  the  last  line  of  each  vciiiC  (the  only  line  too  short  for  the 
air)  is  as  follows;— 

Verse  litt,  Or  to  ylorioai  victory. 

2cl,  Chaiiu — chsina  snil  sUveij. 
Sd,  Let  hiiu,  M  him  turn  and  flee. 

4th,  Lot  him  brai-tlj/  follow  me. 

Gth,  But  Ihen  thall,  tliey  >hall  bo  free. 

Gth,  Let  lis,  let  ut  do—or  die ! 

If  you  connect  each  line  with  its  own  verse,  I  do  not  think  you 
find  that  either  the  sentiment  or  the  expression  loses  any  of  iM  ene 

The  only  line  which  I  dislike  in  the  whole  of  the  song  is  '  W' 
to  yonr  gory  bed  ! '     Would  not  another  word  bo  pi-elei-nble  1« 
come  ? '     In  your  next,  I  will  exjiect  to  lie  informed  whether  y 
1«  what  I  have  proposed.     The   little   alterations   I   submit 
greatest  deference. 

The  beauty  of  the  verses  you  have  made  for  '  Ui'an  Gaoil ' 
celebrity  to  the  Air.— Youra  ever,  G.  1 

Thomson'a  criticieiu  was  wide  of  the  mark,  pnrticu' 
the  choice  of  an  air  for  liruco's  Addiesa.     '  Lewie  G 
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tame  melody,  quite  uusuited  for  such  heroic  vrords.  Besides,  tlie 
insertion  of  expletive  syllables  in  each  verse  to  make  it  suit  that 
air  was  insufferable.  Thomson  carried  liis  point  against  the 
better  sense  of  Bums  for  the  time  ;  but  the  public  in  a  few  years 
reversed  the  judgment,  and  *Hey,  tuttie  taitie'  was  wedded  to 
the  song  for  ever.* 


ROBERT  BURNS  TO  GEORGE  THOMSON. 

[Scjit.  1793.] 

I  have  received  your  list,  my  dear  Sir,  and  here  go  luy  observatious 
on  itt 

No.  1. — *An'thoawert  my  ain.*  I  have  not  Pinkerton,  but  before 
me  is  \Vithei-8iX)on*8  first  volume  (entitled  *  Ancient  ami  Modern  Scott inh 
Songs  and  Heroic  Ballads ').  I  have  three  songs  to  this  air,  and  >vitli 
the  same  chorus : — 

(Iftt)  *  Of  race  divine  thou  neeilH  must  he.* 
(2d)  *Like  hees  that  Huck  th«»  morning  dew.* 
(3d)  *  As  round  the  elm  th'  euamourM  vine.* 

Of  these,  all  of  them  good,  the  first,  in  my  opinion,  is  the  best.  The 
English  song,  *Ah,  dear  Mai*cella,*  &c.,  is  not  in  my  copy  of  'The 
Channer.* 

No.  2. — *  Down  the  Bum,  Davie.*  I  have  this  moment  trietl  an 
alteration,  leaving  out  the  last  half  of  the  third  stanza,  and  the  fii-st 
iialf  of  the  last  stanza,  thus  : 

As  down  the  burn  they  took  their  way, 

And  thro*  the  flowery  dale, 
His  clieek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay,  often 

And  love  was  ay  the  tale  ; 

With  *  Mary,  when  shall  wc  return 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew  1 '  Such 

Quoth  Mary,  *  Love,  I  like  the  burn, 

And  ay  shall  follow  you.* 

No.  3. — Nothing  to  remark. 

No.  4. — 'Katharine  Ogie.*  I  should  like  to  see  this  iu  your  next 
number. 

•  Versions  of  'Scots  wha  hae'  in  Czech,  French,  German,  Irish  and  Scottish  Gaelic, 
Hungarian,  Italian,  Swedish,  Welsh,  and  Latin  are  given  in  William  Jacks's  Robert  Burnf 
in  other  Tongues  (Glasgow,  1896). 

t  Thomson's  list  of  songs  for  his  Collection.    See  ante,  pp.  20  and  85. 


...  ..  KiioNves/     IJcmeiiiher,  in  yojir  imlc 

II   junc  IOiigli>li  to  this  imic,  l)r;^imiiii;^ 

WIkii  smiiiiRT  coiiu'S,  tlic  swains  on  Tweed, 

s  the  pKhl action  of  Crawford.     Hubert  \vai»  his  Chrbtian 

Nos.  9,  10. — NoLliing. 

No.  1 1. — •  Bonie  Dundee.*  Your  objection  of  the  stiff  li 
iieiiding  my  colouring  would  spoil  the  Ukeuess;  »o  th( 
tand  as  it  is.* 

No.  12. — 'The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor.'  Why  ei 
elf  with  another  English  song  to  this  tune?  liamsa^ 
iheady  to  your  hand. 

No.  13. — *  Flowers  of  the  Forest.*    The  verses,  *  I  *ve  seei 
^c,  with  a  few  trifling  alterations,  putting  *  no  more '  for  '  n 
he  word  'turbid'  in  a  note  at  the  bottom  of  your  {lage, 
iieaning  of  the  word  '  drumly,'  the  song  will  serve  you  for  an 
L  small  sprinkling  of  Scotticisms  is  no  objection  to  an  Engli 

No.  14. — Nothing,  except  that  *  Despairing  beside  a  clear  t 
ery  popular  song  to  its  own  tune.     Would  it  not  be  bet 
.nother  in  the  same  measure  (there  are  plenty  of  them), 
lever  been  set  to  music  ? 

No.  15. — Nothing. 

No.  16.— 'Through  the  Wood,  Laddie.'    I  am  decidedl} 
lat  both  in  this,  and  '  There  '11  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  < 

le  second,  or  high  part  of  the  tune  (being  a  repetition  of  tt 

I  octave  higher),  is  only  for  instrumental  music,  and  won 

tter  omitted  in  singing. 

No.  17. — 'Lord  Gregory.'    Please  insert  mine  in  your  m 

o  or  three  copies  of  the  song  have  got  into  the  world,  and 

!>  they  find  their  way  to  some  pilferers. 

lo.  18.—'  Thou  art  gane  awa  frae  me,  Mary.*    See  the  het 

;  in  the  Museum, 

08.  19,  20,  21.— Notl.?— 
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Na  28.— '  My  lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground.'  Please  let  it  wait  year 
third  naniber  to  gain  time. 

Nos.  29,  30.— Nothing. 

No.  .31. — *  Fair  Helen  '  is  not  an  air  that  charms  me. 

No.  32. — *  Bonie  Jean/  nothing.  [*Bonie  Jean  of  Aberdeen/  No.  54, 
Johnson's  Mu^eum.'\ 

No.  33.— *  Bonie  Jean*  the  second.  Change  the  name  to  'There  wjia 
a  Lass,  and  she  was  fair,'  which,  by-the-hy,  is  the  old  name  of  the  air. 
Do  make  a  point  of  publishing  this  song  to  its  own  tune,  and  in  your 
next  number:  you  will  highly  oblige  me  by  it.*  Please  likewise  insert 
No.  11  (Bonie  Dundee)  in  your  next  number. 

No.  34. — *Gil  Morrice'  I  am  unalterably  for  leaving  out  altogether. 
It  is  a  plaguey  length,  which  will  put  you  to  gre^t  press  exiHJuse,  the  air 
itself  is  never  sung ;  and  its  place  can  well  Ikj  supplied  with  one  or  two 
line  songs  which  are  not  at  all  in  your  list,  •Craigieburn  AVooii*  and 
*  Roy's  Wife.*  The  Hrst,  besides  its  intrinsic  meiit,  has  novelty;  and 
the  last  has  high  merit  as  well  as  great  celebrity  ;  of  the  last  I  have  the 
original,  set  as  well  as  written  by  the  lady  f  who  composed  it,  and  it  is 
8U]ierior  to  any  edition  of  the  song  which  the  public  has  yet  seen. 

No.  35.— Nothing. 

No.  36  is  the  real  tune  of  '  Hughie  Graham,'  as  sung  in  some  places ; 
in  others  it  is  sung  to  a  different  and  very  pleasing  little  air,  yet  un- 
known to  the  world.  I  neglected  to  take  down  the  notes  when  I  met 
with  it,  and  now  it  is  out  of  my  power.  This  air  you  will  find  in 
OswaUVs  Collection,  Book  8th,  under  the  title  *Driman  Duff.* 

No.  37. — 'Laddie,  lie  near  me,'  must  lie  by  me  for  some  time.  I  do 
not  know  the  air ;  and  until  I  am  complete  master  of  a  tune,  in  my  own 
ringing  (such  as  it  is),  I  never  can  compose  for  it.  My  way  is  :  I  consider 
the  poetic  sentiment  correspondent  to  my  idea  of  the  nmsical  expression ; 
then  choose  my  theme ;  begin  one  stanza :  when  that  is  composed, 
which  is  generally  the  most  difficult  part  of  the  business,  I  walk  out, 
sit  down  now  and  then,  look  out  for  objects  in  nature  around  me  that 
are  in  unison  and  harmony  with  the  cogitations  of  my  fancy  and 
workings  of  my  bosom  ;  humming  every  now  and  then  the  air  with  the 
verses  I  have  franie<l.  When  I  feel  my  Muse  l)eginning  to  jade,  I  retire 
to  the  solitary  fireside  of  my  study,  and  there  commit  my  effusions  to 
paper ;  swinging  at  intervals  on  the  hind-legs  of  my  elbow  chair,  by  way 
of  calling  forth  my  own  critical  strictures  as  my  pen  goes  on.  Seriously, 
this,  at  home,  is  almost  invariably  my  way.     What  damn*d  egotism  ! 

No.  38.— Nothing. 

No.  39.— *  Highland  Laddie.'  The  old  set  will  please  a  mere  Scots 
ear  best ;  and  the  new  an  Italianised  one.  There  is  a  third,  and  what 
Oswald  calls  '  The  Old  Highland  La<1die,*  which  pleases  me  more  than 
either  of  them ;  it  is  sometimes  called  '  Jinglin  Jolinie ;  *  that  being  the 

*  When  Thomson  did  Inoert  the  song  (in  his  fourth  volumeX  ^t  was  not  to  the  tune 
lequested  by  the  Poet,  but  to  '  Willie  was  a  wauton  wag.* 
t  Mrs  Onnt  of  Carron. 
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air  of  an  old  liumorouH  bawdy  song  of  that  name — you  will  find  it 
Museum,  *I  liae  been  at  Crookieden,'  &c.  I  would  advise  you, 
musical  quandary,  to  offer  up  your  prayers  to  the  Muses  for  in 
direction ;  and,  in  the  meantime,  waiting  for  this  direction,  be 
libation  to  Bacchus ;  and  there  is  not  a  doubt  but  you  will  hi 
judicious  choice.     Prohatum  est. 

No.  40.— Nothing. 

No.  41.—'  O  bonie  Lass,  will  ye  lie  in  a  Barrack,*  must  infallibl 
Scots  verses. 

No.  42. — Unknown. 

No.  43.—'  Wae  's  my  heart  that  we  should  sunder.'  Do  you  1< 
song  [No.  231]  in  the  Museum,  'Go  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o*  wit 
fill  it  in  a  silver  tassie?*  It  is  a  song  of  mine,  and  I  thinl 
bad  one.  It  precisely  suits  the  measure  of  this  air  [No.  131,  Jo 
Museurnlx  you  might  set  it  to  this,  and  for  an  English  son| 
either  'With  broken  words,'  &c.,  or  *  Speak  on,  speak  thus,'  &< 
last  is  the  best ;  but  remember  I  am  no  Dictator ;  ad  libitum  is  th 

Nos.  44  to  60. — Nothing. 

No.  51. — *The  bonie  Brucket  Lassie.'  I  enclose  y(m  a  song  t 
I  think  it  should  be  set,  and  with  a  better  effect  than  the  moiluh 
the  Museum,  where  it  first  appeared,  and  whence  everj'body  has  be 
it.  The  tune  is  a  very  early  acquaintance  of  mine.  The  vei-ses, 
deserve  the  name  (in  the  Museum),  are  the  work  of  a  gentleman 
by  the  name  of  *  Balloon  Tytler.' 

No.  62.— Nothing. 

No.  63. — *  Banks  of  the  Dee.*  Leave  it  out  entirely  ;  *tis  rani 
every  other  Irish  air  you  have  adopted  is  in  the  Scots  ta8t< 
Langolee !  —  why,  it  is  no  more  like  a  Scots  air  than  Li 
balloon  is  like  Diogenes'  tub.  I  gi-ant  you  that  it  is  prett 
why  don't  you  take  also  the  *  Humors  of  Glen,'  *  Captain  O 
*CooUn,*  and  many  other  Irbh  aire  much  more  beautiful  tl 
!  1  Let  me  recommend  to  you,  in  place  of  this  blackguard  Irish  j 

'  beau tif til  Scots  air,  *  Saw  ye  na  my  Peggy,'  a  tune  wortli  ten  tli 

of  it ;  or  *  Fy  I  let  us  a*  to  the  Bridal,*  worth  twenty  thousand  of 

No.  64. — Nothing. 

No.  65.— 'White  Cockade.'     I  have  forgot  the  Cantata*  you 
to,  as  I  kept  no  copy,  and  indeed  did  not  know  that  it  was  ii 
ence ;  however,  I  remember  that  none  of  the  songs  pleased 
except  the  last — something  about 

Courts  for  oowards  were  erected, 
(  Chorohes  built  to  please  their  priests. 

But  there  is  another  song  of  mine,  a  composition  of  early  life, 
Museum,  beginning — 

Nae  gentle  dames,  tho'  e'er  sae  fair, 

which  suits  the  measure,  and  has  tolerable  merit. 

*  Bee  VoL  I.,  p.  245. 
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No.  60. — It  raito  best  to  make  it,  '  Whistle  and  III  come  t'  ye,  my  lad.' 

No.  67. — *Auld  Sir  Syraon*  I  must  beg  yon  to  keep  ont,  and  put 
in  its  place  '  The  Qnaker's  AVife. ' 

No.  68. — Nothing. 

No.  69. — *  Dainty  Davie*  I  have  heard  Bnng  nineteen  thousand,  nine 
hundred,  and  ninety-nine  times,  and  always  with  the  chorus  to  the  low 
part  of  the  tune ;  and  nothing  (since  a  Highland  wench  in  the  Cowgate 
once  Imre  me  three  bastards  at  a  birth)  has  surprised  me  so  much  as 
your  opinion  on  this  subject.  If  it  will  not  suit  as  I  proposc<1,  we 
will  lay  two  of  the  stanzas  together,  and  then  make  the  chorus  follow. 

•  Fee  him,  father,  fee  him.*  I  enclwe  you  Fraser*s  set  of  this  tune ; 
when  he  plays  it  slow,  in  fact  he  makes  it  the  language  of  despair.  I 
shall  here  give  you  two  stanzas  in  that  style,  merely  to  try  if  it  will  l)e 
any  improvement.  Were  it  possible,  in  singing,  to  give  it  half  the  pathos 
which  Fraser  gives  it  in  playing,  it  would  make  an  admirably  pathetic 
song.*  I  do  not  give  these  verses  for  any  merit  they  have.  I  composed 
them  at  the  time  in  which  '  Patie  Allan's  mither  de'ed — that  was  about 
the  back  o'  midnight,'  and  by  the  lee-side  of  a  1k)wI  of  punch,  which  had 
overset  every  mortal  in  company  except  the  Hauthois  and  the  Muse. 

THOr   HAST  LEFT   ME  EVER. 
Tune— Fee  /«'wi.  Father. 

Thou  hast  left  me  over,  Jamie  !  tbou  hast  left  me  ever ; 
Thou  hast  left  nio  ever,  Jamie  !  thou  hast  left  mo  ever : 
Aften  hast  thou  vowed  that  death  only  should  us  sever ; 
Now  thou  'st  left  thy  lass  for  aye — I  maun  see  thee  never,         must 
Jamie, 

I  '11  see  thee  never. 

Tliou  hast  mo  forsaken,  Jamie  !  thou  hast  me  forsaken  ; 
Thou  hast  mo  forsaken,  Jamie  !  thou  hast  me  forsaken  : 
Tliou  canst  love  anither  jo,  while  my  heart  is  breaking ;      §weethe»rt 
8o<m  my  weary  eon  I  '11  close — never  mair  to  waken,  eycH— more 

Jamie, 

Ne'er  mair  to  wnken  !  t 

No.  60.— Nothing. 

No.  61.— *Jocky  said  to  Jenny'  I  would  discard,  and  in  its  place 

•  •!  well  recollect,  about  tlie  year  1824,  hearing  Fraser  i»lay  "  Fee  hfm,  Father,"  on  his 
bmeflt-iiight,  in  the  Edinburgh  theatre,  "  in  the  njannor  in  which  he  ha<l  playe<l  it  to  Bums." 
It  was  liRtened  to  with  breathless  attention,  a»  if  tlie  liouw  had  felt  it  to  be  a  medium  of 
communion  with  the  spirit  of  the  departed  ban!.'— R.  C. 

t  Thomson  set  these  verses  to  the  air  •  My  lK)y,  Tammy,'  and  substituted  '  Tarn '  for 
*  Jamie '  In  order  to  shorten  the  line. 
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would  (lul '  Tliera  'h  nne  Luck  aboot  tlie  Uouiw,'  wlileh  U  ft  v«r}'  plMMUil 
air,  antl  positively  t>ie  finest  laie-hallad  in  Hint  style  iu  tlie  KcoU,  or 
perhaps  any  otiier  langnnge.  '  Wlien  slie  enni  Iwii,  alie  bobbtl,'  i>  ft 
iiiore  beautiful  air  by  niiieli  tliaji  either  iif  them,  auiI  iu  tlii!  atidai^e 
way  would  make  a  chaniiiut'  »entiinenlal  lullaU. 

No.  62.-NotliiMf. 

No.  63. — 'Ma^e  Liuiiler'  is  ■  good  litiie;  but  tliot«  ia— I  don't  know 
what,  of  viilgaiiBiii  about  it;  at  Teast  to  mo  It  hwalH-ayn  that  eflwt. 
There  ia  an  English  song  to  whicii  it  ia  set  iu  the  Sluteum  (Xo.  OS). 

NuH.  H  65,  66.— Notliin^. 

No.  67. — '  Saw  ye  niy  Knther!'  ia  one  of  my  groate*t  favoritra.  Tlift 
evening  liefnre  last,  I  wandei'ed  out,  and  Ix^n  a  tendev  img,  in  what 
1  think  ia  ila  native  style.  I  mnsl  prciiiise,  tliat  the  old  way,  and  tlie 
way  to  give  nioxl  eflcot,  is  to  have  no  ntarliug-note,  a«  ll>e  liildlttv  call 
it,  but  to  baiBt  at  once  into  tlie  patboe.  Kvery  country  girl  *in^ 
'  Raw  yo  my  Father ! '  &c.  See  also  in  line  third,  '  /  aair  not  your,'  &«. 
Tbia  last  to  be  sure,  linrte  the  poetiy  ['/  saw,'  inBl«a<l  of  *1  wv)'),  but 
I  am  speakiofr  of  tbe  air. 

My  song  is  hut  juat  beguu ;  find  I  shonht  like,  before  I  pmoMil,  to 
know  your  opinion  of  it.  I  have  sprinkled  it  wirli  the  Sooto  dialed^ 
bnb  it  may  be  easily  turned  into  cori'ect  Englisli. 

FRAGMENT. 

TvVB—Saw  yc  mij  Father  f 

Wlicre  are  tlie  joya  I  Iiac  met  in  the  morning, 

Tliat  dniiced  to  the  lark's  early  sangl 
Where  is  the  (lence  that  awaited  my  wandering, 
At  e'eiiiii'  tlio  wild-wooda  amang? 

Nae  tnair  a  winding  the  course  o'  yon  river, 

And  marking  sweet  flowrets  aae  fair  ; 
Kae  niair  I  tmee  the  light  footsteps  o'  pleasure, 

But  sorrow  and  ead-sigbing  care. 

Ia  it  tliat  simmer's  forsaken  our  Tallies, 

And  grim  anrly  winter  is  near) 
No,  no,  the  bees  humming  round  the  gay  roses 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  o*  the  year. 

Fain  wad  I  hide,  what  I  fear  to  discover, 

Yet  long,  lang  too  well  hae  I  known  ; 
A'  that  Una  causM  the  wreck  in  my  bosom 

Is,  Jenny,  fair  Jenny,  alona 


^^^1 


Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  griefs  are  immortal, 

Not  Hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow  : 
Corae  tlien,  enomor'd  and  fond  of  mj  anguisb, 
Enjoyment  I  '11  seek  in  my  woe. 

No.  68.— Notliing. 

No.  69. — '  Todlin  Hanie.'  Urbani  mentioned  an  idea  of  liii  wldrli  haa 
long  lieen  mine,  that  tliLs  air  U  higbly  Bueceptible  of  pathos ;  accord in(;ly< 
you  will  Boon  hear  liim  at  yoar  concert  try  it  to  a  song  of  mine  in  llie 
Mtueiim,  'Ye  Ilanka  and  ]Imea  o'  bonie  Boon.'  Clarke  liaa  told  me 
wliat  a  creature  lie  ia ;  but  if  he  will  bring  any  more  of  onr  tunes  from 
darknCR!*  into  ligbt,  1  will  be  pleased. 

No.  70.-Nothliig. 

No.  71. — '  Ueordie'i  Byre.'  Call  the  tone  bo,  for  decency's  xake.  I 
agree  with  you  that  the  song  will  be  better  to  want  llie  stanza,  '  The 
priniroue  is  o'er  fur  the  Bea.4nn.'  I  '11  rather  write  a  new  song  altogether 
tlian  make  this  English.  The  nprinkliog  of  Scotch  in  it,  while  it  is  but 
a  sprinkling,  gives  it  an  air  of  rustic  naivete  which  time  will  rather 
increase  than  diinininh. 

Nob.  72,  73,— Nothing. 

No.  74,  and  last. — 'Tranent  Mnir'  f  am  altogether  averse  to.  The 
song  in  fine  and  eke  tlie  tune  ;  but  it  in  altogether  not  of  a  piece  with 
the  rest  of  your  pieces.  Instead  of  it,  allow  me  to  mention  a  particular 
favourite  of  mine  whicb  you  will  Rnd  in  the  JHuneiim :  '  I  had  a  horse, 
and  t  hail  nae  inair.'  It  is  a  clmrining  song,  and  I  know  the  story  of  the 
balliul.  One  nong  more,  and  I  have  done — '  Anid  Lang  Syne.'  The  ur 
ia  but  medinrre  ;  but  the  following  song—the  old  song  of  the  olden 
Umes,  and  which  has  never  lieen  in  print,  noreven  in  manuscript,  until 
I  took  it  down  from  an  old  man's  sinking,  is  enough  to  rccnmniend  any 


AULD  LANG  SYNE. 
Should  aiild  ncqiiaintanco  Im  forgot, 

And  never  brought  to  min' ! 
Should  an  1(1  acquaintance  be  forgot 

And  days  □'  lang  synoT 

C&onts — yor  aiild  lang  Byne,  my  dear. 
For  aiilil  lang  syne, 
We  '11  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet, 
For  nnid  long  syne  !  * 

Emptrng  thtt  tli<  nUmiii  beginning 

'Anil  Hint/  ysll  hsyonrplnt  itonp,' 
moved  lo  ttia  end,  this  re»ian  li  the  nine  u  that  given  In  Toi.  tl.,  i>p.tM,V 
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Kwe,  I  Imvo  tired  yoor  pKiienM  fairly.  Yitu  toiuit, 
■e  n  niinilicr  iif  l>alliulf',  pr«ii*rly  ou  cnlled.  '  '  ' 
!,'  •  M'l'liuraoii'a  riuewell,'  ■  linllle  of  Stieriinuuir.'M 
rnn '  (1  know  Ihu  nutlior  of  thii  clmniilng  Wind,  and  lib 
dikiiiit«,' '  ItAvlxira  Alluu '  [1  wt  furninh  n  finer  »ot  of  ihb 
tlitit  liftH  ypt  appeareil) ;  and  l*»i<ltw,  du  you  know  that  1 
5  oU  mne  to  wliich  '  Tlie  Clitrry  luiil  tlie  Slae '  *iut  mng, 
nentioned  ai  a  well'knawn  air  in  Seotianifi  Complaint— ^ 
X  liefore  poor  Mary's  days!*  It  wm  tlien  called  "The 
!on  ; '  an  old  po«m,  ivlijcli  Pinkertnn  tiaa  Iimnglit  tn  W^it. 
ill  this  in  Tj'tler'B  Matory  of  Scoti  Mwiie.  The  liiiie.  to 
may  linve  no  ^eal  merit ;  Init  it  is  a  (rrsal  euriunity, 
mnny  otitnnni  tliiiJgB  of  llils  kind, 
ye  1  i:.  a 


3BOE  TnnMSOX  TO  BOBRRT  DfRKS. 

Kdi-ibuiuih.  miiSrpt.  ITM. 
thanks  to  yon,  niy  dear  Sir,  for  your  obMrvationi  on  the 
igB.  I  am  liappy  to  find  your  ideas  so  mneh  in  nnison 
respecting  the  generality  of  tlie  aits,  as  well  as  the  versea. 
i  them  we  differ,  but  there  is  no  di<<puting  abont  hobby- 
Jl  not  fail  to  profit  by  the  remsrks  yon  make,  and  to 
whole  with  attention. 

vie'  must  be  sung  two  stanziui  together,  and   then   tb 
e  proper  way.     I  agree  with  yon,  that  there  may  be  eoir 
I,  or  tendemees  at  least,  in  the  air  of  '  Fee  him,  Patli 
id  with  feeling ;   but  a  tender  cast  may  be  given  aim 
air,  if  yon  sing  it  very  slowly,  expressively,   and  w 
I  am,  however,  clearly  and  invariably  for  retaining 
joined   to  their    own    humorons  veraes,   wherever 
lable.     But  the  sweet  song  for  '  Fee  him,  Father,'  ■ 
iQt  the  back  of  midnight,  I  will  publish  as  an  add' 
«  Balfonr,  the  king  of  good  fellows,  and  the  bee' 
ottish  ballads  that  ever  existed,  has  charmed  thor 
I  '  Pee  him,  Father,'  and  with  '  Todlin  Uame '  al 
:h  never  sbonld  be  disunited  from  either  of  t) 
Is  I  wonid  wish  to  discord.     '  Fy  1  let  os  a'  to  ' 
BO  coarae  and  vnlgar,  that  1  think  it  fit  only 

alluded    to  bjr  Burnt,  which  ««  iuMrted  in  the  B 
Uonwlth  thCChBrrr»nd  the  SlM.r  ws.  obUlned  bjrl 
I  W«l.hmin,  wiio,  It  1»  Uioiiglil,  hul  pTOUblF  noted 
e  "li  erf  tli>  'B»nl£»  of  Helicon,'  dilterent  from  the 
1  In  «  ni»nu»crfpt  no*  In  *!>•  AdTOCles"  LIbmrT.  •» 

>  jDbnsOD'l  JlilMWK. 

jf  Belfoor  In  Dt  Robert  Ohunben'i  TndMm  of  Bd 


i 


DUHFRim.  49 

in  a  coiiipany  n(  ilniiiken  CDlliera  ;  and,  '  Saw  ye  my  Father '  appeara  to 
me  both  indelicnte  and  silty. 

One  wonl  more  with  regani  to  your  heroic  ode.  I  tliiiik,  nitli  great 
deference  lu  the  ]ioet,  tbat  a  prudent  general  woald  avoid  saying  any- 
thing to  hia  Bohliers  whivli  iiiigtit  lend  to  make  deatii  more  friglitfal 
tliau  it  is.  '  Gory '  presents  a  disagreeable  image  to  the  mind ;  and  to 
tell  them,  '  Wulcutiie  to  your  gory  lieil,'  aeetiix  ratlier  a  disconrsgiDg 
adilress,  nntwitlistnndiDg  the  alt«mative  whicli  follows.  I  have  sliown 
tli6  song  to  three  friends  of  excellent  taste,  and  each  of  tliem  ohjected  to 
this  line,  which  einlKildens  me  to  use  (lie  free<Ion)  of  bringing  it  again 
nnder  your  notice,  I  woiihl  suggest- 
Now  prepsre  for  honeut'i  hcd. 
Or  for  glarioua  victory  t 

G.  T. 
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(Btk]  SepUmbiT  ITM. 

I  am  happy,  my  dear  Sir,  that  my  wie  pleases  you  so  niucli.  Yoor  idea 
'honour's  bed,'  is,  though  a  l>eautifut,  a  liaekiioy'd  idea;  no,  if  you 
please,  we  nill  let  the  line  stand  as  it  is.  I  liave  altered  the  song  as 
follows  :— 

BANNOCKBURN. 


ROBERT    BRVCB'S    ADDRER! 


TO    I 


Scots,  wha  hac  ivi'  Wallace  bled, 
Scots,  whnm  Bruce  liae  aften  led  ; 
Velcome  to  your  gory  bed  ! 

Or  to  gloHona  victorie  ! 

Now 's  the  (lay,  nnd  now  'a  the  hour ; 
See  the  front  o'  battle  lour ; 
See  ajiproach  proud  Edward's  power — 
Edward  !  Chains  and  Sltivery  1 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave? 
Whn  can  till  a  coward's  grave  1 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave  1 

Traitor  !  Coward  1  turn  and  flee  1 

Wha  for  Scotland's  King  and  Law 
Ft«edoin'a  sword  will  strongly  draw. 
Free-man  stand,  or  Free-man  fa' 

Sodger !  Hero  I  on  wi'  me  I 
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liy  Oppression's  woea  and  pains  1 
lly  your  sons  in  servile  chains  I 
We  will  drain  our  deftreat  veiiia, 

£u(  they  shall  be— diaU  be  free  I 

Lay  the  jtroud  usurpers  low  1 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe  I 
Liberty  '8  in  every  blow  ! 

Forwartl  I  let  us  Do  or  Die  I 

N.B.—I  hvn  borrowed  tlie  iMt  etaim  ftom  iba  eommon  i 
ofW«UM«:- 

'  A  f»!Mi  nanrper  an'nlu  in  eTorj  f"^ 
And  iiherty  returiiA  with  cTury  blow'—' 

aconplct  worthy  of  ftonier.  Testenlay  ynii  had  enough  ol 
H|K>i)<1«iicc,  Tlie  pcwt  goes,  and  my  head  nclies  iniierably.  Oi 
I  BnlTer  so  much  jii^t  now  in  tijis  worlil  far  last  night's  del 
I  shall  eacnpe  Bcot-free  for  it  in  the  world  to  come.    Amen  I 


BOBEBT  BURNS  TO 


lEORQK  TnOMS 


i 


■Who  slmll  decide  when  Doctom  disapree?"    My  «le  plw 
mncb,  that  1  CAnnot  alter  it.     Your  proposed  Kltevntioiis  wo 
opinion,  make  ic  tame.    1  ai.i  exeeedjngly  IlllIig«^d  In  ynn  for  | 
on  reciinstnictiiiR  it,  as  I  think  1  have  muoh  ini[iroveil  it, 
'  Soger  I  hero  I '  1  will  have  it  to  be  '  Caledonian  I  on  wi'  nie  '. 

I  have  scrutinised  it  over  a:id  over ;  and  to  the  world,  sot 
other,  it  shall  go  as  it  is.  At  tlie  same  time,  it  will  not  in 
hurt  n)e  tlio'  you  leave  the  song  out  altogether,  and  lulhere  to 
intention  of  adopting  Logan's  verses.* 

I  liave  finished  my  song  to  '  Tlie  Grey  Cock,'  and  in  Englv 
will  sea.  Your  objection  of  a  syllahle  too  much  for  the  > 
of  tlie  air  is  just;  bnt,  allow  me  to  say  that  the  mere  divi 
dotted  crotchet  into  a  crotchet  and  quaver,  is  not  a  great  mat 
ever,  in  that  I  have  no  pretensions  to  cope  in  judgment  with 
the  poetry  I  speak  with  confidence  ;  hut  the  music  is  a  Imsinc: 
hint  my  ideas  with  the  utmost  diffidence. 

Tlie  old  verses  have  merit,  though  nnequal,  and  are  popi 
ailvice  is  to  set  the  air  to  the  old  wonts,  and  let  mine  Follow  a 
verses.     Here  tliey  are : 

•  In  Thoinnoii'B  iieconrt  vol.,  pnbliihed  ITS*.  Ihn  »iig  w«»  net  to  Hi*  ilr  '  Len. 
but  In  tlia  tbird  vol.  it  wu  reprinted,  ant  to '  Ear,  tiittle  UltlF,'  u  Buni>  bid  *^ 


WHERE    ARE   THE   JOYSt 

Tune— &iu<  ye  my  FttiAer  t 

Where  are  the  joys  I  have  met  in  the  morning 

That  danc'd  to  t]ie  lark's  early  eongt 
Where  is  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wand'ring, 
At  evening  tlic  wild-woods  among  ? 

Mo  more  a  winding  the  course  of  yon  river, 
And  marking  sweet  flowreta  bo  fair; 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  footsteps  of  pleasure, 
But  sorrow  and  sad-sighing  care. 

Is  it  tliat  summer 's  forsaken  our  vallies, 

And  grim,  surly  winter  is  nearT 
So,  no,  the  beee  humming  round  the  gay  rosea, 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  of  the  year. 

Fniii  would  I  hide,  what  I  fear  to  discover. 
Vet  long,  long  too  well  have  I  known  : 

All  tlint  lins  caused  this  wreck  in  my  bosom, 
Ts  Jenny,  fair  Jenny,  alone. 

Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  griefs  are  immortal. 
Not  *  hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow  : 

Come  then,  enamour'd  and  fond  of  my  anguish. 
Enjoyment  I  '11  seek  in  my  woe. 


ROnSRT  BURNS  TO  QSORQE    THOMSON. 

StpUwitn  vm. 
I  have  been  turning  ever  some  volnmes  of  English  songs,  to  lind 
vertteR  wliose  measures  would  snit  the  airs  for  which  yoa  have  allotted 
me  to  lind  Englinli  songs.  Tlie  following  I  picked  np  in  an  old  collec- 
tion, wliicli  will  snit  very  well  tor  'Nancy's  to  tlie  greenwood  gan&' 
Yon  ninst  not,  my  dear  Sir,  expect  all  yonr  English  songs  to  liave  super- 
lative merit,  'tis  enoagli  it  they  are  passable ; 

*  Bo  In  mtniuciipt— hi tbarto  itwifi  printed  'Sot.' 
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'  Tbe  oUmt  nigbt,  with  tU  hm  diunu, 

H;  udcDt  paadoD  crowniDg, 
My  Csli>  mdIc  within  mjr  ■mi^ 
An  cqokl  tmupott  owninc,'  tx^  &«.* 

Ab  for  the  air  '  WliUtle  and  1  '11  oonie  to  yon,  my  Ikd,' 
Eiigtisli  eong  for  it  ia  BaniMy'a  Tea-tabtt  MiaetUany,  b 
Cliloel  tlion  tn«ann,  thon  joy  of  my  breaat'  For'Jolin 
jo,'  yon  hare,  also  in  IUiii>ay'B  JfttceUtmy,  an  excelleDt  m 
'  WlM(  rnuBi  tUi  aieaam  now  of  Uta  f 
In  the  aame  Muetllatif  is  not  a  lied  nong  by  Crawfnrd 
mnnt  lore  thee,'  beginning : 

'  Beneath  k  beedi'i  grateful  ihade.' 
Ah  for  English  venea  to  '  Geordie's  Byre,'  take  the  foil 
a  trifle  from  Rainiay : 

'  O  Ifarj,  thy  gntet  Hid  gUnow, 

llir  nnllea  m>  anduuitipgly  gtf, 
And  oonTcm  bewitehiDgly  diuminc, 
Brifht  wit  aad  |ood  bnoiaT  di^Uy.'  kt. 
Since  I  nm  in   tbe   nny  of  ntnciirling  nn<)  nbriili^nng. 
mpiKt  tlie  fallowing  ahri'l^ment  of  a  lienutifiil  [hx'iii  of 
enit  '  T&k  your  auld  cicmk  filioiit  ye  : ' 

'  Alw !  the  aumiy  hanr*  iro  put, 

l-ct  not  tliB  OaU'rcr  Hope  penuule ; 
Ah.  iiinrt  1  My,  that  it  will  radc  I  ■  ke. 

For  'Willie  wm  r  w^nlni 
a1t>o  by  Hmiiillnn,  wliicli  ym 
iiing: 

•Wllty.  ne'er  enquire  wliat  tmV 
Englitih  verees  for  '  The  tiLlicr  morn,  iik  T  forlnm.'  yon  hnv 
■  Tlie  lost  time  f  eame  oVr  tlit  monr. 
And  left  Marii>'»  dwelling.' 
For  'Twilin  Haine.'  Inko   tlie   fnllowiiiK  M  EnuliBh 
darexay  ia  bnt  little  known : 

T  If  E     P  R  f  H  li  O  R  E. 

Tvyy.—  Toiiilliii  IJnnif. 
DoBt  auk  me,  why  I  send  thee  Iiptp, 
Thin  firstling  of  tbo  infnnt  year- 
Thia  lovely  native  of  the  vnlc, 
Tliat  hniifpi  so  pensive  and  so  pnle  f 

•  From  Tom  H'Urftj'ii  Wit  mil  tHrth. 


Look  on  its  bending  stalk,  so  weak 
That,  each  way  yielding,  doth  not  break, 
And  see  how  aptly  it  reveals 
The  doubts  and  fears  a  iover  feels. 

Look  on  ita  leaves  of  yellow  hue 
Bepearl'd  thus  with  morning  dew, 
And  these  will  whisper  in  thine  ears 
'The  sweets  of  love  uro  wush'd  with  tears.' 

N.B.—1  bave  altered  it  a  little.* 

For  '  Muirlond  Willie '  yon  have,  in  Kamsoy's  I'ea-labU,  ai 
song,  beginning,  'Ah,  why  those  tears  in  Nelly's  eyeoT'  The 
Cotlier'a  Docbter,'  take  the  following  old  boccliaual : 

DELUDED    SWAIN,    THE    PLEASURI 
Tl'NK— rAe  Collier'*  Bonny  Lottie. 
Deluded  Bwain,  tlio  iilcnsuro 

The  fiuklo  fair  can  give  thee 
Is  but  a  fairy  tn'nsiire. 

Thy  ]io{M.>s  will  huou  deceive  thie. 

The  billows  on  the  ocean, 
The  breezes  idly  rooming, 

Tlie  clouds  uncertain  motion, 
They  ore  but  types  of  woniAL. 

0  I  art  thou  not  asliamed 
To  dote  upon  a  feature  1 

If  man  thou  wouldst  bo  named. 
Despise  the  silly  creatura 

Go  find  an  honest  fellow ; 

Good  claret  set  before  thee : 
Hold  on  till  thou  art  mellow, 

And  then  to  bed  in  glory. 

The  faulty  line  iu  '  Logan  Water '  J  mend  thna : 

Kaw  oui  your  flintj  heuta  eajoy 
Tlw  widow*!  teui,  the  orphaii'i  0T7  ? 
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ThesDiig  oLlierwiGe  H'ill  pRss.  As  to '  M'Uragiiira  Itiui-ItiiUi,'  y<>ii  "ill 
see  a  soog  of  luiae  to  it,  wiili  a  net  of  the  air  superior  U>  yonre  iu  llie 
Muieaiii,  Vol.  ii.,  p.  ISl.     Tlie  song  be^aa  : 

*  Biving  WLiula  uound  bai  blowinj.*  * 

Yonr  Irish  aira  tire  pretty,  bat  they  are  rank  Irish.  If  they  were  like 
the  '  l]anksof  BniiLia,'  for  instance,  thoagh  really  IiibIi,  yet  in  the  ScuttiMi 
tnslc,  you  might  adopt  them.  Since  you  ar«  to  fond  of  Irish  niiisic, 
what  say  yoa  to  twi^uty-five  of  them  in  hu  aiUIitional  naiiihcr!  W« 
could  easily  find  this  qnantity  of  chanuing  airs  :  I  will  lak«  eare  that  yon 
Hhall  not  want  BoogH :  and  I  assure  yoa  thai  you  wonld  find  it  tlio  rowt 
saleable  of  the  whole.  If  you  do  not  ap|>n>vo  of  "  Koy'a  Wife,'  for  [lie 
iiiubic's  sake,  we  elinll  not  insert  it.  '  DcU  tak  the  Wars,'  ia  a  chamiing 
Boii;;;  ao  in,  'Saw  ye  my  Peggy  t'  'There'll  nae  luck  Almnt  the  Hoiinc,' 
well  deserves  a  iilnce.  T  cannot  Nty  that,  'O'er  the  liilla  and  far  awa' 
Btrikea  nie,  aa  equal  to  your  seiectJoD.  'This  a  no  my  ain  hniue'  la 
a  great  favorite  air  of  mine  ;  and  if  yon  wilt  send  lue  your  mtI  of  it,  I 
will  t)b9k  my  muse  to  her  higbent  effort.  What  is  your  ojiinioD  of, '  I 
tiae  laid  a  lierrin  iu  eawt!'  1  like  it  much.  Your  Jacobite  ain  a,n 
pretty  ;  and  there  are  many  others  of  the  sanie  kind,  pretty  ;  hnt  yon 
have  not  rouiii  for  IIhtii.  Ynu  rnnnnt  I  lliink,  insert,  '  Vyv  Itl  us  u.'  to 
the  bridal,'  to  any  other  words  than  ita  own. 

Wliat  pleases  me,  aa  siinple  and  naive,  disgnste  yon  an  Indicrona  an 
low.     For  this  reason,  'Fyegie  nie  my  coggie  Sirs ; '  'Fyelet  ns  a' to  t' 
bridal,'  with  several  others  of  that  cast,  are,  to  me,  hjf^hly  pleasii 
while,  '  Saw  ye  my  Father  or  saw  ye  my  Mother '  delights  me  witli 
descriptive  simple  pathos.     Thus,  my  song,  '  Ken  ye  what  Meg  o' 
mill  has  gotten  ! '  pleases  myself  so  much,  that  I  cannot  trj'  my  han 
another  song  to  the  air ;  so  1  shall  not  attempt  it.    I  know  you 
lauglr  at  all  this  ;  but,  '  Ilka  [every]  man  wea»  his  belt  his  ain  gut 
way].'~Yonrs,  R  Hvr 


A  public  library  had  been  establbhed  by  Bubecription 
tlio  citizens  of  Dumfries  in  September  1792,  and  Burns 
a  voraciuua  reader,  had  been  from  the  first  one  of  its  bv 
Before  it  waa  a  week  old,  he  had  presented  to  it  a  coj 
Poems.      He  doea  not  aeem  to  have  been  a  regular 
till  6th  March  1793,  when  'the  committee,  by  a  great 
resolved  to  offer  to  Mr  Robert  Bums  a  share  in  the  librr 
any   admission-money  [10s.    6d.]  and  the  quarterly  c 
[2a.  6d.]  to  this  date,  out  of  respect  and  esteem  for 
.ns  a  literary  raati;  and  they  directed  the  secretary  i 
known  to  Mr  Bums  as  soon  as  possible,  that  the  nppli 
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they  understood  he  was  about  to  make  in  the  oidinaiy  way  might 
be  anticipated,*     A  few  months  later  he  was,  by  vot«,  appointed 

a  member  of  committee. 

On  the  30th  of  September  the  poet  presented  four  hooka 
to  the  library — Smollett's  Humphrey  Clinker,  Mackenzie's  Julia 
de  Roubigni,  Knox'a  History  of  the  Sefonnation,  and  De  Lolme 
on  Tlie  CoruitUuiion  0/ England.  Mr  M'Eobert,  sometime  librarian, 
used  to  tell  a  curious  story  which  he  learned  direclly  from 
Mr  Thomson,  subsequently  Provost  of  Dumfries,  with  whom  Bums 
had  left  tlie  volumes.  E^Iy  iu  the  morning  after  the  presenta- 
tion was  made,  tJie  poet  came  to  Mr  Thomson's  bedside  before 
he  was  up  and  asked  anxiously  to  be  permitted  to  see  tlie 
copy  of  De  Lolme,  as  he  feared  he  had  written  something  upon  it 
'  which  might  bring  him  into  trouble.'  On  the  book  being  brought, 
he  looked  at  the  inserii>tion  which  he  had  written  on  the  back  of 
the  frontispiece — a  portrait  of  the  author — on  the  preceding  night ; 
and  having  procured  some  paste,  he  covered  the  inscrii>tion  by  pasting 
the  adjoining  fly-leaf  to  the  frontispiece.     The  inscription  is  : 

Mr  DiiniB  presents  this  book  to  tlie  Library,  an<l  begs  they  will  lake 
it  as  a  Creed  of  BriliHii  Liberty— nntill  they  find  a  better,  R.  B. 

Tlio  leaves  arc  now  separate,  and  the  inscription,  in  the  Poet's 
best  and  boldest  hand,  is  still  as  legible  as  on  the  day  when  he 
wrote  it  The  book  is  now  the  property  of  the  Dumfries  and 
Maxwelltown  Mechanics'  Library, 

Bums's  alarm  lest  the  writing  of  this  innocent-looking  sentence 
should  bring  him  into  trouble  is  quite  intelligible  when  it  is  re- 
membered that  at  the  trial  of  Mr  Thomas  Muir  for  sedition  on  the 
30th  of  August  of  this  year,  part  of  the  evidence  tendered  against 
him  was  the  testimony  of  his  servant,  Ann  i'isher,  to  the  effect 
that  he  had  purchased  and  distributed  certain  copies  of  Paine's 
Rights  of  Man.  The  stress  laid  upon  that  testimony  by  the 
Crown  counsel  had  excit«d  much  remark.  It  might  well  ap])ear 
to  Bums,  a  Government  officer,  that  his  conduct  at  such  a  crisis 
ought  to  be  in  the  highest  degree  circumspect.  It  was  probably 
about  the  same  time  that,  according  to  a  well-autlienticated 
tradition,  he  called  upon  his  sometime  neighbour,  George  Haugh, 
the  blacksmith,  and  handing  him  copies  of  Paine's  Common  Sense 
and  Rights  of  Man,  desired  bim  to  keep  these  books  for  him, 
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as,  if  they  were  fuimd  ia  his  owu  liutiae,  lie  wi 
ruined  man.  Huugh  readily  accepted  the  truat,  and 
remained  long  in  the  pusseeaion  of  his  family. 


ROBERT     BUBN 


OEORGE     THOMS 


Yoor  U»t  Ielt«T,  my  dear  Tliomson,  waa  inileeJ  laden 
news.  Alas,  poor  Erskine  t  *  The  reoollection  that  lie  wm 
in  your  publication,  liaa,  ml  now,  scar^  me  from  wriling 
turning  my  thouglits  on  eoiupoeing  for  yon. 

I  am  pleased  tliat  yon  are  recoucilml  to  llie  'Quaker 'h  Wife, 
the  by,  an  old  higliland  f^ntleiuao  and  a  deep  antiqoarU 
it  is  a  Gaulic  air,  and  known  by  tlie  nauieof  'Leiger  m'  d 
iiaineynii  niny,  if  yon  Uiiiik  Tit,  prefix  as  tlic  name  of  the  tiie 
Ihat  name  in  the  west  conntry,  where  tliere  is  btill  half  a  »l 
Ming  preserveit,  wlncli  I  lake  to  liave  been  the  cborua.  The  Q 
they  have  corrnpted  into  Liggerani  Coas; 

Laii;er  ni'  ohixu,  my  boniv  ma  laai, 
Leiget  ui'  olioiw,  my  denrie ; 
A'  the  Ua-lang  winter  aiglit, 
Leiger  iu'  thatu,  mj  dearie. 


[The  puet  liere  trannciibcil  hia  nung,  lieginning  '  Thine  I  am 
ful  Fair,'  already  given  in  Vol.  111.,  p.  HS.] 

Your  objection  to  the  English  song  I  propiinol  (nr  'Julii 
my  jo,'  ia  certainty  joit.  The  following  is  by  an  old  acijii 
mine,  and  I  think  biut  merit.  You  will  see  that  each  li(th  1: 
to  suit  tlie  [leculiar  note  you  mention.  The  song  was  nevf 
which  I  think  ia  bo  niocli  in  yrmr  favnr.  Tlio  more  nri 
poetry  your  collection   contains,  it   certaiuly   has  so   mttdi 

aONG.-BY    OAVIN    TirHNBULL. 

O  condeKend,  desr,  chumiing  iiiaid, 
Hy  wretched  stiite  to  view ; 

A  lender  swsiii  to  Iotb  betrsy'd, 
And  Hud  deapiir,  hy  you. 


■ 'Tbe  Homniable  A.  Enl 


sith  Vr  Tli'jiniinn 
HIE.  UrBrtkLiia 
.,    Hla  gulcide  m 


be   a 
books 


DUM  PRIES. 

TVhUe  Un,  >U  m«UnahoIr, 

My  puwiun  I  deplore. 
Yet,  uig'd  by  itern  raiailea  fats^ 

I  love  tliee  mare  uid  moi«. 

I  bend  of  love,  ud  with  diidkiD 
The  nrohin'a  power  denied ; 

I  laagli'd  kt  every  lover*!  p»iu, 
And  luock'd  thom  wben  they  liglied ; 

But  how  my  iU*e  ii  alter'd  t 

Tbow  h*ppy  daya  4re  o'er ; 

For  tU  thy  uiireleatins  hkte, 


)f  the 


O  yield,  illoatriouB  buiuty,  yield. 

No  loiij^r  let  ine  ikiouni ; 
And  tliongh  victorioiu  in  tlie  Geld, 

Tliy  CBiitivo  do  out  worn. 

Let  generous  pity  wann  tlice, 

My  wonted  jiewe  naton; ; 
And.  grateful.  I  bhBll  blc«i  tliec  xtlll, 


goml 


The  followinj;  addresM  of  TunilinHa  U>  the  Nifjlitiiigalf 
AS  an  Eiigliuli  noiig  to  the  air,  'Tlicre  was  a  lass  and  ebc 
By  the  hye.  Turnhull  has  a  great  many  Bout's  in  MS.  w\ 
comniaud,  if  yoa  like  his  manner.  Possibly,  as  he  is  an  ol 
mine,  I  may  be  prejadiced  in  his  favor ;  bat  I  like  some  of 
very  much. 

THK    SIGHTIKaALB. 
Tliua  aweoteet  iiiinstrel  of  the  grove. 

That  ever  tried  the  plaintive  atnin, 
Awake  thy  tender  tale  of  love. 

And  eootlie  a  poor  forsaken  iwun. 

For  though  the  moaes  deign  to  aid. 
And  teaoh  him  amootlily  to  oompLun ; 

Yet  Delia,  charming,  cruel  maid, 
la  deaf  to  her  forsaken  swain. 

All  day,  with  faahion'a  gaudy  sona, 
In  apart  she  waudera  o'er  the  plain : 

Th«r  talea  approves,  and  atilt  she  shuns 
The  Dotea  of  her  foruken  swain. 

When  evening  shades  obscure  the  aky. 
And  bring  the  solemn  hours  again. 

Begin,  aweet  bird,  thy  melody. 
And  aootb*  a  poor  faraakeu  awain. 


I  sliftU  JQBt  tratiBcrilw  tuiotli«r  of  TuraliuHV,*  wbkb  would  jpi  cliurti) 
ingly  to  '  Lewie  UurUuii.' 
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If  »C  lIMfllllWII   I  oIlUM 

To  indulge  tlis  uniling  Diuw  [ 
II I  ooutt  HIUB  ooot  rvtrekt, 
To  Bvoid  tliB  Btwii'tida  himt  i 
U  baiioHth  lliD  moon'*  iwlv  »)'. 
ThrouRii  nnfrniuMitid  wiM>  I  stiajt ; 
Lot  loe  winder  wUm  I  will, 
L«an  humta  uiy  tunaj  ML 

Wbeo  ftt  nigbt  tfae  drowsjr  gnd 
Wave*  liii  Bleep-couipellinK  rod. 
And  to  (incy's  wmkeful  eye* 
Bidi  celeBtid  viiiuna  rixi ; 
AVhite  with  boundless  joy  I  rove 
Through  the  furyUiid  of  love  : 
Let  me  wtnd^r  where  I  will, 
Lsunt  hauata  luy  Iidct  atilL 


HR   JAMES    JOHNSON,    ENURAVEll,    EDINBUltGH.f 

(lii'urnira,  Ocf-lTOa. 

My  dear  friekd— I  Iliave  not  lately  ImJ  an  oi)iiortuiiity]  of  wiii 
to  you  :   your  aunga  mucli  [occupy  my  tliougUts,  biit  I  am  worric 
unjivoiilable  hurry.      I  uni  [now   busy]  correctiDg   a   new  eUitic 
my   poems,   and]  this,   with  my  onliuary   [business,   rmds  nie]  ■ 
employ  nieut. 

■  Oivin  Tiinibu)],  ■  native  of  RoiburghKhlre  ami  a  hctory  worker,  publltheil 
Ewiyi  (Olugow,  nm\  Burni  may  have  nude  hlo  acqualnUnce  In  Ktlinaniock,  ' 
waa  lining  In  1TB0.    He  wu  a  meiiiber  of  SutberUnd'g  dramatic  comrany  at ' 

I  Froiu  a  rragmeut  In  Uie  Brttiah  Hiueuin.    The  paieagea  withls  bncketa  we' 
from  conjecture,  by  Mr  Scott  Doiiglae. 


DUHPRIB8.  59 

[At  your  leisure,  if  you]  choose,  get  somebody  to  class  the  first  lines  of 
the  songs  alphabetically,  and  I  will  draw  out  an  Index  of  Author's  names, 
as  soon  as  you  send  the  list,  and  return  [corrected  proofs  of  the  songs.] 

A  valued  musical  acquaintance  of  [mine  in  the  neighbourhood]  of  Ayr 
is  thinking  [of  publishing  a]  Collection  of  Stratlispeys  and  Keels.  [I 
have  recommended  him  to  you  in  this  matter.  Engage  with  him  on 
the]  same  terms  as  you  would  another;  but  as  you  will  be  promptly 
paid,  let  him  have  your  lowest  terms.  Write  to  me  as  to  this  matter 
in  a  i)08t  or  two  at  farthest. 

As  to  our  Musical  Musemn,  I  have  better  than  a  dozen  songs  by  me 
for  the  fifth  volume.  Send  with  Mr  Clarke  when  he  comes  to  you, 
[whatever  new  aire  you  have]  got.  If  we  cannot  finish  the  fifth  volume 
any  other  way,  what  would  you  think  of  Scotch  words  to  some  beautiful 
Irish  airs  ?  In  the  meantime,  at  your  leisure,  give  a  copy  of  the  Museum 
to  my  worthy  friend,  Mr  Peter  Hill,  Bookseller,  to  bind  for  me  inter- 
leaved with  blank  leaves,  exactly  as  he  did  the  Laird  of  GlenriddeU's, 
that  I  [may  insert  every  anecdote  I  can  learn,  together  with  my  own 
ciiticisms  and  remarks  on  the  songs.  A  copy  of  this  kind  I  shall  leave 
with  you,  the  editor,  to  publish  at  some  after  peiiod,  by  way  of  making 
the  Mn^emn  a  book  famous  to  the  end  of  time,  and  you  renowned  for 
evcr.~In  haste,  yours,  K.  B.] 


TO  MR  JAMES  JOHNSON,  EDINBURGH. 

[Dumfries,  Oct.  1708.] 

I  was  much  obliged  to  yon,  my  dear  Friend,  for  making  me  acquainted 
with  Gow.*  He  is  a  modest,  intelligent,  worthy  fellow ;  besides  his 
being  a  man  of  great  genius  in  his  way.  I  have  spent  many  happy 
hours  with  him,  in  the  short  while  he  has  been  here. 

Why  did  you  not  send  me  those  tunes  and  verses  that  Clarke  and  you 
cannot  make  out  ?  Let  me  have  them  as  soon  as  possible,  that  while  he 
is  at  hand,  I  may  settle  the  matter  with  him.  He  and  I  have  been  very 
busy  providing  and  laying  out  materials  for  your  fifth  volume.  I  have 
got  about  a  dozen  by  me.  If  you  can  conveniently,  let  me  have  half-a- 
dozen  copies  of  your  fourth  volume :  I  want  no  more.  As  soon  as  the 
bound  copy  of  all  the  volumes  is  ready,  take  the  trouble  of  for^-arding 
it    In  haste,  yours  ever,  K.  B. 

IMPROMPTU 

ON    MRS    riddel's    BIRTHDAY,    4TH    NOVEMBER    1793. 

Old  winter,  with  his  frosty  beard, 
Thus  once  to  Jove  his  prayer  preferred  : — 
*  What  have  I  done,  of  all  the  year, 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  severe  ? 

*  Supposed  to  have  been  a  brother  of  Neil  Gow,  the  fiddler  sod  compoier. 


I 


CO  Ll>^   AKD   WCIOKS  or  OORKa. 

My  cIicltIhss  suiih  iiu  jtleusurc  kuow  ; 
Night's  liorriit  eat  Oru^s,  druury,  eUiw  ; 
My  (litimal  monllis  do  joyi  are  crovfuiug, 
But  splbi^tiy,  Eiiglisli  Ikiuigiti^  druwiiiiig, 

■  Now  Juvo,  fur  oui»<  hu  mighty  civil : 

To  cDiinterbfiUiicMi  all  thin  (.'vil 

Give  me,  mid  I  've  uo  more  to  (uy, 

Give  nio  Maria's  uatal  lioy  I 

That  brilliant  gift  will  so  enrti^h  me, 

Spring,  Siuiimer,  Aatuuiii,  oaiiiiuL  utntch  me.' 

'  TIa  lioiiQ  !'  Bayfl  Jove  ;  so  endM  my  etory. 

And  Winter  oiico  rejoio'd  in  glory. 

Buriis's  readiness  at  this  style  of  conipoBJtian  seemed  almost 
iiiiratiuloitB  to  hia  (rioiids.  Many  of  liia  epigrams,  epitaphs,  and 
graces  wens  impromptus,  designed  only  to  raise  a  laugh  at  t)i« 
nionient,  A  Mr  Ladyinau,  an  English  comnicrcioJ  traveller,  alight' 
iiig  or.e  day  at  limwnhil!  Inn,  in  Piiiiirriosshire,  wiia  fcild  that  he 
would  have  to  dine  with  a  comjuuy  in  which  was  Robert  Bums. 
Tlic  landlord,  who  presided  at  the  dinner,  was  named  Bacon,  and 
bacon  was  one  of  the  items  in  the  menu.  Some  of  the  party, 
the  poet  included,  would  mther  have  dispensed  with  the  host's 
presence.  The  latter  had  retired  for  a  few  minut«s  to  arrange  for 
a  fresh  supply  of  toddy,  when  some  one  coiled  upon  Burns  to 
l)rove  to  the  young  Engliahnmn  th  t  1  e  w  really  Bums  the  poet, 
by  composing  a  verse  on  the  spu  f  the  m  m  nt ;  and  he,  with 
hardly  an  interval  for  reflection,  produ    d  tl  e  following ; 

'  At  Brownhill  we  always  g  t  la    ty      jd    heer 
And  plenty  of  bacon  eacl   day   n  th    y       ; 
We  've  a'  thing  thnt  's  nic     an  1  m    tly  n  season- 
But  why  alivaya  Bafon  ? —  t  11  n        reason  V  * 

•  From  Mr  tailjimn'a  own  report  of  th«  1 

'Atlhsulsof  theelTectiior  Mrliocon,  Bro  n«     1*  aeath  In  IBSi,  bF 

box,  b«ing  rouDd  to  bwr  the  InKrlption  ; 


-»lthough  only  a  hom  pUlnly  niounled  with  -1 
hive  lH»n  iireunticl  by  Bunia  to  Bacon,  wllb  ivtin 
Ayihirt  ManMf  Ntw-UlUr,  April  6,  18«. 
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Another  story  of  the  same  kind  told  by  an  acquaintunce  of 
Bums  runs  thus:  Nicol  and  Masterton  liad  come  to  spend  a 
week  of  their  vacation  at  Dumfries,  for  the  purpose  of  enjoying 
the  society  of  their  friend  Bums.  The  scene  of  the  'Peek  o' 
Maut '  was  renewed  every  evening  in  the  Globe  Tavern.  Except- 
ing, indeed,  that  Bums  attended  to  his  duty  in  the  forenoon,  and 
that  Willie  and  Allan  took  a  rattling  walk  before  dinner,  to  give 
themselves  an  appetite,  it  might  be  said  that  the  week  was  one 
unbroken  round  of  merry-making.  One  day,  when  they  were  to 
dine  at  the  Globe,  they  found,  on  coming  in  at  three,  that  no 
dinner  had  been  ordered.  As  Bums  had  taken  on  himself  this 
duty,  the  fault  was  his,  and  the  other  two  gentlemen  were  wroth 
with  him  accordingly.  *  Just  like  him,'  quoth  Mrs  Hyslop  ;  *  ye 
might  hae  kent  that  he  *8  ne'er  to  lippen  [trust]  to.'  *  Well,  but  can 
we  have  anything  to  eat  1  You  know  we  must  dine  somehow.* 
Mrs  Hyslop,  or  as  Bums  called  her,  Meg,  was  not  without  resource. 
There  was  a  tup's-head  in  the  pot  for  John  and  herself ;  and,  if 
they  pleased,  they  might  have  the  fu-st  of  it.  When  it  had  been 
disposed  on  the  board,  Nicol  said,  *Bums,  we  fine  you  for  your 
neglect  of  arrangements :  you  give  us  something  new  as  a  grace.' 
The  poet  instantly,  with  appropriate  gesture  and  tone,  said  : 

*  O  Lord,  when  hunger  pinches  sore, 

Do  Thou  stand  us  in  stead, 
And  send  us  from  Thy  bounteous  store, 
A  tup-  or  wether-head.     Amen.' 

They  fell  to  and  enjoyed  their  fare  prodigiously.  *  Now,  Burns, 
we 've  not  done  with  you.  We  fine  you  again.  Return  thanks.' 
He  as  promptly  responded  with  : 

*  0  Lord,  since  we  have  feasted  thus, 

Which  we  so  little  merit, 
Let  Meg  now  take  away  the  flesh, 

And  Jock  bring  in  the  spirit.     Amen.' 


GEORGE    THOMSON    TO    ROBERT    BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  7th  November  1798. 
My  good  Sir — After  so  long  a  silence  it  gave  me  peculiar  pleasure 
to  recognise  your  well  known  hand,  for  I  had  begun  to  lie  apprehensive 
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tlial  all  was  not  vteil  willi  you.  !  Wii  happy  tu  finil.  honerer,  Uial  your 
silence  did  noL  proceed  from  lliat  cauio,  au<l  thai  yuu  have  goi  MnoDg 
tlie  hallads  ones  more. 

I  hnve  to  thank  yon  for  your  Euglbh  nong  M  '  Leiger  m'  Ehoa,* 
witicli  I  tliiiik  extremely  good,  although  llie  culourin);  is  wanii.  Ymr 
friend  Mr  TumlwU'B  songx  have  donhtlew  euiuid«rabl«  iiieht :  ami  «a 
you  have  the  conimaiiil  of  iiis  iiiaDUiicii]it>i,  I  liniw  yon  niny  Kiid  ODt 
some  that  will  answer  as  English  wmgs,  to  the  airs  yet  naprovidod. 

U.  T. 


ROBERT    DURNS    TO    GKOROE    TUOHSOIC. 

DKtmttr  int. 

me   how  yon  like  tlie  following  vei'^>e«  to  the  Itme  of,  'Jo 

MV    Sl'OUBE    NANCY. 
TUKK— J/y  Jo  Janet. 

'  IlualianJ,  liuBlwiid,  pcaao  your  Strife 

Nor  longer  idly  rave,  air ; 
Tho'  I  am  your  wedded  wife, 

Yet  I  am  not  your  slave,  sir.' 

'  One  of  two  must  still  obey, 

Nancy,  Nancy, 
la  it  man  or  woman,  say, 

My  spouse  Nancy  ^ ' 

'  If  'tis  still  the  lordly  word. 

Service  and  obedience ; 
I  '11  desert  my  sov'tcign  lord, 
And  so,  good-bye  allegiance  I' 

'Sad  will  I  be,  eo  bereft, 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Yet  1 11  try  to  make  a  shift. 

My  spouse  Nancy.' 

'  My  poor  heart  then  break  it  muat. 

My  last  hour  1  'm  near  it : 
When  you  lay  me  in  the  dust. 

Think,  think  how  you  will  bear  it^' 


'  I  will  hope  and  trust  iii  Heaven, 

Nancy,  Nancy ; 
Strength  to  bear  it  will  be  given, 

My  spouse  Nancy.' 

'Well,  eir,  from  the  silent  dead, 
Still  I  'II  try  to  daunt  you ; 

Ever  round  your  midnight  bed 
Horrid  sprites  shall  tiaunt  you.' 

'  1 11  wed  another,  like  my  dear, 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Then  all  hell  will  fly  for  fear. 

My  spouse,  Nancy,'* 


TO    JOHN    M'MtlRDO,    ESQ. 

noHnim,  Dtcmitr  17M. 

6nt— It  Is  Mid  that  we  take  the  greatest  liberties  with  our  greatest 
friends,  an<l  I  pay  myself  a  very  hi},'li  eoniplinient  in  the  manner  in 
which  I  am  goinf;  to  apply  the  remark.  1  have  owed  yon  money  longer 
than  ever  I  oweil  it  to  any  ninn.  Here  is  Ker's  account,  and  here  are 
■in  gninean ;  and  now,  I  don't  owe  a  shilling  to  mail— or  woman  either. 
But  for  these  damned  dirty,  dog's-ear'd  little  pages,  I  liad  done  myself 
the  honor  to  hnve  waited  on  ymi  long  sgn.  Iiidei>endF[it  of  the  obli- 
gations yotir  liOHpitnlity  lias  laid  nie  under ;  the  conscinnsness  of  your 
snperiority  in  the  rank  of  man  and  gentleman,  of  ileelf  was  fully  as 
mach  as  I  could  ever  make  besil  against;  but  to  owe  you  money  too, 
wa*  more  than  I  could  face. 

I  think  I  once  )iientione<I  sometliing  of  a  collection  of  Scots  songs  I 
have  for  some  years  Xieen  making  ;  I  send  you  a  pernsnl  of  what  1  have 
got  together.  I  could  not  conveniently  spare  them  at>ove  five  or  six 
days,  and  five  or  six  glances  of  them  will  probably  ninro  than  suffice 
yon.  A  very  few  of  them  are  my  own.  When  yon  are  tired  of  tliem, 
pleane  leave  them  with  Mr  Clint,  of  the  King's-anns.  There  is  not 
another  copy  of  the  collection  in  the  worhl ;  and  I  should  lie  sorry  tlint 
any  unfortunate  negligence  should  deprive  me  of  what  has  cost  me  a 
good  deal  of  pains.  B.  B. 
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TO    THE    SAME. 

SiR_I  just  finislied  the  inclosetl,  and  I  do  my  Ballad  the  honor  to 
send  you  it.  I  shall  be  through  your  country-side  in  about  the  middle 
of  next  week ;  if  you  have  an  hour  to  spare  for  so  trifling  a  purpose. 

[KB.] 

From  an  early  period  of  his  life,  Burns  had  dabbled  in  verse 
of  a  coarsely  humorous  or  Fescennine  kind.  In  Scotland,  notwith- 
standing the  grave  and  religious  character  which  the  people  have 
borne  for  centuries,  there  is  extant  a  wonderful  quantity  of 
indecorous  traditionary  verse  expressive  of  a  profound  sense  of 
the  ludicrous  in  regard  to  sexual  relations.*  Such  things,  usually 
kept  from  public  view,  were  trolled  out  in  jovial  companies  such 
as  Burns  occasionally  frequented.  Men  laughed  at  them  for  the 
moment,  and  forgot  them  next  morning.  But  Bums  was  an 
enthusiastic  student  of  the  Scottish  poetry  of  the  jmst ;  he  could 
not,  if  he  would,  have  neglected  this  rich  and  characteristic  depart- 
ment. When  he  was  specially  struck  by  any  free-spoken  ditty 
of  the  old  school,  he  would  scribble  it  down,  and  transfer  it  to  a 
commonplace-book.  In  time,  what  he  thus  collected  he  was  led  to 
imitate,  apparently  for  no  other  end  than  to  amuse  his  merry  com- 
panions in  their  convivial  moments.  We  have  seen  that,  in  starting 
his  second  commonplace-book  in  the  spring  of  1787,  he  designed 
to  commit  to  it  a  few  of  his  compositions  of  this  class.  He  after- 
wards made  copies  of  them,  which  he  would,  with  his  usual  heed- 
lessness, though  not  with  absolute  recklessness,  allow  to  pass  into 
the  hands  of  his  friends.  We  now  see  from  his  letter  to  Mr 
M*Murdo  that  he  had  at  length  transcribed  them  into  a  volume, 
which  he  would  occasionally  intrust  to  the  keeping  of  a  friend. 

*  *  In  Britain,  and  partfcnlarly  in  reading  Scotland,  you  know  that  the  library  of  the 
peaRant  In  composed  chiefly  of  tiuch  coanie  Actions  as  the  KxploiU  of  George  Buchanan,  the 
histories  of  John  Cheap  the  Chapman,  Jjtper  the  Tailor,  Ijothian  Tom,  Paddy  from  Cork,  the 
Creelman'i  CourUhip,  Simple  John  and  hi$  Twelve  Mif/ortvnei,  and  such  lik»— all  of  them 
saturated  with  indecency,  and  forming  a  library  of  facetiv,  which,  in  spite  of  the  cant  of 
the  day  about  the  moral  and  religious  character  of  the  country,  prove  how  much  the  national 
humour  and  peculiarities  of  the  people  have  been  and  still  are  imbued  with  coarseness  and 
indelicacy. 

'  In  Prussia,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the  vulgar  tast«  is  different ;  at  least  if  th 
■election  which  I  made  be  taken  as  a  criterion.    It  is  clear  that  there  is  ftir  less  love  of  t^ 
pmrient  and  coarsely  humorous  about  the  German  people,  than  among  either  the  Frer 
or  the  British.'— Strang's  Germany  in  18SL 


The  facte  cannot  be  gainsaid.  Bums  transcribed  a  great  many 
rougb  old  Scottish  songs,  and  wrote  a  good  many  Cloaciniads,  as 
he  called  them.  But  he  neither  copied  nor  composed  anything  of 
the  kind  for  publication.  There  can  be  no  question  that  it  was 
mainly  hid  strong  seuso  of  the  ludicrous  that  prompted  him  to 
indulge  in  these  Feecennine  exercises.  He  was,  moreover,  a  rebel 
against,  that  which  his  successor  Curlyle  called  giginnnity ;  it  was 
as  natural  in  bia  case  as  in  EabelaJs'  that  revolt  against  convention 
should  toko  on  this  hue  at  times.  In  his  familiar  allusions  to 
Scriptural  characters  and  incidents  he  was  simply  following  an 
example  set  to  him  in  the  conmion  conversation  of  his  country- 
men ;  for  certain  it  is  that  the  piety  of  the  old  Scotch  people  did 
not  exclude  a  good  deal  of  unconscious  profanity.  There  is  a 
jocular  ballad  by  Burns,  of  the  kind  described,  which  ho  exhibited 
to  his  friends  as  if  designed  for  the  press,  with  a  prose  note  from 
a  supposititious  publisher;  'Courteous  Header — The  following  is 
certainly  the  production  of  one  of  those  licentious,  ungodly  (too 
much  abounding  in  this  our  day)  wretches,  who  take  it  as  a 
compliment  to  be  called  wicked,  provided  you  allow  them  to  be 
witty.  Pity  it  la,  that  while  so  many  tar-barrels  in  the  country 
are  empty,  and  so  many  gibbets  untenanted,  some  example  is 
not  made  of  these  profligates.'  Unluckily,  Bums's  coUectlon 
of  these  faceti^  including  his  own  essays  in  the  same  walk, 
which  he  had  kept  under  lock  and  key  in  Dumfries,  fell 
after  his  death  into  the  hands  of  one  of  those  publishers  who 
would  sacrifice  the  highest  interests  of  humanity  to  put  an 
additional  penny  into  their  own  purses ;  and,  to  the  lasting  grief 
of  all  the  friends  of  the  poet,  a  mean-looking  volume,  entitled 
The  Merry  Mimea  of  Caledonia,  was  printed  from  it  about  the 
year  1800.  Bums's  name  is  not  on  the  title-page,  but  it  is  on 
the  title-pages  of  severul  so-called  subsequent  editions  of  the  book, 
which  are  largely  made  up  of  the  rakings  of  (chiefly  pre-Bums) 
indecent  literature,  between  which  and  the  poet  no  connection 
whatever  can  be  traced. 

With  his  usual  anxiety  to  communicato  his  new  compositions  to 
his  friends,  Bums  sent  copies  of  'Bruce'a  Address'  to  various 
acquaintances  on  the  Liberal  side  of  politics,  whom  he  thought 
likely  to  be  pleased  with  it  We  find  him  alluding  to  it  Inci- 
dentally in  letters  during  the  next  few  weeks. 
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TO    CAPTAIN    .* 

Dumfries,  Uh  Deeemiber  170S. 

Sir — Heated  as  I  was  with  wiue  yesternight,  I  was  perhaps  rather 
seemingly  impertinent  in  my  anxious  wish  to  be  honored  with  your 
acquaintance.  You  will  forgive  it — it  was  the  impulse  of  heart-felt 
respect.  *He  is  the  father  of  Scottish  county  reform,  and  is  a  man 
who  does  honor  to  the  business,  at  the  same  time  the  business  does 
honor  to  him,*  said  my  worthy  fiiend  Glenriddel  to  somebody  by 
me,  who  was  talking  of  your  coming  to  this  country  with  your  corps. 
*  Then,' I  sai<1,  *I  have  a  woman^s  longing  to  take  him  by  the  hand, 
and  say  to  him,  *'  Sir,  I  honor  you  as  a  man  to  whom  tlie  interests  of 
humanity  are  dear,  and  as  a  patiiot  to  whom  the  rights  of  your 
country  are  sacred."* 

In  times  like  these,  Sir,  when  our  commoners  are  barely  able  by  the 
glimmering  of  their  own  twilight  understandings  to  scrawl  a  frank,  and 
when  lords  are  what  gentlemen  would  be  ashamed  to  be,  to  whom  shall 
a  sinking  country  call  for  help  ?  To  the  independent  country  gentleman. 
To  him  who  has  too  deep  a  stake  in  his  country  not  to  be  in  earnest  for 
her  welfare ;  and  who,  in  the  honest  pride  of  man,  can  view  with  equal 
contempt  the  insolence  of  office  and  the  allurements  of  corruption. 

I  mentioned  to  you  a  Scots  ode  or  song  [*  Scots  wha  hae ']  I  had  lately 
composed,  and  which,  I  think,  has  some  merit.  Allow  me  to  enclose  it. 
When  I  fall  in  with  you  at  the  theatre,  I  shall  be  glad  to  have  your 
opinion  of  it.  Accept  of  it,  Sir,  as  a  very  humble  but  most  sincere 
tribute  of  respect  from  a  man  who,  dear  as  he  prizes  poetic  fame,  yet 
holds  dearer  an  independent  mind.     I  have  the  honor  to  be,  &c., 

R.  B. 


TO   ALEXANDER    FRASER   TYTLBR,    ESQ.,    EDINBURGH. 

Sir— A  poor  caitiff,  driving  as  I  am  at  this  moment  with  an  excise 
quill,  at  the  rate  of  •  Devil  take  the  hindmost,*  is  ill  qualified  to  round 
the  period  of  gratitude,  or  swell  the  pathos  of  sensibility.  Gratitude, 
like  some  other  amiable  qualities  of  the  mind,  is  now-a-days  so  abused 
by  impostors,  that  I  have  sometimes  wished  that  tlie  project  of  that  sly 
dog  Momus,  I  think  it  is,  had  gone  into  effect^pl anting  a  window  in 
the  breast  of  man.  In  that  case,  when  a  poor  fellow  comes,  as  I  do  at 
tliLs  moment,  before  his  benefactor,  tongue-tied  with  the  sense  of  these 
very  obligations,  he  would  have  nothing  to  do  but  place  himself  in  front 
of  liis  friend,  and  lay  bare  the  workings  of  his  bosom. 

I  again  trouble  you  with  another,  and  my  last,  parcel  of  manuscripts. 
I  am  not  interested  in  any  of  these ;  blot  them  at  your  pleasure.  I  am 
much  indebted  to  you  for  taking  the  trouble  of  con-ecting  the  press  work. 

*  Probably,  Captain  Robertson  of  Lade. 
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One  instance,  iudeed,  may  be  rather  nnlucky ;  if  the  linea  to  Sir  Jolia 
Whitefoonl  are  printed :  they  onght  to  end — 

'  And  trend  tbe  thaitovy  pkth  to  thit  du-lc  world  unknown ' — 

'  shadowy,'  instead  of  '  dreary,"  as  I  lielieve  it  Btandg  at  present.     I  wbh 

this  coald  be  noticed  in  tbe  Errata.    Tliia  cornea  of  writing,  aa  I  generally 

do,  from  the  nieniory. 

I  have  the  honor  to  he.  Sir,  yoar  deeply  indebted  humble  servant, 

ROBT.   BtJRHS. 


TO    HB8    DUNLOF    OF    DUMLOP. 

DDHTfUD,  IMik  Btt  ITW, 

Mr  Deak  Fbiekd — As  I  am  in  a  complete  Decemberiith  humonr, 
gloomy,  snilcn,  stupid,  as  even  the  deity  of  Dulness  herself  could  wish, 
1  shall  not  drawl  out  a  heavy  letter  with  a  number  of  heavier  apologies 
for  my  late  silence.  Only  one  I  shall  mention,  be^^aiise  I  know  you  will 
sympathize  in  it ;  these  four  months,  a  sweet  little  girl,  my  youngest 
child  lins  been  so  ill  that  every  day,  a  week  or  less  threatened  to  termi- 
nate her  existence.  There  had  much  need  be  many  pleasures  annexed 
to  the  state  of  husband  and  fatlier,  for  God  knows  they  have  many 
peculiar  caren.  I  cannot  deacril>e  to  yon  the  anxious,  sleepless  hours 
these  ties  have  frequently  given  me.  1  see  a  train  of  helpless  little  folks  ; 
me  and  myexertions  all  their  stay ;  and  on  what  a  brittle  thread  does 
the  life  of  man  hang  1  If  I  am  nipt  off  at  the  command  of  fate,  even  in 
all  the  vigrmr  of  manhomi  as  I  am— such  things  happen  every  day — 
^acinus  God  !  what  would  become  of  my  little  flock  1  Tis  here  that  I 
enry  your  people  of  fortune.  A  father  on  bis  death1)cd,  taking  an  ever- 
lasting leave  of  his  children,  has  indeed  woe  enongb  ;  but  tbe  man  of 
competent  fortune  leaves  liia  sons  and  liis  daughters  independency  anil 
friends ;  while  I— but  I  shall  run  distracted  if  I  think  any  longer  on  the 
subject  1 

To  leave  ofT  talking  of  the  matter  so  gravely,  I  shall  sing  with  the 
old  Scots  ballad  :— 

'  O  that  I  had  ne'er  been  muried, 
I  would  never  hsd  um  an  ; 
Now,  I  'to  gotten  *  wife  uid  vesns, 

And  thcf  oiy  '^  crowdie  "  evenuair ; 
CroTdlQ  uioe,  flmwdie  twice. 

Cmwdie  three  times  in  a  daj ; 
An'  ;e  crowdie  ony  mair 

Ye 'II  crowdie  »'  my  meal  away.' 

We  have  had  a  brilliant  theatre  here,  this  season ;  only,  as  all  otlier 
bnsineKs  has,  it  experiences  a  stagnation  of  trade  from  the  epidemical 


BENEFIT     NIGHT. 

U'eil)i>s<hti/,  Ihcrmbrr  Ath,  17«.»S,  nt  the  ThnU 

Still  anxious  to  sofiin'  yuiir  partial  favor, 
Anil  iiul  l«*s8  anxious  sure  this  night  than  ever, 
A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  such  matter, 
Twould  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing  l)etter ; 
So,  sought  a  Poet)  rooeted  near  the  skies, 
Told  him,  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  eyes ; 
Said,  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed ; 
And  last,  my  prologue-business  slily  hinted. 
*  Ma'am,  let  me  tell  you,*  quoth  my  man  of  rhymea 
'  I  know  your  bent — these  are  no  laughing  times : 
Can  you — but  Miss,  I  own  I  have  my  fears, 
Dissolve  in  pause — and  sentimental  tears — 
With  laden  sighs,  and  solemn-rounded  sentence ; 
Rouse  from  his  sluggish  slumbers,  fell  Repentance } 
Paint  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand. 
Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand, 
Calling  the  storms  to  bear  him  o'er  a  guilty  land ! ' 

I  could  no  more — askance  the  creature  eyeing, 

D  'ye  think,  said  I,  this  face  was  made  for  crying  ? 

1 11  laugh,  that 's  por — nay  more,  the  world  shall  knov 

And  so,  your  servant !  gloomy  Master  Poet  I 

Firm  as  my  creed.  Sirs,  'tis  my  fix'd  belief, 

That  Miseiy  's  another  word  for  Grief : 

[  also  think — so  may  I  b«  «  v.-j-j-  • 


Laugh  in  ^Ilsfortune'a  faco — tho  beldam  witeh  I 
Say,  you  11  be  merry,  tho'  you  can't  be  rich. 
Thou  other  man  of  care,  the  wretch  in  love, 
"Viho  long  with  jiltish  arts  and  airs  hast  etrove ; 
Who,  as  tho  boughs  all  temptingly  project, 
Mensnr'et  in  desperate  thought — a  rope — thy  neck — 
Or,  where  the  beetling  cliff  o'erhangs  the  deep, 
Peerest  to  meditate  tlio  healing  leap  : 
WouldBt  thou  be  cur'd,  thou  silly,  moping  elf, 
Laugh  at  her  follies — laugh  e'en  at  thyself : 
Learn  to  despise  those  frowns  now  so  terrific. 
And  love  a  kinder — that  'a  your  grand  specific 

To  sum  up  all,  be  merry,  I  advise; 

And  as  we  *re  merry,  may  we  atill  be  wise. 


This,  my  iiiucli  loved  frieaU,  is  a  morning  of  wishes :  accept  mine — so 
Heaven  hear  nie  as  they  are  sincere  t  tliat  lileeeings  may  attend  your 
Bteps,  and  affliction  Itnow  yon  not  t  In  the  cliamiing  words  of  my 
favorite  anllior.  The  Man  of  Feeling,  '  May  the  great  spirit  bear  np  tba 
weight  nf  thy  gray  hairs  ;  and  blunt  tlie  arrow  that  brings  them  rest  1 ' 

Now  that  I  talk  of  anthors,  bow  do  yon  like  CowperT  Is  not  the 
•Task'  a  glorions  poem!  Tlie  religion  of  the  'Taslt,'  bating  a  few 
scraps  of  Calvinistic  divinity,  is  the  religion  of  God  and  Natnre  i  the 
religion  that  exalts,  that  enobles  man.  Were  not  ynu  to  send  me  yonr 
'Zeliico'  ia  retnm  for  mine?  Tell  nie  how  yon  like  my  marks  and 
notes  through  the  book.  I  would  not  give  a  farthing  for  a  book,  nnleas 
I  were  at  lilierty  to  Mot  it  with  my  criticisms. 

I  have  lat«ly  collected,  for  a  friend's  perUHal,  all  my  letters ;  I  mean 
thoHo  which  I  first  sketched,  in  a  rongh  draught,  and  afterwards  wrote 
ont  fair.  On  looking  over  some  old  mnnty  papers,  which  from  time  to 
time,  I  had  parcelled  by,  as  trash  that  were  scarce  worth  preeerving,  and 
whicli  yet  at  the  same  time  T  did  not  care  to  destroy ;  I  discovered  many 
of  llieso  nide  sketches,  and  have  written,  and  am  writing  them  out,  in 
a  bound  MS.  for  my  friend's  library.  As  I  wrote  always  to  yon  the 
rhapsody  of  the  moment,  I  cannot  lind  a  single  scroll  to  yon,  except  one, 
ahoDt  the  commencement  of  our  acquaintance.  If  there  were  any 
posMble  conveyance,  I  wonid  send  yon  a  perusal  of  my  book.       R.  B. 

Along  with  the  above-printed  Address  or  Prologue  was  sent  this 
note:* 
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TO    MISS   FONTENELLE. 

Enclosed  is  the  Address,  such  as  it  is,  and  may  it  be  a  prologne  to  an 
overflo^dng  house.  If  all  the  town  put  together  have  half  the  ardor 
for  your  success  and  welfare  of  my  individual  wishes,  my  prayer  will 
most  certainly  be  granted. 

Were  I  a  man  of  gallantry  and  fashion,  strutting  and  fluttering  on 
the  foreground  of  the  picture  of  Life,  making  the  speech  to  a  lovely 
young  girl  might  be  construed  to  be  one  of  the  doings  of  All  Powerful 
Love ;  but  you  will  be  surprised,  my  dear  Madam,  when  I  tell  you  that 
it  is  not  Love,  nor  even  Friendship,  but  sheer  Avarice.  In  all  my 
justlings  and  jumblings,  windings  and  turnings,  in  life,  disgusted  at 
every  corner,  as  a  man  of  the  least  taste  and  sense  must  be,  with  vice, 
folly,  arrogance,  impertinence,  nonsense,  and  stupidity,  my  soul  has 
ever,  involuntarily  and  instinctively,  selected  as  it  were  for  herself  a 
few  whose  regard,  whose  esteem  [whose  heart  {deleted)],  with  a  Miser*s 
AtHirice  she  wished  to  appropriate  and  preserve.  It  is  tnily  from  this 
cause,  ma  eJUre  Mademoiselle,  that  any  the  least  service  I  can  be  of 
to  you  gives  me  real  pleasure.  God  knows  I  am  a  powerless  individual. 
And  when  I  thought  on  my  friends,  many  a  heartache  it  has  given 
me  !  But  if  Miss  Fontenelle  will  accept  this  honest  compliment  to  her 
[lovely  person  {deleted)]  pei-sonal  charms,  amiable  manners,  and  gentle 
heart,  from  a  man  too  proud  to  flatter,  though  too  poor  to  have  his 
compliments  of  any  consequence,  it  will  sincerely  oblige  her  anxious 
Friend,  and  most  devoted  humble  [servant].  K.  B. 


CHAPTER    II. 


DUMFRIES  (1794-1795). 

BHE  Kew  Year  ojjened  uneventfully  for  Buma.  Hia 
irritatioD  at  the  course  politics  were  taking  was  not 
apparently  mollilied  by  the  ill-eucccsa  of  Great  Britain 
ind  her  allies  in  tho  tussle  with  France;  pcrhajis  it 
only  loosened  his  tongue  a  little.  We  find  him  at  the  opening 
of  the  year  thinking  out  rofonns  in  the  otl ministration  of  the 
Excise,  and  for  a  jnonth  or  two  comparatively  idle  bo  far  as  com- 
position was  concemetl. 


THE    EARL     OF    1 


a,  IIM  Jan.  1794. 


Mv  Lord— Will  yonr  Lnrdsliip  allow  me  to  pi-esent  yon  with  tlie 
inclosed  little  coiiipoxitioD  of  mine,  a"  a  atiiall  tribate  of  gratitude  for 
tiiat  ncqiiaiotniittG  with  which  your  have  beeo  )>leaeeil  lo  lionor  me. 
In<lependent  of  my  entlmBiasm  as  a  Scotsman,  I  have  ruiely  met  with 
nny  tiling  in  history  which  intei-esta  my  feelings  a«  a  man,  equal  with 
ihe  Btory  of  Bannockhiirn.  On  llie  one  hand,  a  eriiel,  but  alile  usurper, 
leading  on  the  finest  army  in  Eurojie  to  extinguish  tlie  la^t  Bi:ark  of 
freedom  among  a  greatly -daring,  and  greatly -injured,  people ;  on  the 
other  hand,  tlie  desperate  relics  of  a  gallant  nation,  devoting  tliemselvea 
to  rescue  their  Llee<ling  country,  or  peiish  with  her. 

Liberty  1  tliou  art  a  prize  truly,  and  indeed  invaluable ! — for  never 
canst  thou  lie  too  dearly  bought  1 

If  my  little  Ode  hns  the  honor  of  yonr  Ixinlship's  approliation,  it  will 
gratify  my  bigbest  ambition.     I  liave  the  honor  to  be,  &c  B.  B. 


Urs   ANU   VORSa   t 


4 


TO    CATTAIX     MILLIEK,     D  A  LA  W  I  N  TO  X. 

IVbxwv  ir»*.i 
Dkak  Sib— TIio  fulluwiiig  Oilc  is  on  a  nutijocl  wlikh  1  know  yoo  tqr  n 
nie&ns  regud  wiUi  indifi'e^t<llC'^     U  Ljborly, 


It  does  me  bo  much  goml  to  meet  witli  n  timn  » liom-  liunwt  Ihmiiiii  glKw* 
wicli  tlie  generous  entliaRJiuiiii,  Ilie  lieroic  JhHu^  of  lllwrty,  tJiat  I  coulil 
not  forl>enr  sending  yuu  a  conipoNtiuii  of  my  own  on  tlie  KDlijoct,  wbkb 
I  really  think  is  in  my  best  manner.  1  liMve  Hui  lionor  U>  \»,  itear  Sb, 
&c  UoBT,  UVKM. 


TO    BOBKRT    O  B  A  H  A  M,    Ksq..    Or    r  I  K  T  X  V. 

|Jn»  ITM,1 

Sir— 1  am  K'"i"K  to  vonlnr«  on  k  euIijogI  wliieli,  1  mo  «[nifal,  lu^ 
np]>e)ir,  /ram  tiu:,  improper ;  liut  mi  I  Jo  it  fruni  tlio  best  of  inoUvw,  U 
ynn  f-NoiiM  not  iiptirove  uf  my  iili'sa,  yon  will  Foi^'Sv«  tlieni. 

Ef'-iirmiv  (.f  tliL'  piililic  nionitw  i»,  I  kiio-vi,  liij;lil.v  the  wish  of  your 
lionorable  board  ;  and  nny  liint  condDctive  tliereto  wbich  nifty  occnt  w 
any,  tliongli  tlie  meanest  individnol  in  your  service,  it  is  sarely  bis 
duty  U)  coninianicate  it. 

I  bave  Iieen  myself  aceiiHtoitied  to  Inlnr,  ami  have  no  notion  tbat  a 
servant  of  the  public  alioulU  eat  tbe  bread  of  idleness  ;  m,  what  I  Itave 
long  digested,  and  am  going  to  propoee,  m  tlie  reduction  of  one  of  onr 
Dumfries  divisiouB.  Not  only  in  these  unlucky  times,  but  even  in  the 
higbent  tliiHb  of  business,  my  division,  thongli  by  far  the  lieaviest,  was 
mere  tiitliiig— the  otliers,  still  less.  I  woahl  plan  tbe  rednction  as  thus  : 
Let  the  seeond  division  be  annihilateil,  and  be  divided  among  tbe 
others.  The  duties  in  it  are,  two  chandlers,  a  common  brewer,  and  some 
viclnallers ;  tliene,  with  some  tea  and  spirit  slocks,  are  the  whole 
division  ;  it  is  the  idlest  of  as  all.  That  I  may  seem  impartial,  1  shall 
willingly  t^ke  under  my  charge  the  con)mon  brewer  and  the  viclualleia. 
Tbe  tea  and  spirit  stocks  divide  between  the  UridKend  and  Dnmrrieo 
seconil  divisions.  They  have  at  pmtent  bnt  veiy  little,  rotn/xtmfitWy, 
to  do,  and  arc  quite  adequate  to  the  task. 

I  as8nre  yon,  Sir,  that  by  my  plan  the  duties  will  lie  e<]ually  well 
discharged,  and  thus  an  oflicer's  ajipointment  saved  to  the  public.  You 
must  rctiinrk  one  thing— that  nnr  common  brewpm  nre,  every  man  of 
tbetn  in  Dumfries  completely  and  unexceptionably,  fair  traders.  One 
or  two  rascally  creatures  are  in  tbe  Bridgend  division  ;  bnt  besides 
l>eing  nearly  ruined,  as  all  smugglers  deserve,  by  fines  and  forfeitartn, 
their  hnsiness  is  on  the  most  trifling  scale  you  can  fancy. 

1  must  beg  of  you,  Sir,  should  my  plan  please  yon,  that  yon  will 
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conceal  my  liand  in  it,  and  give  it  a«  your  owd  Ibonght.  My  warm  and 
wortliy  friend,  Mr  Corbet,  may  tliink  me  an  impertinent  internieddler 
in  Ilia  department ;  and  Mr  Findlater,  my  supervisor,  who  is  not  only  one 
of  the  fint,  iE  not  the  very  firat,  of  excisemen  in  yonr  service,  but  is  also 
one  of  the  worthiest  fellows  in  the  universe ;  he,  I  know,  would  feel 
linrt  at  it,  and  as  Ija  is  one  of  my  roo«t  intimate  friends,  yon  can  eauily 
filfiire  how  it  woald  place  me  to  Iiave  my  plan  known  to  him. 

For  farther  information  on  the  subject,  permit  me  to  refer  yon  to  a 
yonng  beginner  whom  you  lately  sent  among  ns — Mr  Andrew  Peareon, 
a  gentleman  that  I  am  happy  to  say,  from  manner,  abilities,  ntid  atten- 
tion, pnunises,  indeed  to  be  a  great  acquisition  to  the  service  of  yonr 
honorable  board. 

This  is  a  letter  of  business ;  in  a  fntnre  opportunity  I  may,  and  moat 
certuoty  will,  trouble  yon  with  one  in  my  own  wny,  A  la  Famatte. 

I  have  tbe  honor  to  be.  Sir,  your  mnd)  indebted  and  ever  gmtefnl 
servant,  Bobt.  Burns. 

P.S.—l  forgot  to  mention  tliat,  if  my  plan  takes,  let  me  teconimend 
to  yonr  humanity  and  justice  the  present  officer  nf  the  second  division. 
He  is  a  very  good  officer,  and  is  burdened  with  a  family  of  small  children, 
which,  ¥ritb  some  debts  of  early  days,  crusli  him  nmch  to  the  ground. 

K.B. 


TO   HB   ALEXANDER   FINDLATEB, 
SUPKBVIfiOB   OF    EXCISE,    DUMFRIES. 

nuiirniiB[M.),  ITM. 
Sir— Enclosed  are  the  two  schemes.  I  wonld  not  have  troubled  yon 
with  the  collector's  one,  bnt  for  suspicion  lest  it  be  not  right.  Mr 
Erskine  jiromised  me  to  make  it  right,  if  yon  will  liave  tJie  goodness  to 
shew  hint  Iww.  As  I  have  no  copy  of  the  scheme  for  myself,  and  the 
alterations  being  very  considerable  from  what  it  was  formerly,  I  hope 
tliat  I  shall  have  access  to  this  scheme  1  send  yon,  when  I  come  to  face 
lip  my  new  books.  So  mtich  for  sehrma.—Antl  that  no  scheme  to 
betray  a  Prikkd,  or  mislead  a  OTKANOER ;  to  seduce  a  VOVNG  aiRL,  or 
rob  a  HEM-ROOGT;  to  enbvert  LIBERTY,  or  bribe  an  exciseman;  to 
disturb  the  OENERAL  assembly,  or  annoy  a  GOSSIPPINO  ;  to  overthrow 
the  credit  of  ORTHODOXV,  Or  the  authority  of  OLD  SONOS;  to  oppose 
t/our  leithei,  or  frustrate  my  hopes — MAT  pbospeB— is  the  sincere  wish  and 
prayer  of  Bobt.  Burns. 

Mrs  Biddel  hod  gone  to  London  in  tlje  April  of  1793,  and  spent 
many  months  there.  'During  the  season,'  she  says,  'I  did  so 
many  things  that  I  ought  not  to  have  done,  and  left  nndcne  so 
many  things  that  I  ought  to  have  done,  that  at  the  expiration  of 
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thai  time  there  wae  uo  huillli  luft  in  inv.'  Ill  LoiiiloQ  alio  hiul 
to  part  with  her  huBbaiul,  who  was  suddenly  callMl  away  to  attend 
to  his  nffuirs  in  the  West  Indies;  and  sbe  was  now  living  alone 
at  Woodley  Park,  To  quote  her  letter  to  Smcllio*  (November 
1793):  'I  am  ns  chaste  and  dometititr,  but  jxrliaiis  not  quite  so 
induatrioua,  as  Ponc]o|K!  in  the  absence  of  her  hero.  I  resemble 
rnther  the  lilies  of  the  (ifid  :  "  I  toil  not,  neither  do  I  spin  ; "  but 
I  read,  I  write,  I  sing,  and  contrive  to  wile  nwiiy  the  time  aa 
pleasantly  as  any  sociabln  being  like  myself  ckh  do  in  a  state  of 
BoJitudc,  and  in  eoniu  measure  of  mortification.  ...  I  ahall,' 
eho  adds,  'write  you  more  fully  in  my  next  as  to  the  nature  of 
my  present  jiursuits,  and  how  I  found  Burns  and  the  other  friunda 
hero  you  loft  behiod,  for  they  were  not  few,  I  aasute  you.' 


Dli.llt  Mai>JM— I  meant  lo  liait  ealJeil  onjou  jcslcrtjjjjM,  but  4l.-<  J 
cilf^\  11)1  to  your  boxdoor,  the  first  object  wliicli  greeted  my  view,  was 
one  of  those  lobster- coated  puppies,  sitting  like  anotlter  dragon,  gaard- 
ing  tlie  HeB|>erian  fruit.  On  tlie  conditions  and  capitulatinns  yoD  bo 
ol)ii^'ingly  offer,  I  nliall  certainly  make  my  weather-beaten  rustic  pbii  a 
part  of  your  boxfurnitui-e  on  TncHday ;  wlien  we  niay  arrange  tha 
businens  of  the  visit. 

Among  tlie  profusion  of  iille  conipIimentA,  which  insiilions  craf^  or 
nnnieanint;  foil]',  incessantly  offer  at  your  sliriae — a  shrine,  bow  far 
exalted  above  such  a<l oration— pernut  nie,  were  it  but  for  rarity's  sake, 
to  pay  you  the  lionest  tribute  of  a  warm  heart,  and  an  independent  mind ; 
and  to  assure  you,  that  I  am,  tliou  inoct  andable,  and  most  accomplished 
of  thy  sex,  witli  the  most  renpectful  esteem,  and  fervent  regard, 
lldne,  &c.,  K.  a 

A  regiment  was  stationed  at  Ihia  time  in  Dumfries,  and  the 
officers  were,  as  a  matter  of  course,  'loyal,'  and  talked  the 
'loyalty'  of  the  day.  Bums,  dissenting  from  much  that  waa 
involved  in  that  'loyalty,'  disliked  those  by  whom  it  was 
expressed.  He  thought,  moreover,  that  he  had  good  re.ison  to 
believe  that  it  was  in  consequence  of  reports  from  these  gentle- 
men that  his  good-will  to  the  government  hod  been  called  in 
question  by  the  Board  of  Excise,     Mrs  Basil  Montagu,  who,  as 

•  irimoirig/IFaUan  Smrtlit.  by  Robert  Kerr (2  vol*.  8\o,  feliubursb,  ieil> 
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Mies  Benson,  was  now  visiting  Miss  Helena  Ciaik  of  Ai'bigloni], 
long  after  stated  to  Allan  Cuniiinyliam  tliat  ehe  was  at  a  ball 
given  by  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  and  had  stood  up  as  the  partner 
of  a  young  officer,  when  the  whisper  of  'lliere's  Burns!'  ran 
through  the  assembly.  '1  looked  round,'  says  the  lady,  'and 
there  he  was — liis  bright  dark  eyes  full  upon  mo.  I  shall  never 
forget  that  look;  it  was  one  tbnt  gave  me  no  pleasuro.  He  soon 
left  the  meeting.  I  saw  him  next  day.  He  would  have  passed 
me ;  but  I  spoke.  I  took  his  arm  and  said  :  "  Come,  you  must 
see  me  home."  "  Gladly,  madam,"  said  ho ;  "  but  I  '11  not  go  down 
the  plainstones,  lest  I  have  to  share  your  company  with  some  of 
those  epaidetied  puppies  with  whoni  the  street  is  full.' ' 

While  burning  with  this  ill-suppressed  wrath,  he  was  unfor- 
tunate enough  one  evening  to  give  an  officer  an  advantage  over 
him  through  an  imprudent  expression  which  he  let  drop.  It  was 
in  a  private  company.  Bums  gavo  as  a  toast :  '  May  our  success 
in  the  present  war  be  equal  to  the  justice  of  our  cause,'  which 
Captnin  Dodfi,  the  ofRccr  in  question,  interpreted  as  an  innuendo 
against  the  Government,  and  took  up  warmly.  Next  morning 
Bums  wrole  the  following  letter 


TO   MR 


A  H  U  E  L 


RK,     J  UN 


DUMFRIES." 


Dkar  Sir— I  was,  I  know,  drunk  lant  nielli,  hnt  I  am  sober  Lliis 
morning.  From  tlie  ex|>reMiionH  Capt  Doits  made  use  of  to  me,  lind  I 
had  noliody'B  welfai-e  to  care  for  but  my  own,  we  tilionld  certainly  liave 
coniG,  according  U>  tlie  msnnerH  of  the  worhl,  to  the  necessity  of  murder- 
ing one  another  about  the  bDRiness.  The  words  were  such  as,  generally,  I 
lieliove,  end  in  a  brace  of  pistols ;  hut  1  am  nlill  pleaxed  to  tliink  that  I 
(lid  not  ruin  the  pca<.-e  and  welfare  of  a  wife  and  n  family  in  a  diiuiken 
B4]iiah1ile.  Farther  you  know  tliat  the  rejiorl  of  certain  political 
opinions  l>emg  mine,  has  already  once  1>efore  hnnifjlit  me  to  the  brink  of 
destrnction.  I  dread  last  night's  biisineKH  may  l)e  misrepresented  in 
the  same  way.  YOU,  I  beg,  will  take  care  to  prevent  it.  I  tax  your 
wisli  for  Mr  BumB's  welfare  with  the  task  of  waiting  as  soon  aa  possible, 
on  every  gentleman  who  was  present,  and  state  tliis  to  him,  and,  as  you 
please,  tiliew  liim  this  letter.  What,  after  all,  was  the  olmnxioun  toastl 
'May  our  success  in  tlie  present  war  lie  equal  to  the  justice  of  onr  cause' 

•  Swnnal  Cluk.  Jiinlnr,  wu  ■  min  of  cannidEnble  soclil 
Dainrtiu.  when  h«  d[Dd  in  1814  iC  Uis  igt  of  farty-flv« 
MIcliHru  Chnrrhyi 


Id  Clerl 


;e  for  thn  County  of  D>iinrH«.- 


itoiuil  position  In 
tonibatouB  In  &t 
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—a,  U)iL8t  tIjiLt  tlie  iiinxl  outrugtwiui  fruuzy  u(  Itiynlly  c&unut  n)>j(Tl  to.  I 
reqnwt  and  be^  tliat  tliix  morning  yon  will  waU  on  ttie  jiartini  prtMiit 
at  lli(?  foolish  ilispute.  I  shall  only  odd  tliat  1  kiii  Iiiily  norry  tliM  ft 
fnnn  wlio  stood  no  lii);1i  in  my  eiitiniAtifln  *a  Mr  Dods  eliuald  nK  nie  in 
tiie  innnner  in  wliicli  I  conceive  lie  him  done.  U.  h. 


TO  MR  SAKUEL  CLARK,  JTHtOS,  DUllFRIES, 
Dear  Sir— I  rccollecl  wmietlijng  of  a  dnmken  pntmixe  .voHlrrnii^tit 
to  breakfitHt  with  yoa  tlii«  nioming.  I  am  very  aony  tlial  it  ix  im[KH>- 
sible.  I  remember  too,  yoa  very  obligingly  menliouing  Homething  of 
your  intimacy  will)  Mr  Corbet,  onr  Snpetviwir-Genpral.  Some  of  onr 
folka  Kbout  the  Excise  Office,  Eitinbnrgli,  liaii,  and  perhajn  kUII  haTo, 
conceived  a  prejudice  againnt  nie  as  liein)*  a  drunken  diwiintalcliuitcter. 
I  niiglit  be  alt  this,  yon  know,  and  yet  lie  an  lioneet  fellov ;  bnt  you 
knmv  that  I  am  fin  hnne>>t  fellow,  Hnd  am  nothlDg  of  thin.  Yon  niay  ia 
yonr  nirn  nny  lot  him  know  tluit  I  am  not  unworthy  of  nulwcTitniig 
niyxelf,  my  deAr  Clark,  your  friend,  R.  Uuhks. 

Waller  Riddel  had  now  returned  from  the  West  Indies,  and 
at  such  a  time  it  waa  natural  that  bo  ehould  have  his  friends 
about  him,  and  Burns  amongst  the  number.  Unfortunately,  his 
hospitality  vna  only  too  profuse,  anil  his  dinner-parties  often 
ended  in  drunken  orgies.  A  few  months  after  this  time,  the 
host  was  brought  to  the  brink  of  n  duel  on  account  of  some 
offensive  expressions  used  by  an  Englishman  of  the  name  of  Baker, 
who,  having  left  Dumfries  next  day,  was  astonished  some  time 
after  to  receive  a  hostile  visit  from  Mr  Riddel,  he  having  not  the 
slightest  recollection  of  anything  which  had  tnken  plsce.*  One 
of  these  Woodley  Park  dinners  wan  the  cnuso  of  one  of  the  most 
painful  episodes  in  the  poet's  life — a  breach  in  his  friendship 
with  the  Riddels,  which  he  widened  by  writing  lamjwons  upon 
them.  It  is  not  known  what  exnctly  happened  on  tho  occasion 
The  men  sat  too  long  over  their  wine.  Some  madcap  with  th 
flowers  in  his  hair  seems  to  have  snggested  a  wild  rush  to  th> 
drawing-room  and  a  romp  with  the  ladies.  The  story  goes  th' 
every  man  seized  a  lady  and  kissed  her,  and  that  the  host 
fell  to  Bums.  There  ia  no  room  for  the  auggeation  that 
frolic  went    further ;  the  presence   of   the    host   himself  rer 

*  Dum/fia  JounvU,  Aiignat  IT&I. 
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such  a  suggestion  preposterous.  The  incident  is  paralleled  in 
contemporary  memoirs  such  as  those  of  Gilbert  Elliot,  first 
Earl  of  Miuto.  However,  Mrs  Riddel  resented  Bums's  conduct 
as  an  insult  He  repented  it  bitterly,  and  sought  forgiveness 
in  a  letter 

TO    MRS    RIDDEL. 

Madam — I  daresay  that  this  is  the  first  epistle  you  ever  received 
from  the  nether  world.  I  write  you  from  the  regions  of  Hell,  amid 
the  horrors  of  the  damned.  The  time  and  manner  of  my  leaving  your 
earth  I  do  not  exactly  know ;  as  I  took  my  departure  in  the  heat  of  a 
fever  of  intoxication,  contracted  at  your  too  hospitable  mansion ;  but 
on  my  arrival  here,  I  was  fairly  tried,  and  sentenced  to  endure  the  pur- 
gatorial tortures  of  this  infernal  confine,  for  the  space  of  ninety -nine 
years,  eleven  montiis,  and  twenty- nine  days ;  and  all  on  account  of 
the  impropriety  of  my  conduct  yesternight  under  your  roof.  Here  am 
I,  laid  on  a  bed  of  pitiless  furze,  witii  my  aching  head  reclined  on  a 
pillow  of  ever-piercing  thorn,  while  an  infernal  tormentor,  wrinkled, 
and  old,  and  cruel,  his  name  I  tliink  is  EecollectioUy  with  a  whip  of 
scorpions,  forbids  peace  or  rest  to  approach  me,  and  keeps  anguinh  eter- 
nally awake.  Still,  Madam,  if  I  could  in  any  measure  be  reinstated 
in  the  good  opinion  of  the  fair  circle  whom  my  conduct  last  night  so 
much  injured,  I  think  it  would  be  an  alleviation  to  my  torments.  For 
this  reason  I  trouble  you  with  this  letter.  To  the  men  of  the  com- 
pany I  will  make  no  apology. — Your  husltand,  who  insisted  on  my 
drinking  more  than  I  chose,  has  no  right  to  blame  me;  and  the 
other  gentlemen  were  partakers  of  my  guilt  But  to  you,  Madam,  I 
have  much  to  apologise.  Your  good  opinion  I  valued  as  one  of  the 
greatest  acquisitions  I  had  made  on  earth,  and  I  was  truly  a  beast  to 

forfeit  it    There  was  a  Miss  I too,  a  woman  of  fine  sense,  gentle 

and  unassuming  manners — do  make  on  my  part,  a   miserable,  d — d 

wretch's  best  apology  to  her.     A  Mrs  G- ,  a   charming   woman, 

did  me  the  honor  to  be  prejudiced  in  my  favour ;  this  makes  me  hope 
that  I  have  not  outraged  her  beyond  all  forgiveness.  To  all  the  other 
laiHes  please  present  my  humblest  contrition  for  my  conduct,  and  my 
petition  for  their  gracious  pardon.  O  all  ye  powers  of  decency  and 
decorum  !  whisper  to  them  that  my  errors,  though  great,  were  invol- 
untary—that an  intoxicated  man  is  the  vilest  of  beasts— that  it  was 
not  in  my  nature  to  l^e  brutal  to  any  one — that  to  be  rude  to  a  woman, 
when  in  my  senses,  was  iinimsHible  with  me — but 

•  •••••••• 

Regret  I  Remorse  !  Shame  !  ye  three  hell-honnds  that  ever  dog  my 
steps  and  bay  at  my  heels,  spare  me  !  spare  me  ! 

Forgive  the  offences,  and  pity  the  perdition  of,  Madam,  your  humble 
slave,  RoBT.  Burns. 


LIPB   AND   WORES  OF  BIJBKS. 


Hu  Becms  at  Lho  Butiie  timu  to  liavu  uuile  na  appi>al  lo  itt 
Kiddcl : 


The  friend  wtiom,  wil'd  from  wisdom's  wny, 
The  tamoi  of  wine  iiifurinte  wn<l 

(Xot  moony  miidnt-sB  more-  astniy)— 
"Wlio  but  de^ilores  thut  ha[)Ie!i8  friend  I 

Mine  waa  th'  insensate  frenzied  part, 
Ah  1  why  should  I  such  eeenea  outhve  t 

Scones  so  abhorroiit  to  niy  lieart ! — 
■Tis  thine  to  pity  and  forgive. 


I 


Such  ai)olo^'ies  ought  to  have  made  his  pence  with  Mr  anJ  Mn 
Riddel,  especially  considering  his  host's  own  culpuhility,  Iliit| 
from  whatever  couifi derations,  known  or  uiikiiowti,  tliey  were  un- 

forgiviiij,',  tliougb  the  breach  did  not  seem  quite  hopeless  at  firet. 


Madam— I  return  your  corn  ii  ion -place  book.  1  have  peniseil  it  with 
iiiucli  pluasure,  anil  would  linre  continued  my  criticUmx,  but  as  it  seems 
the  critic  bas  forfeited  yonr  esteem,  Iiis  strictures  must  lose  their  value. 

If  it  is  true  lliat  '  oRences  come  only  fivm  the  heart,'  l)efore  yon  I 
am  giiiltlew.  To  admire,  esteem,  and  prize  you,  as  the  most  accom- 
plit-lied  of  women,  and  tlie  finit  uf  friends— if  these  are  crimes,  I  am  the 
most  otfending  tiling  alive. 

In  a  face  where  1  used  U>  meet  the  kind  complacency  of  friendly  con- 
fidence, now  to  find  cold  neglect,  and  cnnteniptnoiis  scorn- is  a  wrendi 
that  my  lieart  can  ill  bear.  It  is  however  some  kind  of  miserable  good 
luck ;  that  while  dt-haul-tn-bas  rigour  may  depress  an  nnoffending 
wretch  to  the  ground,  it  has  a  tendency  to  rouse  a.  stublKim  something 
in  his  bosom,  which,  though  it  cannot  heal  the  wounds  of  his  smil,  is 
at  least  an  opiate  to  blnnt  their  poignancy. 

With   the   prnfoiindeat  respect  for  yonr  abilities  ;   the  most  sincerr 
esteem,  and  ardent  regard,  for  yonr  gentle  heart  and  amiable  mannen 
and  the  most  fervent  wish  and  prayer  for  yonr  welfare,  peace,  and  bIL 
I  have  the  lienor  to  be.  Madam,  yonr  most  devoted  humble  servant, 

ROBT.  BURNa 


I    THE    SAME. 


I  have  this  moment  got  the  Song  from  Syme,  and  I  am  sorry 
that  lie  has  spoilt  it  a  good  deal.  It  shall  be  a  lesson  to  me  hon 
him  any  thing  again. 
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I  iiave  sent  you  Werter,  truly  happy  to  have  any  the  smallest  oppor- 
tunity of  obliging  yon. 

'Tis  true  Madam,  I  saw  you  once  since  I  was  at  W[oo(Iley]  P[ark] ; 
and  that  once  froze  the  very  life-blood  of  my  iieart.  Your  reception  of 
me  was  such,  that  a  wretch  meeting  the  eye  of  his  judge,  about  to 
pronounce  sentence  of  death  on  him,  could  only  have  envie<l  my  feelings 
and  situation.  But  I  hate  the  theme,  and  never  more  shall  write  or 
speak  on  it. 

One  thing  I  shall  proudly  say,  that  I  can  pay  Mi-s  R.  a  higher  tribute 
of  esteem,  and  appreciate  her  amiable  worth  more  truly,  than  any  man 
whom  I  have  seen  approach  her ;  nor  will  I  yield  the  pas  to  any  man 
living,  in  subscribing  myself  with  the  sincerest  truth,  her  devoted 
humble  servant,  R.  B. 

As  time  passed  the  breach  was  probably  made  wider  by  the 
gossip  of  injudicioas  friend&  Certain  it  is  that  Bums  became 
deeply  incensed  against  his  old  friends,  and  expressed  his  anger 
in  a  poem  which  he  subsequently  desired  to  recall.  It  was  in 
the  following  stylo  that  he  lampooned  tho  once  admired  Maria : 

MONODY 

ON    A    LADY    FAMED    FOR    HER    CAPRICE. 

How  cold  is  that  bosom  which  Fully  once  tired ! 

IIow  pale  is  that  cheek  where  the  rouge  lately  glistcnM  ! 
How  silent  that  tongue  which  tho  echoes  oft  tired  ! 

How  dull  is  that  ear  which  to  tlatt'ry  so  listened  ! 

If  sorrow  and  anguish  their  exit  awnit, 

From  friendship  and  dearest  affection  removed ; 

How  doubly  severer,  Maria,  thy  fate ! 
Thou  diedst  unwept,  as  thou  livedst  unlov'd. 

Loves,  Graces  and  Virtues,  I  call  not  on  you  : 
So  shy,  grave  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a  tear. 

But  come,  all  ye  offspring  of  Folly  so  true, 
And  flowers  let  us  cull  for  Maria's  cold  bier. 

We  *ll  search  through  the  garden  for  each  silly  flower, 
We  '11  roam  through  the  forest  for  each  idle  weed, 

But  chiefly  the  nettle,  so  typical,  shower, 
For  none  o'er  approached  her  but  rued  the  rash  deed 


Utnt   AND   WORKS  Of  I 


We  'II  Bculptuie  the  iiiutUi',  wu  '11  measuM  the  lajr :  H 

Hen  Vanity  stcuois  oit  hor  idiot  lyre  !  U 

Thero  keen  Indigiialiuu  sIlhU  dart  uii  h'xa  prey, 

Which  spumiLg  Ct>iitL-iu|it  shall  ruUeem  fmiii  hitt  ira  t 

THE    BPITAPH. 

Here  hea  now,  n  prey  U>  iiisulliiig  neglect, 
Who  once  vas  a  butterfly  ^"^y  in  Itfo'tt  iNuim  : 

Want  only  of  AVisiloni  denied  h^r  rwapoct, 
Want  only  ot  (iurjiim'ss  iKuic-d  hor  esteem. 

James  WilliomBon,  the  leodor  of  the  draiiiattc  company  which 
occasionally  played  for  a  season  iu  iho  littlo  theatre  behind  the 
George  Inn  in  Dumfiicf,  liai),  like  Bums,  been  aduiitt^!)!  into  the 
Woodiey  Park  circle.  Al)out  this  time  the  poet  hap]ieneil  U>  \tnut 
of  a  most  extnoidinaiy  nJventiire  which  WiUJauison  and  his 
associates  had,  while  |>i:rfurming  nt  Whiti'haven.  The  '  Itnd  Earl 
of  Lonsdale'  (1736-lt<03),  \vhoin  Durns  luiti.-,!  Iieartily,  l.nd  com- 
niitted  the  whole  corii]]aiiy  to  prison  there  ru*  vii(;niiils."  The 
poet,  then,  saw  in  the  association  of  the  player  with  two  objecia 
of  his  aversion  an  opportunity  of  striking  both  with  one  blow. 
He  conceived  the  idea  of  the  following  epistle,  an  written  by 
Williamson  in  his  Whitehaven  prison  to  the  lady  whose  society 
he  had  lately  enjoyed  : 

EPISTLE  FROM  ESOPUSt  TO  MABIA. 

From  those  drear  solitudes  and  fiowsy  cells. 
Where  Infamy  with  sad  Rciientaiice  dwells  ;  I 
Where  turnkeys  make  the  jealous  portal  fast, 
And  deal  from  iron  hands  the  sjiara  repast ; 
Where  truant  'prentices,  yet  young  in  sin, 
Blush  at  the  curious  stranger  peeping  in  ; 
Where  strumpets,  relics  of  the  drunken  roar, 
liesolve  to  drink,  nay,  hnlf — to  whore — no  more  ; 

'  Bh  >  cotnmunkatlon  In  thn  Kndal  Mmvry,  July  10.  ISCi. 

t  SaopuM  wm  Ihs  mMt  «lebnW<l  tngle  utor  In  Hom*  in  Uw  Clccroiilui  ptrlod 
onlj  pMr  or  RoKliia  the  comsdiid.    Ha  wui  rkiiilllii  fiiaod  orClceio'i. 


Where  tiny  thieves,  not  deatin'd  yet  to  awing, 
Beat  Iiemp  for  others  riper  foe  the  string  : 
From  these  dire  scenea  my  wretched  lines  I  date, 
To  tell  Maria  her  Esopus'  fate. 

•Alas !  I  feel  I  am  no  actor  here  I'* 

Tis  real  hangmen  real  ecoui^ee  bear  I 

Prepare,  Maria,  for  a  horrid  tale 

Will  turn  thy  very  rouge  to  deadly  pale ; 

Will  make  thy  liair,  though  erst  from  gipsy  poll'd, 

By  barber  woven  and  by  barber  sold. 

Though  twisted  smooth  with  Harry's  nicest  core, 

Like  honry  bristles  to  erect  and  slare  I 

The  hero  of  the  mimic  scene,  no  more 

I  start  in  Hamlet,  in  Othello  roar ; 

Or,  haughty  Chieftain,  'mid  the  din  of  arms, 

In  Highland  bonnet  woo  Malvina's  tlinrma  : 

While  sans-culottes  stoop  up  the  mountain  high. 

And  steal  from  me  Maria's  prying  eye. 

Blest  Highland  bonnet !  once  my  proudest  dress, 

Now,  prouder  still,  Maria's  temples  press ! 

I  see  her  wave  thy  towering  plumes  afar, 

And  call  each  coxcomb  to  the  wordy  war! 

I  see  her  face  the  first  of  Ireland's  sons,t 

And  even  out-Irish  bia  Hibernian  bronze  ) 

The  crafty  Colonel  {  leaves  the  tartan'd  tinea 

For  other  wars,  where  he  a  hero  shines  ; 

The  hopofHl  youth,  in  Scottish  senate  bred, 

Who  owns  a  Biishby's  heart  without  the  licnd,  § 

Comes  'mid  a  string  of  coxcombs  to  display 

That  Vejii,  vidi,  viei,  ie  his  way  ; 

The  shrinking  Bard  adown  the  alley  skulks 

And  dreads  a  meeting  worse  than  AVoolwich  hulks, 

*  LrtUltoii'a  Proloeiie  to  Thoin»n'i  Corli^ng,  ipohcn  by  Mr  Qiiin. 

t  Thspo't  liFmanuintntHaatenlorMnRlddBrKvJHitlNg-rncndK.  'Olllmpie'  hubwii 
BOtod  H  tlw  Min«  ot  the  Iriih  ^entlenun  nnt  illiKlrd  to. 

t  Ca1on«IH'Do«1l,  or  Lonn.matad  Lothario,  thaitory  of  irhon  connection  wEtfa  Mlu 
ftSff  Kennnl.v  hu  ilTaidy  l>«n  UAA.  Ha  llgiircii  iliia  u  '  Bcoldaild'iy  LoQin'i  H'DoiibII  ' 
In  tlie  Second  Heron  Bleetlon  Billid. 

I  Hillland  Bnahbr,  nn  of  John  Bonhbr,  t)i» 'honartmto.' 
VOL.  IV.  F 


LIFB  AKD   WORKS  (»'  BUHN8. 

Thotigli  there  his  heresies  in  Church  niid  Stjiln 

Might  well  award  Iiim  Muir  and  PsIpilth  £at«:" 

Still  she,  uiidnunted,  reels  and  rattles  on 

^nd  diircs  the  puhliu  like  a  noontide  sun. 

Jilial  scandal  called  Mariu's  jaunty  stagger, 

The  ricket  reeling  of  a  crooked  swagger  1 

Wlioee  Bpleeu  (e'en  worsa  than  Bunis'a  venom,  whoxt 

He  dips  in  gall  unmix'd  liia  eager  pen 

And  pours  his  vengeance  in  the  hnming  line), 

Wlio  chriateii'd  tbu8  Slai-ia'a  Ij-re-divine, 

The  idiot  strum  of  Vanity  benius'J, 

And  even  th'  abuse  of  Poesy  abus'd  t 

Wlio  called  lier  verse  a  Parish  Workhouse,  marie 

For  motley  foundling  Fancies^  stolen  or  strayed  1 

A  Workhouse  I    Ah,  tha.t  sound  awakes  my  woea^ 
And  pillows  on  the  thorn  my  rack'd  repose  I 
In  durance  vile  here  nuiet  I  wake  and  weep. 
And  all  my  frowsy  eouch  in  aorruw  steep ; 
That  straw  where  many  a  rogue  has  lain  of  yore, 
And  vermin'd  gipsies  Uttor'd  heretofore. 

Why,  Lonsdale,  thus  thy  wmth  on  vagraiita  pour 

Must  earth  no  rascal  auve  thj-sclf  endure  t 

Must  thou  alone  in  guilt  immortal  swell 

And  make  a  vast  monopoly  of  Hell  ? 

Tliou  kuow'sb  tliu  Virtues  cannot  Imta  thtm  wurae  : 

The  Vices  also,  must  they  club  their  curse  T 

Or  must  no  tiny  ain  to  others  fall. 

Because  thy  guilt  'a  supreme  enough  for  all  f 

Maria,  send  me,  too,  thy  griefs  and  onrea, 
In  all  of  thee  sure  thy  I^pus  shares  : 
As  thou  at  all  mankind  the  flag  unfurls, 
Who  on  my  fair  one  Satire's  vengeance  hurls ! 
Who  calls  thee  pert,  affected,  vain  coquette, 
A  wit  in  folly  and  a  fool  in  wit  1 


Who  rays  that  '  fool '  aloue  ia  not  thy  due, 

Aad  quotes  thy  treacheries  to  prove  it  true  t 

Our  force  ujiited  on  thy  fooa  we  'II  turn, 

And  dare  the  war  with  all  of  woman  born  : 

Fur  who  can  write  and  speak  as  thou  and  II 

My  periods  that  deciphering  defy, 

And  thy  Btill  matchless  tongue  that  conquers  all  reply  I 

Bums  alludes  in  this  poem  to  a  family  which  in  his  day 
occupied  a  conspicuous  place  in  Dumfriesshire  society.  John 
£ushby,  a  man  of  some  ability,  had  made  a  competence  in  Dumfries 
by  combining  the  businesses  of  solicitor,  banker,  and  estate  factor. 
Without  retiring  from  business,  he  iiod  settled  down  as  a  country 
gentleman  at  Tinwald  Downs,  where  he  saw  a  great  deal  of  com- 
pany, and  often  had  the  poet  ns  his  guest. 

In  time,  Iiowoviir,  the  two  men  became  estranged.  The  stoiy 
goes  that  '  at  dinner  one  day  at  Tinwatd  Downs,  the  pudding  had 
been  brought  to  table  very  hot.  Mr  Dushhy,  who  had  tastod 
and  smarted  fruDi  it — remembering  perhaps  tho  boy's  trick  in 
similar  circumstances,  which  is  the  subject  of  a  well-known 
story — bade  his  wife  tell  the  cook  not  to  allow  the  pudding  to 
become  so  cold  in  future  before  being  sent  upstairs.  The  poet, 
engaged  in  conversation,  and  not  attending  particularly  to  what 
was  going  on,  fell  into  the  snare,  and  took  a  large  piece  of  tho 
pudding  into  his  mouth.  His  agony,  as  he  desperately  en- 
deavoured to  swallow  the  scalding  morsel,  nniused  Mr  Bushby 
exceedingly ;  but  the  aufTerer  was  far  from  relishing  the  joke.'  It 
is  certain  that  fur  some  reuson  Burns  took  a  dislike  to  Mr  Bushby, 
and  the  feeling,  evideuces  of  which  will  bo  seen  later,  was  prob- 
ably aggravated  by  otlier  circumstances.  The  person,  however, 
more  particularly  alluded  to  in  Esopus'a  lines,  was  Maitland 
Bushby,  son  of  John  Bushby,  then  a  young  advocate,  and  com- 
monly understood  to  be  by  no  means  his  father's  equal  in  point 
of  intellect 

The  severity  of  Burns's  pasquinades  on  Mrs  Siddel  is  partly 
accounted  for,  if  not  excused,  by  the  state  of  his  feelings  during 
this  winter.  His  misery  is  expressed  in  a  letter,  which  shows, 
however,  that  he  had  hotter  resources  than  satire  for  the  soothing 
of  his  vexed  spirit : 


wi  me  rock  that  braves  the  l 

list   iH>t   «lo  tlio  least  of  these,   why    woiihlst  thou  distu 
isories,  with  thy  iiHiiiiiies  jifter  iiie  ? 

For  tliese  two  months  I  have  not  been  able  to  lift  a  p( 
itution  and  frame  were,  ab  origint^  blaste<l  with  a  de 
int  of  hypochondria,  which  poisons  my  existence.     Of  la 

domestic  vexations,  and  some  pecuniary  share  in  the  r 
-d    times;    losses  which,    though   trifling,   were  3'et  wl 

bear,  have  so  irritated  me  that  my  feelings  at  times  co 
vied  by  a  reproliate  spirit  listening  to  the  sentence  that 
rdition. 
Are  you  deep  in  the  language  of  consolation?    I  have 

reflection  every   topic  of   comfort.      A  heart  at  ease  \ 
en  charmed  with  my  sentiments  and  reasonings;  but  as 
was  like  Judas  Iscariot  preaching  the  gospel :  he  might 
9uld  the  hearts  of  those  around  him,  but  his  own  kept 
Borrigibility. 

Still,  there  are  two  great  pillars  that  bear  us  up,  amid  th 
isfortune  and  misery.  The  ONE  is  composed  of  the  diflei 
ations  of  a  certain  noble,  stubborn  something  in  man,  kno 
.mes  of  courage,  fortitude,  magnanimity.    The  other  is 

those  feelings  and  sentiments  which,  however  the  sc< 
ny  them  or  the  enthusiast  disfigure  them,  are  yet,  I  am  < 
ginal  and  component  parts  of  the   human   soul ;    those 

mind,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expression,  which  connect 
I   link  us   to,   those  awful   obscure   realities — an   all-pow 

tally  beneficent  God ;  and  a  world  to  come,  beyond  deati 

ve.    The  first  gives  the  nerve  of  combat,  while  a  ray  of  hi 

the  field ;    the  last  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  into  tfa 

ch  time  can  never  cure. 

do  not  remember,  my  dear  Cunningham,  that  von  ••»'  ^ 

lie  subiect  of  reli*^ 


nyn 


«J.   -" 
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tbe  luind  of  every  cLild  nf  mine  with  religion.  If  luy  bod  ehould  liappen 
to  be  a  man  of  feeling,  sentiment  and  taste,  I  sliall  thuH  add  largely  to 
his  enjoynieutB.  Let  ine  Halter  myself  tliat  tlib  sweet  little  fellow  wlio 
is  just  now  runuing  almnt  iiiy  deuk  will  be  a  niau  of  a  melting,  ardent, 
glowing  lieart,  and  an  iiuaginatiun  de1iglite«l  witli  the  jiainter  and  rapt 
with  tlie  poet.  Let  me  figure  hini,  wandering  out  in  a  sweet  evening, 
to  iuliole  the  halaiy  galea  and  enjoy  the  growing  Inxnriance  of  tlie 
spring,  himself  the  wliile  in  the  blooming  yonth  of  life.  He  looks 
abroad  on  alt  nature,  and  thro'  nature  up  to  nature's  God.  Hb  nonl, 
by  swift,  delighting  degrees,  is  wrapt  above  this  sublunary  sphere  until 
he  can  1>e  silent  no  longer  and  burste  out  into  the  glorions  entliueiasm 
of  ThoiuMu. 

Then,  u  they  ohsnge.  Almighty  Fkther,  these 

An  but  the  vftriad  Ood.    The  rolling  yeu 

b  fnU  D[  thee.* 

And  so  on  in  all  the  spirit  and  ardour  of  that  cliarining  hymn. 

These  are  no  ideal  pleasures :  they  are  real  delighU ;  and  I  ask  what 
of  the  ilelighte  among  the  sons  of  uien  are  superior,  nut  to  sny, 
equal,  to  tiiein?  And  they  have  tliix  precious,  vast  addition,  that 
ciiitBcinus  virtue  stamps  them  for  lier  own  ;  and  lays  bold  on  tliem  to 
bring  IietBelf  into  the  presence  of  a  witnessing,  judging  and  approving 
God.  R.  B. 

'  They,'  says  Lockhart,  '  who  have  been  tolil  that  Buriku  was 
over  B  degraded  being — who  have  jHirniittcd  thcmselvee  to  beljevo 
that  his  only  consolations  were  those  of  "  the  opiate  guilt  applies 
to  grief,"  will  do  well  to  pause  over  this  noble  letter,  and  judge 
for  themselves.' 


TO    ALBXAKDK 


CVKNINOHAH 


H,  Id  Hank  1TM. 


Since  1  wrote  yon  the  last  lugubrious  sheet,  I  have  not  hail  time  to 
write  you  further.  AVhen  I  say  tliat  I  had  not  time,  that,  as  nsual, 
meauH  that  the  three  demons.  Indolence,  Business  and  Ennui  Lave  so 
completely  shareil  my  hours  among  tlieni  as  not  to  leave  me  a  five 
minuEes'  fragment  to  take  np  a  pen  in. 

Thank  heaven,  I  feel  my  spirits  huoying  upwards  with  the  renovating 
year.  Now  1  shall  in  good  earnefit  take  up  Tbnmsou's  fmngs.  I  daresay 
he  tliinkn  I  have  ii»ed  liini  unkindly,  and  I  must  own  with  too  much 
ap])earauce  of  truth ;  though,  if  offences  come  only  from  the  heart,  I 

*  Pntn  A  AirMii,  wbleh  lOnna  »  Mit  at  nni  to  T\i  Sbokiu. 


...  ...n.iMiH'ss,  to  ;:et  uc(iuaiute<l  witli 

every  lime  I  luul   tlie  very  ^'leal  plciusure  of  U'iiig  i 
inindeil  me  of  a  forcible  sayiii;,'  of  Charlie  Caldwell,  a 
Ayr  : Charles  had  n  nua  s/)06<i  after  his  own  heart, 
e;uii>  <»ul  with  him,  till  neither  couhl  see  the  other; 
^'enii  of  ohl  Scottish  social  life  ('reaming  swats 'uset 
tender  pair  beyond  the  bounds  of  sober  joy,  to  the  rei 
the  ardent  lover  Avould  grapple  the  yielding  fair  to  his  b 
ye  're  a  glory  to  God  and  the  delight  o'  my  soul  ! " 

As  I  cannot  in  conscience  tax  yon  with  the  poetafi 
must  keep  this  bizzare  melange  of  an  epistle  until  I  1 
a  private  conveyance.    Here  follows  the  song  I  have  nu 


SONG. 

TUNK— rAc  Sutor's  Dochter. 

Wilt  thou  be  my  Dearie?  &c.— (See  p.  96). 

There  is  one  commission  that  I  must  trouble  you  with. 

valuable  seal,  a  present  from  a  departed  friend,  which  \ 

I  have  gotten  one  of  your  Highland  pebbles,  which  I  fan 

a  very  decent  one ;  and  I  want  to  cut  my  annorial  bean 

yon  be  so  obliging  as  to  enquire  what  will  be  the  exp 

business  ?    I  do  not  know  that  my  name  is  matriculated 

call  it,  at  all ;  but  I  have  invented  arms  for  myself,  so,  y< 

be  chief  of  the  name ;  and,  by  courtesy  of  Scotland,  ^ 

entitled  to  supporters.    These,  however,  I  do  not  intend 

leal.     I  am  a  bit  of  a  herald  and  shall  give  you,  securu 

irms.    On  a  field,  azure,  a  holly-bush,  seeded,  proper,  It 

lerd's  pipe  and  crook,  saltier- wise,  also  proper,  in  chief 

f  the  colours,  a  wood-lark  perching  on  a  sprig  of  bay-1 

rest.     Two  mottoes :  round  the  ton  nf  ♦»-''  - 
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more  known!  Has  Ite  iio  ji&ti-ona?  or,  do  'Poverty's  cold  wind  and 
erusliiut'  raia  beat  keen  and  lieavy '  on  liini  *  1  onc«,  and  but  oace,  got 
a  glance  of  that  uoble  edition  of  tlie  noblest  pastoral  in  tbe  woitU  j  and 
dear  as  it  was,  I  mean  dear  as  to  my  pocket,  I  would  Lave  bought  it; 
hut  was  told  it  was  printed  and  engraved  for  subscribers  only.  He  is 
the  only  artUt  who  has  hU  geunine  pastoral  costome.  Wliat,  my  dear 
CniiiiiDgliani,  is  there  in  riches,  tliat  they  narrow  and  encallons  tlie 
heart  soT  I  think  that  were  I  as  ricli  as  the  snn,  I  would  be  as 
generous  as  day ;  but  as  1  have  no  reason  to  imagine  my  sonl  a  nobler 
one  than  any  olber  man's,  1  must  conclude  tiiat  wealth  ioiparte  a  bitd- 
liiue  quality  to  the  possessor,  at  wliicli  the  man  in  native  poverty 
would  have  revolted.  What  has  led  me  to  this  is  the  idea  of  so  uincli 
merit  as  Mr  Allan  possesses,  and  such  riches  as  a  nabob,  or  governor 
contractor,  possesses,  and  wliy  do  not  tliey  form  a  mutual  league!  Let 
Wealth  shelter  and  cherish  nnprotecte<l  Merit,  and  the  gratitude  and 
celebrity  of  that  nieril  wilt  richly  repay  the  outlay. 

Man*  Si 
In  fact,  I  am  writing  yon  a  journal,  and  not  a  letter.     A  bnstle  of 
business  has  laid  my  epistolary  pen  aside  in  silence,  since  I  took  it  up 
last  to  you. 

I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  Tliomson  wlilcli  has  filled  nie 
with  self-reproaches.  I  will  directly,  and  in  good  earnest,  set  about 
his  work.  I  am  sorry  I  did  not  know  him  when  I  was  in  Edinburgh ; 
but  I  will  tell  you  a  plot  which  I  have  been  contriving :  you  and  be 
shall  in  the  course  of  this  summer  meet  me  Half-way ;  that  is,  at  the 
'Bield  Inn  ; '  and  there  we  will  pour  ont  a  Drink  Offering  before  the 
Lord  and  enter  into  a  solemn  League  and  Covenant,  never  to  be  broken 
or  forgotten. 

'Whs  Gnl  ibail  rise  to  guig  aws, 

A  cDokold,  cowud  loon  is  he ; 
Wlu  first  beside  hia  cbur  stisll  fa', 

B«  is  th«  King  uuang  tu  Thbeb. 

KOBT.  BUKM& 


TO    HR   JAMES   J0RM80H. 

DimnilD,  SFAmarr]  ITM. 
My  DKAS  Sir— I  send  yon,  by  my  friend  Mr  Wallace,*  forty-one 
eongs  for  your  fifth  Volume.  Mr  Clarke  has  also  a  good  many,  if  be 
have  not,  with  his  usual  indolence,  ctut  than  at  the  coel-3.  I  have  still 
a  good  parcel  amongst  my  hands  in  scraps  and  fragments ;  so  that  I 
hope  we  will  make  shift  with  our  last  volunie. 

*  Ilr  WillKB  Til  a  young  'writer'  En  DunifrJH.    He  dsHn'ei  honoanbl*  nieDtlan  [B 
the  Ure  or  Bume  on  uxb 
dste,  In  behiir  of  Ihe  bem 


VoQ  slioald  btive  licaiil  from  lue  long  ngo :  liul  titer  and  kbi>vn  vnnw 
vexatious  sliari!  in  the  pecuiiituy  Iomhs  u(  tliwe  arcurunt  tiui».  I  liav«, 
all  thia  winter,  been  (ilainicil  wltU  luw  npiritii  niitl  liluu  <li9vllii:  bu  UikI 
I  have  almost  liuug  my  liur^i  upon  tlie  willow  itvtw. 

I  have  got  an  old  Highlaml  dnrk  for  which  1  lutve  great  vutieratioo, 
ai  it  once  was  the  durk  of  I^onl  finlmerino.  *  It  fell  into  bud  hands  who 
Btrippeil  it  of  the  ailver  niuauliu};,  an  well  •«  tlit^  knife  aiid  fork.  I  have 
Kome  tlioiigliU  of  Bending  it  to  yout  care  to  gel  it  uiountwl  aiiew.  Our 
frienil  CInrke  owes  uie  on  account,  aonicwliere  abnut  a  pounil,  which 
would  ea  a.  i^ood  way  in  paying  the  exi>vnM&  1  rBnicmber  yua  one* 
settled  an  acconnl  in  thin  way  before  ;  and  ««  yon  Btlll  liAve  money 
matters  to  settle  with  liini,  you  might  ooconiniodnte  us  Will.  I  do  iMt, 
mv  ilenr  Sir,  wish  you  to  dn  iJiis;  and  t  lic|;  ynu  will  not  liint  it  ta 
Mr  Clarke ;  if  we  Aa  it  nt  alt,  I  will  hrpiik  it  lu  liim  my>elf.  My  bent 
cumpliiueata  to  your  worthy  old  father  and  your  better  half.— Vnuni, 
Hour,  lluaxtji 


TO    M  «    . 


1    J0HX30M 


Mr  DEAB  FRIKNrt— I  iliuuk  yuu  for  your  kind  preMnt  of  poor 
RidilellB  Ilook.t  Deiiend  upon  it  that  ynnr  fifth  volume  shall  not  be 
for^'otten.  In  the  meantime,  I  have  gotten  you  two  new  KuWriben, 
Patrick  Heron,  Eaijnire  of  KerrocUtree,  and  Majur  Heion  of  Kerroclitre& 
PlettMt  put  ufi  two  seta  of  your  fonr  volumes  and  direct  them  M  above, 
and  leave  tliem  tit  Mr  Heron's,  George  Square.  Please  do  it  on  receipt 
of  tliis,  as  there  will  be  a  carrier  from  Kerrochtree  in  Edinburgh  thia 

1  liave  just  been  gelling  three  or  four  Hongs  for  your  book.  Pray, 
will  you  let  me  know  how  niiuiy,  mid  what  are  the,  souga  Urbniii  liaa 

borrowed  from  your  Miiseiiiit  f    Yuurs,  H.  B. 

[DUUFIUCI,)  JuK  WIS,  l'9l. 


JAMES    JOHNSON    TO    B  O  B  E  It  T    BURNS. 
Mv  VKRY  DE.iii    Friknb— Your  ailitinnxl   favours   with   the    Durk 
I,  und  atii  ashamed  I  iliit  not  write  to  you  sooner  concerning 
mt  the  Bongs   Mr   Ilrl>ani   bad   taken,  but  I 


In 


what  yoi 

defered  till  I  could  inform  you  tlint  Ihe  fifth  Volnme  was  actully  liegii 
which  ia  now  the  case.  Mr  Clarke  has  given  me  some  to  begin  with 
and  lie  in  liusiu  witli  more ;  he  luis  promised  to  }itiid  lue  aguiug.  Pluosa 
accept  my  warmest  thanks  for  all  your  kind  favouni  and  wishes.    I 

neriiio  (16SS-1T40)  wu  bsbwlcl  on  TuHir  Hill  for  hi* 
aHd  Bmttr  Ttna,  by  the  Ut«  Bulwt  Itldilel  ot  Qlsn- 


ilitb  and  lut  1. 


coold  liave  it  in  my  power,  tint  to  serve  yon,  tliis  fresh  su^ily  lias 
added  uew  life  to  me  as  I  am  trembliug  for  fear  lest  we  sboulU  nut 
make  up  the  Number.  I  sliould  Lave  been  gled  bo  liave  beanl  from 
you  along  with  the  [)arcel ;  but  suspect  you  have  beeu  augty  with  me 
as  I  did  not  answer  your  last  favour.  1  sliall  take  care  to  the  veiior- 
able  Itelick  of  liiihtierino  as  soou  hs  powLbell — there  has  been  lately 
puhliabcd  2  volumes  of  Scots  Songs  in  London.  I  think  we  might 
cull  a  few  son({B  from  tliem.  Tliere  is  some  songs  in  it  without  tunes 
which  my  father  am!  jour  Humble  Servant  at  least  can  have.  Mr 
Clarke  will  take  tliciii  off.  They  have  been  very  free  in  their  praHce : 
they  dcBerve  to  be  prosecuted — there  is  a  Mr  Watland  a  Music  Seller 
in  Edinr.  thinks  no  more  sin  to  take  out  of  the  Afaieum  and  print 
thent  single  songs  then  a  beggar  would  in  taking  a  hUfpeny.  However, 
my  friend,  I  do  not  mention  this  that  your  productions  are,  nr  may  be 
bound,  but  I  nieution  tliis  of  Pirates  taking  witliont  your  or  our  advice 
and  laling  and  saying  tliey  will  take  any  of  tliem  they  please  and 
saying  1  may  be  tliankfull  they  do  not  print  them  all  as  they  have 
BH  good  a  right  as  ine.  However  1  leave  this  but  it  would  be  well 
done  to  give  a  check  at  home  po  as  to  keep  those  at  a  distance  in 
some  sort  of  awe. 

My  Dear  Friend,  I  must  still  beg  you  to  add  another  favour.  However, 
I  do  not  know  if  your  delicacy  will  permit  you,  but  if  you  would  do  it, 
it  would  lie  a  particular  kindness  doing  me.  You  know  your  and  my 
worthy  friend  Mr  Robt,  Riddel  had  a  book  of  Music  engraved  by  uie, 
of  which  he  made  a  iwllemn  promise  before  these  Witnexses,  Mr  Sl«)>lien 
Clarke  and  Mr  SmelUe  the  printer,  tbat  if  the  Book  did  not  pay  itself 
within  a  liuiiteil  time  he  (Mr  Itiddel)  would  pay  the  Itallancc.  I  did 
writ«  Mrs  Kiddel  tc  the  same  purpose  several!  niontlis  ago.  I  did  not 
choose  to  press  her  by  a  second  letl«r  lest  it  slioulil  rise  a  |)ang  for  ihe 
Deceased  but  would  beg  of  you  to  mention  it  in  as  tender  a  manner  as 
possibelt  (you  know  the  properest  methoil)  to  take  her.  I  shall  be  as 
easy  as  possibell  and  will  compromise  the  matter  in  as  easy  a  way  as  I 
can:  the  whole  Sum  for  Engraving,  printing,  &c.,  is  £18,  10.  3.,  and  I 
am  persuaded  I  have  not  sohl  10  copies  ;  it  ivas  against  my  will  to 
have  medled  with  that  publication  as  I  was  scrten  it  would  not  sell 
and  of  which  Mr  Clarke  is  witness.  If  Mm  BiilHel  would  make  any  kiud 
of  offer  so  aa  to  ^et  tins  business  settled,  and  if  she  chnse  she  niay  liave 
some  copies  of  the  book  to  give  to  her  acquaintance. 

Below  is  the  list  of  songx  Mr  Uriiani  took  out  of  the  JUiiteum,  which 
he  soliciteil  anil  1  made  him  welcome.  I  need  not  mention  the  others, 
as  they  arc  to  lie  had  almost  in  every  book  of  Scots  Simgs.  My  father 
and  Wife,  who  is  now  moving  alKiut,  desire  to  lie  remembered  in  the 
kindest  manner  to  yon  and  MrH  Bums.  And  I  rest,  Dear  Friend,  your 
much  obliged  and  Humble  Servant,  Jamiu  Johnson. 

[The  list  includeii  'Loiil  Gregory,'  'I'll  lay  me  down  and  die,' 
music  by  a  young  lady ;  &c.] 


^xir  i(»v«'Iy  lass  ()'  Inverness, 

Nac  joy  nor  pleasure  ean  she  sec  ; 
For  e\'n  ami  niorn  she  eries,  'Alas!' 

An<l  ay  tlie  Siuit  tear  blins  her  e'e  ; 
*Dru/ho88ie  Moor* — Driimossio  day — 

A  waefu'  day  it  was  to  me  ! 
For  there  I  lost  my  father  dear — 

My  father  dear  and  hrethreu  tlirea 

*  Their  winding-sheet  the  bluidy  clay, 

Their  graves  are  growing  green  to  see 
And  by  them  lies  the  dearest  lad 

That  ever  blest  a  woman's  e'e  ! 
Now  wae  to  thee,  thou  cruel  lord,f 

A  bluidy  man  I  trow  thou  be  ; 
For  mony  a  heart  thou  has  made  sair 

That  ne'er  did  wrang  to  thine  or  thee  I 

[Tlie  first  half-stanza  of  this  song  is  from  an  old  ooniposi 


A    RED,     RED    ROSE. 
TUNB— (?raAam**  Strathspey. 

0  my  Luve  's  like  a  red,  red  rose 
That 's  newly  sprung  in  June ; 
0  my  Luve  *s  like  the  melodie 


1 


Till  a'  tlie  seas  gang  dry,  my  Dear, 

And  tlie  KKka  melt  wi'  the  sun; 
0  I  will  love  thee  atill,  my  dear, 

While  the  Bands  o'  life  shall  run. 
And  fare  thee  weel,  my  only  Luve  I 

And  fare  thee  weel  a  while ! 
And  I  will  come  again,  my  Luve, 

Tho'  it  were  ten  thousand  mile  1 


[Tills  song  ivas  written  by  Burns  as  an  improvement  iipnn  a  street 
ditty,  wliicli  Peter  Buolian  says  was  coniposcd  by  a  Lieutenant  Hinclies, 
as  a  farewell  to  iiLi  sweetlieavt,  nlien  on  tlie  evs  of  parting.  Various 
versions  of  tiie  original  song  are  giien  in  Hogg  and  Motlierwell's  edition 
of  Bamii,  including  one  from  a  stall  slieet  containing  'fix  excellent 
new  gongs,'  wliicli  Motlierwell  conjectures  to  have  been  print«il  abont 
ITTO,  and  of  wliicli  liiis  copy  bore  tliese  words  on  its  title,  in  a  cbildisli 
scrawl  l>elieve<l  to  l>e  tliat  of  tlie  Ayrshire  bard,  '  Kolnne  Bums  angbt 
this  bulk  and  no  other.'  A  somewhat  better  version  than  any  of  tliese 
was  publtsbed  hy  the  lats  Robert  Hogg  in  1833 : 


0  Fare-thee-vell.  my  own  true  lave. 


Ten  thousand  mile  is  s  long,  long  mj. 

When  from  nie  70U  ars  gons : 
Tou  leave  me  here  to  Itunent  snd  sigh. 

Bat  jou  never  can  hew  iiiy  moan. 

ThoDgh  mil  our  frieoda  shoald  never  be  pleased  • 
Tfaey  are  grown  n  toftf  and  high— 

1  never  will  break  the  rowi  I  have  mode. 
Till  the  Stan  fall  from  the  akj. 

TiU  the  stars  faU  from  the  akj,  my  love. 

And  the  rocks  melt  wi'  (he  sun  : 
I'll  aye  prove  true  to  thee,  my  love. 

Till  alt  these  things  am  done. 
Do  you  not  see  yon  tortio-dave 

That  sits  on  yonder  trceT 
It  is  iTiikin^f  its  niosn  for  the  loss  of  its  lovs, 

As  I  shall  do  fur  thee. 

Now  fkre-thee-vell,  my  deareit  love, 

Till  I  return  on  shore ; 
And  thou  shslt  be  my  only  love, 

Thongh  it  were  for  overmors. 


THE    MIN8TKKL   AT    LINCLUDKN 
T VSR— Cumnock  Ftalou. 
As  I  stood  by  yon  lootloes  Wwer, 

Wliere  the  wa'-flowor  scouts  the  dewy  air, 
Wlioro  the  houlat  mounis  in  liiT  ivy  Imwor  w»l 

Aitd  telle  the  midnight  luuuit  her  uiK. 

(Jhonm^A  lassie  all  alone  woa  making  licr  ihimiii, 
Lniticuting  our  lads  beyond  lliu  eea  ; 
In  the  bltiidy  wars  thny  fn',  rvnd  cnir  honor's  gniiP  iiml  ii', 
Aud  biuken-hc'ArtoiI  we  mauii  die.  luwi 

Tlie  winds  were  laid,  the  lur  wob  etill, 

The  stars  they  shot  along  the  sky ; 
The  tod  was  howling  on  the  hill 

And  the  distont-oclioiuf;  glens  reply 

Tlie  bum  odown  its  hazelly  path 

Was  mailing  hy  the  min'd  wa', 
HiiHting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nitli 

Wliase  roarings  seem'd  tu  rise  iind  fa'. 

The  caiikl  blae  north  was  streaming  forth  lauisn-hnsd 

Her  lights,  wi'  hissing,  eerie  din, 

Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift  Aibnrt 

Like  Fortune's  favors,  tint  as  win'.  loti 

Now,  looking  over  firth  and  fauht,  -Jift'i^itiiu 

Her  horn  the  pale-fuc'd  Cynthia  ivar'd, 

When  lo  !  in  form  of  Minstrel  nuld 

A  stem  and  stalwart  gbaist  a]ii>eiir'd.  ghcHt 

And  frae  his  harp  sin  strains  did  flow  rroiii-»uch 

Might  rous'd  tlie  slumbering  Dead  to  hear  ; 

But  oh,  it  was  a  tale  of  woe 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear  ! 


He  sang  wi'  joy  hia  fonuer  day  ; 

He,  weeping,  wail'd  hU  latter  times  j 
But  what  he  said  it  was  nae  play — 

I  winna  vcntur  't  in  my  rhymea 


OUT  OVER  THE   FORTH.* 

Tune— CAfiriie  Oordon'*  xodcome  Hamt. 

Out  over  the  Forth  I  look  to  the  North ; 

Itiit  whnt  i8  Die  North  ami  its  Highlands  to  me^ 
The  South  nor  the  East  gio  ease  to  my  breast, 
Tlie  far  foreign  land  or  the  wild  rolling  aca. 

But  I  look  to  the  West  when  I  gae  to  rest. 

That  happy  my  dreamg  and  my  slumbers  may  be : 
For  far  in  the  Weat  lives  he  I  lo'o  beat, 
Tlie  lail  that  is  dear  to  my  babic  and  me. 


L0TTI8,    WHAT    RECK    I    BY   THEEIt 
TCNB— /,o«M,  nhat  Beck  I  by  Thee  ? 
Louis,  t  what  reck  I  by  thee  ? 

Or  Geonlie  §  on  his  ocean  T 
Dyvor,  beggar  louns  to  me,  irodhiei 

I  reign  in  Jeanie'e  boBom  t 


Let  her  crown  my  love  her  law, 
And  in  her  breast  enthrone  me : 

Kings  and  notions,  swith  awa  ! 
Reit  randies,  I  disown  ye  ! 


"  Writing  to  Alcnmler  CimnfrEhiiTi  an  lUh  Hirch  IT! 
■nn  at  thii  Kinit.  <l>iicril>lng  It  u  '  i  hillact  [  har«  Jnit  i 
I  It  hu  been  corijectiirwl,  fWnn  Ihti  illmton  to '  Janl 
r0t\  br  Biimi  on  the  mirlviil  of  IiIfi  wife  it  ElllilMiI  It 


qnleh— begoM 

Thl»f-begg»™ 


1,  howerer,  menly 


^^3!^H 
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LIFB  AND   WORKS  W   BtTllSa. 

CHARLIE,   HE'S  MY   DAHLING 

Twaa  on  a  Monday  moming 

Eight  early  in  the  ywir 

Thnt  Charlie  came  to  our  town, 

The  young  Chevalier. 

CSutrtu — An'  CliatUe,  ho  'a  iny  darling 

My  dnrliiig.  my  .l/irling, 

Charlie,  ha  'h  my  darling. 

The  young  Cheviilier. 

Aa  be  was  walking  up  the  aUbet 

The  city  for  to  view. 

0  there  ho  sinod  a  bonie  law 

The  window  looking  thro'. 

Sae  light 'a  he  jimjied  up  the  stnir 

Ami  tilled  at  tho  ym  :* 
And  wha  sao  ready  as  hersel 
To  let  the  laddie  in  ! 

He  Bet  his  Jenny  on  hia  knee, 
All  in  his  Highland  dress ; 

For  brawlie  well  he  ken'd  the  way 
To  please  a  bonie  lass. 

It's  up  yon  heathery  mountain, 
And  down  yon  scroggy  glen,  "bonn 

"We  daur  na  gang  a  milking, 
For  Charlie  and  his  men. 


THE  COOPER  0'  CUDDY. 

Tune— Bo^  at  the  BousUr. 

The  Cooper  o'  Cuddy  cam  here  awa. 

He  ca'd  the  girrs  out  o'er  us  a' ; 

And  our  gudcwife  has  gotten  a  ca' 

That  anger'd  the  silly  gudeman,  ( 

of  m  houae-door  Uiere  uaed  to  Ite  ftttnrliad  ft  riapl' 
ft  1ao«e  fttriiig  fttbch«d.    T\^\»  nude  ft  loud  iioIh  r 


-^ 


» 


ChoniB — We  '11  hide  the  cooper  behind  the  door. 
Behind  the  door,  behind  the  dour, 
We  '11  hide  the  cooper  behind  the  door, 
An'  cover  him  under  a  mawn,  0. 

He  sought  them  out,  he  sought  them  in, 
Wi'  deil  hae  her !  and  deil  line  him  1 
But  the  body  lie  was  sae  doited  an'  blin' 

He  wist  nu  whare  be  was  gaun,  0,  knew  m, 

They  cooper'd  at  e'en,  they  cooper'd  at  mom, 
Till  out  gudcnian  has  gotten  the  scorn  ; 
On  ilka  brow  she 's  planted  a  hom 
And  Bwears  that  there  they  sliall  stan',  0. 


SOMEDODYl 
Tune— foi'  the  Sake  ofSomthody. 
My  heart  is  sair,  I  <lare  na  tell,  i 

My  heart  is  sait  for  Somebody ; 
I  could  wake  a  winter-night 
For  the  sake  o'  Somebody. 
Oh-hon  !  for  Somebody  t 
Oh-hey  !  for  Somebody  ! 
I  could  range  the  world  around 
For  the  sake  o'  Somebody  1 

Ye  Powers  tliat  smile  on  virtuous  love, 

0,  sweetly  amilo  on  Somebody  ! 

Frae  ilka  danger  keep  bini  free  Prom  » 

And  send  me  safe  my  Somelx)dy  1 

Oh-hon !  for  Somebody  I 

Oh-hey  !  for  Somebody  ! 

I  wad  do — ^what  wad  I  not  % —  »« 

For  the  sake  o'  Somobo<ly  I 

[' The  whole  of  tliia  rang  was  written  liy  Buina,  except  tlio  tliinl  n 
fonrtli  line*  of  stanza  liret,  wliich  are  taken  from  Ramsay's  song  mik 
tlie  sanie  title  and  Ui  the  same  old  tone.' — Stkshocsb.] 


WILT   THOU    BE    MY    DEABIET 
AlB—T/,t  SiUot'i  Doehltr. 

Wilt  thou  be  my  Dearie? 

Wlien  sorrow  wrings  thy  gentle  heart 

0  wilt  thmi  let  me  piicnr  thoc  1 
By  Iho  troasura  of  my  »oul, 
Tliat  '9  tho  love  I  Iteor  thoe  I 

1  swcitr  mid  vow  Umt  only  thoa 
aimll  evPr  be  my  Doario ; 
t)nly  thou,  I  swonr  nnd  vow, 
Shflll  ever  be  luy  IXMirin  i 

I^Mie,  Bay  thou  lo'ne  ine  ! 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  na  be  roy  ain. 
Say  na  thou  It  refuso  me  I 
If  it  winno,  cnnna  1h^ 
Tlmu  for  thine  may  chiise  ma, 
I^t  me,  Losaie,  quickly  die, 
Trusting  that  tdou  lo'es  me  ; 
Lnaeie,  let  me  quickly  die, 
Trusting  that  thou  lo'cs  me  1 


LOVELY     POLLY     STEWART. 

TCNK— roM'ne  wtleome,  Charlie  Stewart 
0  lovely  Polly  Stewart  I 

0  charming  I'olly  Stewart ! 
There  's  ne'er  a  flower  that  blooms  in  May 

That 's  half  bo  fair  as  thou  art ! 
The  flower  it  IJaws,  it  failes,  it  fa's. 

And  art  can  ne'er  renew  it ; 
But  worth  and  truth  eternal  youth 

Will  gie  to  Polly  Stewart ! 

May  ho  whnae  anna  shall  fauld  thy  ch/irms 

PosBfSH  a  leal  nnd  tnie  heart ! 
To  him  1)0  given  to  Iten  the  Heaven 

He  groapa  in  Polly  Stewart  I 


L 


0  lovely  Polly  Stewart ! 

0  charming  Polly  Stewart  t 
There  'a  ne'er  a  flower  that  blooms  in  May 

That  'b  half  bo  fair  aa  thou  art  1 

Mary  Stewart,  the  subject  of  these  verses,  was  a  g^rl  about 
seventeen  or  eighteen  years  of  ago  when  they  were  written,  havii^ 
been  bora  in  1775.  She  was  the  daughter  of  William  Stewart, 
resident  factor  on  the  Rev.  James  Stewart  Menteith's  Dumfries- 
shire estate  of  Closebum.  She  married  her  cousin  Ishmael 
Stewart  of  Springfield,  by  whom  she  had  three  sons.  Ishmael 
Stewart  had  to  leave  the  country  under  a  cloud  j  it  has  never 
been  discovered  what  became  of  him.  Folly  next  married  George 
Welsh,  farmer  of  Nowtonmains  and  grand-uncle  of  Jane  Welsh 
Carlyle.  The  result  of  this  marriage  was  two  daughters.  It 
proved  unhappy,  and  Polly  went  in  1806  to  reside  with  her 
father,  who  had  retired  from  Closehum  to  livo  in  Msxwelltown, 
Dumfries.  There  ehe  became  attached  to  a  Swiss  officer  of  the 
name  of  Fleitz,  one  of  a.  number  of  French  prisoners  of  war  re- 
siding in  Dumfries.  She  accompanied  him  t«  France,  where  he 
found  employment  among  the  mercenaries  of  Louis  XVIII.  On 
Uieir  dismissal  Fleitz  went  with  Polly  to  Switzerland,  where  ho 
died.  She  then  took  refuge  with  a  cousin  in  Florence.  She 
ultimately  died  in  a  lunatic  asylum  in  1847  in  the  seventy-second 
year  of  her  age,  having  survived  all  her  children. 


WAE    IS    MY    HEART. 
Tune— IFoe  it  my  Heart. 
Wae  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear 's  in  my  e'e ;  rot 

Lang,  lang  joy 's  been  a  stranger  to  me ; 
Forsaken  and  friendless  my  burden  I  bear, 
And  the  sweet  voice  o'  pity  ne'er  sounds  in  njy  ear. 

Love,  thou  hast  pleasures,  and  deep  hae  I  loved ; 
Love  thou  hast  sorrows,  and  sair  hae  I  proved ; 
But  this  bruised  heart  that  now  bleeds  in  my  brcnst, 
I  can  feel  by  its  throbbings  will  soon  be  at  rest. 
YOU  IT.  q 


UPB   AND    VORXS  OF  BURKS. 

O  if  I  were  vliero  happy  I  hno  boen ; 
Down  by  yon  stroam  and  yon  bonio  cfwUe-greon  ; 
For  tliere  he  is  waud'ritig,  nnd  musing  »n  nin, 
Wlia  wad  soon  dry  the  tear  frae  I'Lillw's  o'e.* 


HERE'S   TO   THY    HEALTH,    MY    nONlK   LASH-t 
TlTNE — Laggan  Bum. 

Kore  'b  to  thy  health,  my  bonir  Inwi, 

Gude  night  and  joy  be  wi'  tliuo  ; 
I'll  come  iiae  mair  to  thy  bowe^dool 

To  tell  tliee  that  1  loe  theo. 

0  dinna  think,  my  pretty  pink, 
But  I  can  live  without  tlieo: 

1  vow  and  swonr  I  dinna  care 

How  long  ye  look  about  yo. 

Thon  'rt  ay  sae  free  informing  me 

Thou  hoet  itae  mind  to  marry  ; 
1 11  be  OS  free  informing  thee 

Nae  time  hoe  1  to  tarry, 
I  ken  thy  friunds  try  ilka  means  kn-v 

Frae  wedlock  to  delay  thee, 
Depending  on  some  higher  chance — 

But  fortune  may  betray  thee. 

I  ken  they  ecom  my  low  esL-iu>, 

But  that  doea  never  grieve  me ; 
For  I  'm  aa  free  as  any  ho, 

Sma'  sillor  will  rolicvs  me.  umix  ironvj' 

■  iiiny  liBTB  liMn  '  iBuilerliig  ill 
iir  over  ind  nndH  ucun  Uw 
kmI  »  •BVBn.lir.-    Th«  lut  two 


il  to  be  Bumii'i,  but  to  ba  dim  of  thaw  BuitDiar  illLtlaa 
iTore  111*  FttVirU  In  Uuit  way  whb  knoirn.  Bat  Inteniil 
(LMIiurehip. 


I  count  my  Iieolth  my  greatest  wealth 

Sae  long  as  I II  enjoy  it ; 
I'll  fear  ime  scant,  I  '11  bode  nae  want, 

As  lang's  I  get  employment. 

But  far-off  fowls  hae  feathers  fair, 

And  ny  until  ye  try  them ; 
Tho'  they  eoem  fair,  atill  have  a  care 

They  may  prove  as  bad  as  I  am. 
But  at  twal  at  nij;]it,  when  the  moon  shines  bright,  twelve 

ilLy  dear,  I  '11  come  and  see  thee  ; 
For  the  man  that  loves  his  miatrees  weol, 

Nne  travel  makes  him  weary. 


Of  tho  songs  which  appeared  in  Johnson's  fifth  volume,  there 
are  othera  which  Bums  had  to  some  extent  amended  as  they 
IMtssed  through  his  hands ;  but  as  the  songs  themselves  are  of  no 
great  merit,  and  the  improvements  by  Bums  have  only  slightly 
modifier]  their  rough  and  often  indelicate  stanzas,  they  are  post- 
poned to  a  subordinate  place  in  this  work.  After  all,  the  fifth 
volume  of  Johnson  did  not  exhaust  the  contributions  of  the 
poet,  for  in  the  sixth,  published  in  1803,  there  are  a  few  pieces 
undoubtedly  by  him. 

ANNA,   THY  CHARMS   MY   BOSOM   FIRE. 

Tune— Bo»ny  Mary. 

Anno,  thy  charms  my  bosom  fire 

And  waste  my  soul  with  care ; 
But  ah !  how  bootless  to  admire 

^Yhcn  fated  to  despair ! 
Yet  in  thy  presence,  lovely  Fair, 

To  hope  may  be  forgiv'n : 
For  sure  'twere  impious  to  despair, 

So  much  in  sight  of  Heaven. 

[Composeil  on  a  tweetlieart  of  Alexander  Ciinningliam  —  she  who 
afterwnnls  jilted  him.  See  letter  to  Cnnningliani,  tlh  May  ITSD 
(Yol.  HI.,  |>|).  443-445).] 


[   AM]    WUIIK»  L 


8CR00OAM. 
There  vbs  a  wife  woiin'd  in  Cockpen, 

Scniggam  t 
She  brew'd  gudo  alo  for  gtmtlcinon, — 
Sing  aulii  Cowl,  lay  you  down  liy  mo, 
Scrriggiim,  my  dourie,  ruffum! 


The  gudewife's  dochta^r  fell  in  ft  fevw,  tandWj't  diuwiiWr] 

Kuroggam  1 
The  [iriest  o'  the  lariah  fell  in  anither, — 
Sing  iiuU  Cowl,  lay  you  down  by  me, 
Scn'ggiun,  iny  d«ari«,  raffUni  I 

They  Inid  the  twa  i'  the  bed  thopither, 

Scit>ggaiu  1 
That  the  heat  o'  the  tane  might  cool  the  litlior, — 
Sing  imld  Cowl,  lay  you  down  by  mo, 

Bcroggam,  luy  dwiric,  niifum  1 


My    LADY'S    GOWN   THERE'S    GAIRS    UPON" 

My  Lord  a-littnting  he  is  gaiie. 

But  hounds  or  hawks  wi'  him  arc  none ; 

By  Colin's  cottage,  lies  his  gnmo, 

If  Ci'lin's  Jenny  be  at  hame. 


— Hfy  Lady's  gown  thero'e  gnirst  iijion't, 
Anil  gowden  flowers  aae  rare  ujion't; 
But  Jenny'a  jinips  and  jirkinet 
My  hoal  tliinks  nieikle  mair  ui>on  't. 


le  nyi  ■  Jobnio"  'oog  IimIUM  to  i 

ii-b  firtldiotmnc".  In  «t  IfiiRth  gnvp 

il  Pkrt,  «  brlglit-eolDuroa  piMS. 


to  lili  Horii :  bat,  Mae 
irldonti]-  here  mMinlng 


My  Lady 's  white,  my  Lady  'a  rod, 

And  kith  and  kin  o'  Casaillia'*  blude ; 

But  her  teiipund  lands  o'  tocher  gude  donr 

Were  a'  the  cbarma  his  Lordship  lo'ed. 

Out  o'er  yon  moor,  out  o'er  yon  moBB,  <nut 

Wbarc  gor-cocks  through  the  henther  pass,  muor-cock* 

There  wons  auld  Colin's  bonie  lass —  Hvm 
A  lily  in  a  wilderness. 

Soe  sweetly  move  her  genty  limbs,  hutdnran* 

Like  music-notes  o'  Lovers'  hymns ; 
The  diamond-dew  is  her  een  sac  blue, 
"Where  laughing  love  sae  wanton  swims. 

My  Lady 's  dink,  my  Lady 's  drest,  trim 

The  flower  and  fancy  o'  the  west ; 
But  the  Lassie  that  a  man  lo'es  best, 
O  that 's  the  Lass  to  mak  him  blest. 


MEG  0'  THE  MILLt 
Tune — Jaekey  Huuie't  LameiU. 
0  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  has  gotten  t 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  has  gotten  1 
A  braw  new  naig  wi'  the  tail  o'  a  ration —  mg— r«t 

And  that 's  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  has  gotten. 

0  ken  je  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  lo'es  dearly  t 

An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  lo'es  dearly ) 

A  dram  o'  gude  strunt  in  a  morning  early —  atnnig  drink 

And  thai,  's  what  Meg  o'  the  mill  lo'es  dearly. 

0  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  married  t 

An'  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  married  t  1,^^  ^^ 

The  Priest  he  was  oxter'd,  the  Clerk  he  was  carried —  >>/  tiui 

And  that's  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  married.  ™" 


LIKB   ANO    WORKS  OF   E 


O  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  mill  was  bedJivl  1 

An'  ken  yo  how  Meg  o'  tlie  mill  was  bedded  1 

The  gpiKim  gnt  aan  fu'  he  fell  awald  besi'lc  it —  ~?°!'r™ 

Aiul  that  'a  how  Meg  o'  thu  mill  was  bedded. 


JOCKEY'S    TA'RN    THE    PAETINC    KlSa 
TUNB— i/ocA-cy''(  ta'en  the  Faiiing  Kiim. 
Jockey  'a  tn'en  tho  porting  kiiis, 

O'er  the  mountains  he  ih  gano ; 
And  with  luni  ia  a'  niy  lilias, 

Nought  but  griofa  with  mo  nioaia 
SiKire  my  love,  yo  winds  thiit  lilaw, 

Flashy  sleete  and  beating  rain  ; 
Spare  my  love,  thou  feath'ry  aiuiw 

Drifting  o'er  tho  frozen  phiin. 


When  the  shades  of  evening  creep 

O'er  the  day's  fair,  gladsome  e'o, 
Sound  and  safely  may  ho  sleep, 

Sweetly  blyChe  hia  waukeuiug  bo 
He  will  think  on  lier  he  loves, 

Fondly  he  11  repeat  her  name ; 
For,  whare'er  he  distant  roves. 

Jockey's  heo^t  is  still  at  hamo. 


1 

1 


O  LAV    THY    LOOF    IN    MINE,    LASS.* 
Tune— rft«  Cordwaina-»'  ManJu 
A.  slave  to  love's  unbounded  sway. 
He  aft  has  wrought  me  meikte  wae ;      ofun— much  wm 
But  now  he  is  my  deadly  fae,  taa 

Unless  thou  be  my  ain. 


Ckoriu — 0  lay  thy  loof  in  mino,  lass, 
lu  mine,  kas,  in  mine,  lass, 
And  aweax  on  thy  white  hand,  lasa, 
That  thoti  will  be  my  aio. 

There 's  monie  a  lasa  has  broke  my  rest 
That  for  a  blink  I  hae  lo'ed  host ; 
But  thou  art  queen  within  my  brcaat, 
For  ever  to  leniain. 


.  CAULD    IS  THE   E'ENIN'   BLAST. 
TCSB— f^yy  iiamtay.* 

Cauld  is  the  e'onin'  blast 

0'  Boreas  o'er  the  pool. 
And  dawin  it  is  dreary 

When  birks  are  bare  at  Yule. 

Cauld  blaws  the  e'enln'  blast 
When  bitter  bites  the  froet. 

And,  in  the  mirk  and  dreary  drift. 
The  hills  and  glens  are  lost. 

Ne'er  aae  murky  biew  the  night 

I^at  drifted  o'er  the  hill, 
But  bonie  Peg-a-Romsey 
Gat  grist  to  her  mill. 


aERE'S   NEW%    LASSES,    NEWS. 
'  There  'a  news,  lasses,  news, 
Gude  news  I  've  to  tell  I 
There 's  a  boatfu'  o'  htds 
Come  to  our  town,  to  seU. 

le  of  wUdk  li  qootsd  Id  THIU  tli^ 


UFB  ASD  wonKs  or  bdbxs. 

Ckorim — '  The  wean  wnnta  a  crodXe, 

Ajid  t-lie  cnwllu  ivuuU  a  cut ; 
A»'  1 11  no  gang  to  my  bod 
Until  1  get  a  dixL' 

Father,'  quo'  she,  '  Mitliisr,'  quo'  Blt-^, 

'  Do  wliut  you  UAii, 

I  'II  no  gang  to  ray  bud 

Until  I  get  a  mau. 

'  I  hae  as  gude  a  craft  rig 

As  made  o'  yinl  niid  stane  ; 
And  wdy  fa'  the  ley-cral>,  Ul  i 

Foi  I  maun  till 't  itgain.' 


O    MALLY'S    MEEK,    MALLY'S    SWERT. 
Ab  I  was  walking  up  tlio  Etreitt, 

A  barufit  maid  I  chanc'd  to  meet ;  l 

But  O  the  road  wiw  very  hard 

For  tliat  fair  mjviden's  tender  fei^l 


Clionut — 0  Mally  'a  meek,  Mally  'a  sweet, 
Mally  'b  modest  and  discreet, 
Maliy  'a  nire,  WoUy  'a  fair, 
Mally  'a  ev'ry  way  compleaL 

It  were  mair  meeb  that  those  fine  feel 
Were  weel  lac'd  up  in  silken  shoon, 

And  'twere  more  fit  that  she  should  sit 
Within  yon  chariot  gilt  aboon. 


1 


Her  yellow  hair,  beyond  coniptore, 

Coniee  trinkling  down  lipr  swau-whito  neck  ;  i 
And  her  two  eyes,  like  stars  in  akies, 

Would  keep  a  sinking  alup  hoe  wreck. 


DUNFRIBS. 

Poetical  piecca  not  yet  given  ore  now  introduced : 

HOW   LONG  AND  DREABY    IS   TH£   NIUUT. 

A  Gaelic  Air. 

How  long  and  dreary  ie  tlie  night, 

When  I  am  frae  my  dearie ! 
I  eleeplesa  lie  frae  e'en  to  mom, 
Tho'  I  were  ne'er  bo  weary ; 
I  sleepless  lye  frae  e'en,  &c 

When  I  tliink  on  tlie  happy  daya 

I  spent  wi*  you,  my  dearie ; 
Aiid  now  what  landa  between  us  lie. 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie ! 
And  now  what  lands,  &c. 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  lieavy  houre, 

As  ye  were  wae  and  weary  i 
It  was  na  aae — ye  glinted  by —  p««<i  qi 

When  I  waa  wi'  my  dearie ; 
It  was  ua  sae,  &c 


BONO— A    BOTTLE   AND   FBIEND. 

'  There  'a  Dane  Ihut  'a  bleat  of  huiiian  kind 
But  the  cheerful  and  the  gay,  man, 

Fal  la,  la,'  &c 

Here 's  a  bottle  and  an  honest  friend ! 

What  wad  ye  wish  for  mair,  man  t 
Wha  kens,  before  his  life  may  end, 

What  his  share  may  be  of  care,  man  t 

Then  catch  the  moments  as  they  fly. 
And  use  them  as  ye  ought,  man  : 

Believe  me,  happiness  is  shy 

And  comes  not  ay  when  sought,  man. 


TUENIEL   MENZIES'    UONIE   MARV.» 
Tune— rA<  liuffian'a  ICaiU. 
In  coming  by  tlie  \mg  a'  Dye, 

At  Darlet  we  a  Uink  did  tarry ; 
As  [lay  was  d&win  in  the  sky. 

Wo  dmnk  a  hooltb  to  bonie  Mury. 

CliQi-us — Theniel  MpnriM'  bonie  ^^ary, 

Theniel  Mensies'  bouie  Kliiry  ; 
CharliQ  Greftor  tint  his  iiluiiUe, 
Kiesiii'  Tlieniol's  boniu  Mary. 

IfRr  een  sae  bright,  her  brow  sae  whiUs, 
Her  hotfet  locka  as  brown  'a  a  Iwrty ; 

And  ay  they  dimpl't  wi'  a  smile, 
The  roey  ch<*kB  o'  bonie  Mary. 

We  lap  and  dano'd  the  lee-lang  day 
Till  Piper  lads  were  wae  ami  weary  : 

But  Chiirlie  gat  Uie  spring  to  pay 
For  kissin'  Theniel's  bonie  Mary. 


THE    CAPTIVE    ItlBBAND. 

Tune — Robie  donna  'jorraeh. 

Dear  Myra,  the  captive  ribband 'a  mine, 

Twos  all  mj  faithful  love  eould  gain ; 
And  would  yoTi  ask  me  to  resign 

The  sole  reward  that  crowns  my  pain  7 

Go  bid  the  hero  who  has  run 

Thro'  fields  of  death  to  gather  fame  ; 

Go  bid  him  lay  hia  laurels  down 

And  all  his  wcU-eam'd  praise  disclaim. 


1 

toMoi 
bmrtntDd 

J! 


The  ribband  ehall  its  freedom  loee — 
Lose  all  the  bliss  it  hod  witb  you, 

And-abaro  the  fate  I  would  impose 
Ou  tbco,  wert  thou  m;  captive  too. 

It  sliall  upon  my  bosom  live 
Or  clasp  Die  in  a  close  embrace; 

And  ftt  its  fortune  if  you  grieve, 
K^trieve  itu  doom  and  take  its  placa 


EPPIE    ADAIK. 
By  love  and  by  beauty, 
By  law  and  by  duty, 
I  swear  to  be  true  to 
My  Eppio  Adait ! 

Ghana — An'  O I  my  Eppie, 

JFy  jewel,  my  Eppie  I 

Wha  wadna  be  happy 

Wi*  Eppie  Adait  I 

A'  pleasure  exile  me, 

IHshonour  defile  me, 

If  e'er  I  beguile  the^ 

My  Eppie  Adair  I 


A     FIDDLER     IN     TH£     NORTH. 
Tune— TA«  King  of  France,  he  rode  a  Race. 
Amang  tbe  trees  where  humming  bees 

At  buds  and  flowers  were  hinging,  O, 
Auld  Caledon  drew  out  her  drone, 

And  to  her  pipe  was  singing,  0  : 
Twas  Pibroch,  Sang,  Strothspeya  and  Reels, 

She  dirl'd  them  alf  fu'  clearly,  0  ; 
When  there  cam'  a  yell  o'  foreign  Bijueels 

Tliut  dang  hei  tapaalteeiie,  0.  hnd 


Liri   AND   WORKS  OP  BUIUI& 

Tlifiir  capon  crows  and  queer  '  )ia,  lia'n,' 

They  made  our  lugB  grow  e«rio,  O  ; 
The  liungiy  bike  did  scr^  and  fyko 

Till  wo  wuro  wae  aud  weary,  0 : 
IJuE  a  royal  ghnist,*  wUa  aiico  was  c«'<I 

A  prisoner  niighlaeii  year  aw«, 
He  fir'.l  a  Fiddler  in  the  North  t 

That  dang  them  tapealteerie,  (J. 


Burna  was  not  of  course  likely  to  mend  hie  brooch  with  tbs 
family  at  WootUey  Park  by  tajupoouiug  Mrs  RiddeL  The  evil 
did  nut  Bt»|)  hon3.  Tlie  Riddels  of  Corse,  by  whose  lireaide  he  had 
spent  so  many  happy  evenings,  took  purt  with  tlwir  (ri<Muls  nt 
Woodley ;  and  '  the  worthy  (Jlonriddel,  deep  read  in  old  ootua,' 
fell  out  with  the  poet  of  the  Whistle.  In  April  he  tlied,  unrocou- 
cileil  to  hia  friend,  who,  remembering  only  liifi  worth  anil  former 
kindness,  immediately  penned  nn  elegiac  aonnet  on  thi;  event. 
It  appeared  in  the  local  uews^'aper  beneitth  tlic  announcement 
of  Gieuriddel's  dcath.t 


SONNET    ON    THE    DEATH    OF    ULENltlDDKU 
No  more,  ye  warblers  of  the  wood,  no  more^ 
Nor  pour  your  descant  grating  on  my  soul  I 
Thou  young-eyed  Spring,  gay  in  thy  verdant  stole, 
More  Welcome  were  to  nie  grim  Winter's  wildest  roar ! 
How  can  ye  charm,  ye  flowers,  with  all  your  dyes ) 
Ye  blow  upon  the  sod  that  wraps  my  frien<l. 
How  can  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend  t 
That  strain  flows  round  th'  untimely  tomb  where  Riddel  Uus. 
Yes,  poTir,  ye  warblers,  pour  the  notes  of  woe. 
And  sooth  tlie  Virtues  weeping  o'er  his  bier  1 

■  Jaiiiial.  ofScvtIand.  deUiunl  etEhtmn  yarn  Ju  the  Tower  by  Henri  IV.  olKng\viA. 

I  FrutdlilyibmtlisrorNellOow. 

I  RiiMel  wu  tnirlfld  In  Dunmre  clmrrbyBrd.  On  K  pUin  bomhilonB  Ihn  rolloiring 
lnu:rl[iliDniicut:  'Tollie  nwnary  of  Rabert  Ulrlilnll,  £iq.  ot  Glenrlildill,  whn  .IciarMU 
tbli  lih  DO  th«  tilt  diy  of  Aprils  17P1,  in  the  VSUi  yat  nf  liK  t&.'  Un  l{ld<l*l,  h<fc 
nirlon,  ilinl  »ven  y«n  liWr  it  llnth. 


The  man  of  worth — and  '  hath  not  left  his  peer ! ' — 
la  in  hia  'narrow  house'  for  ever  darkly  low. 
Thee,  Spring,  again  with  joy  shall  others  greet; 
Me,  memory  of  my  loss  will  only  meet. 

Among  the  marks  of  the  friendship  between  the  Poet  and  the 
Antiquary  were  several  books.  Bums  had  presented  Glenriddcl 
with  an  interleaved  copy  of  Johnson's  Seot«  Mimcul  Miieeian, 
enriched  with  many  manuscript  notes,  and  also  with  a  copy  of  the 
sixth  edition  (1790)  of  Adam  Smith's  Theory  of  Moral  Sentimmts* 
This  latter  bore  inscription : 

s  pneented  by 


He  had  also  transcribed  into  a  volume  for  him  a  number  of  his 
unpublished  poetical  piecca  ;  and  into  another  several  of  his  prose 
compositions.  The  hitter  volume  was  not  yet  completed ;  but  the 
former  had  been  sent  to  Friars'  Carae.  This  volume  not  being 
returned  before  Glenriddel's  death.  Bums,  after  an  interval, 
bethought  him  of  reclaiming  it — a  task  rendered  difficult  by  the 
relation  in  which  he  now  stood  to  the  family.  He  sought  the 
good  ofliceB  of  a  sister  of  Mrs  Riddel. 


TO   MISS    (WOODLEV!). 

IDuUFRin,  tfay  or  Jii»  IIMT) 

Madam— Nothing  short  of  a  kinil  of  alioolute  necessity  could  have 
made  nie  troiiMe  you  with  tliis  letter.  Except  my  ardent  anil  jimt 
esteem  for  your  sense,  tante  and  wortli,  every  sentiment  arising  in  my 
lireaHt,  as  I  pnt  pen  to  paper  to  yon,  is  painful.  Tiie  scenes  1  linve  pant 
with  tlie  frieni!  nl  my  soul  and  hi*  aniialile  connexions  '.  The  wrencli  at 
my  heart  to  think  tiint  lie  is  gone,  for  ever  Rone,  from  me,  never  more  to 
meet  in  the  wanileiings  of  a  wenry  M-orld  !  anil  tlie  cutting  reflection 
of  all,  thnt  I  liail  most  nnfortn  I  lately,  thnngh  most  niidexerveilly,  lost 
the  confidence  of  that  nonl  of  worth,  ere  it  took  its  flight  I 

iS  81>iirt«bnr]r 


LITE   ANI>  WOHIta  ( 
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These,  Mailnni,  are  s«iuiitiona  of  do  ortlinuy  uiRUiali. 
aIho,  may  lie  (iflVinled  with  mime  impiittil  iiiiproptietiM  at  miiv,  wsaA' 
bility,  you  know,  I  po«<R«B,  aiid  niiK^rlty  uonv  will  ileny  niK 

To  oppoHe  thune  prejuillcM  wliit^li  luvf  Iwen  rtuw^  Atntinut  ma  in  not 
tlie  hiiKinecs  of  tUU  lettrr.  ludnocl  it  w  a  wiirftire  I  know  not  how  U> 
wnge.  The  iK>vvera  of  jMwUli'e  vim  I  <*a  iu  Muuie  ile^r«e  caIeu)»M 
an<l  against  direct  mtileTolence  1  ciui  lie  nn  my  imiuil ;  liut  whn  CMi 
eitiniate  the  futility  of  gidity  cn|>ricc  or  wani  otT  tlis  untliinkivg  riIb- 
chief  of  (ire<ripilat«  foUy  T 

I  have  a  favor  to  rajneBt  of  yoD,  MnilMi,  Am)  of  )-onr  *bl«r  Hn 
KoberL  Ilidilel,  Llirougb  your  nieftiiN.  You  kitoir  tlwt  nl  tlie  wlnh  of  my 
late  frienil  I  iiiiule  »  eoIiecUoo  of  all  my  iriHix  in  vnrwi  whicJi  I  IumI  ever 
written.  Tliey  are  many  uf  tbt^tu  loiml,  Mniie  of  tliciu  puerile  tuid  liUjr 
unit  all  of  them  unlit  for  tlie  (lulilio  eye.  Ar  I  liave  wini«  little  fame  U 
Htiike,  a  fame  that  I  truBl  may  live  whon  the  liat«  ol  tJioM  «lio  '  wateli 
for  my  halting'  and  tlie  eontamelinu* snaor of  tlinw  wbuin  aodilcni  Uui 
made  my  HUiteiinnt  will,  with  thcntwdvcB,  1w  gone  to  the  Tcgiuiu  ol 
ol>lit'i'>n,  I  aui  iineiwy  now  for  tl>«  (at«  of  tittwo  mauiurrijita.  WiU  Mn 
itidilel  have  the  t,^^!!!;^!*  to  ilentmy  thorn  or  r«tnm  Iheiu  tn  tneT  Aa 
a  pletlge  of  friendaljip  tlioy  w«m  licwtawcd ;  lUid  that  cireuiiiatanec 
inilccil  was  all  tlieir  merit.  Mntt  unhappily  for  me,  tliat  merit  tlitty  im 
lont'or  pnsHesBi  and  1  hope  that  Mrs  Itiddel'ii  (;oi»ilneMi,  whioh  I  well 
know  nnd  ever  will  revere,  vill  not  refune  this  favor  to  a  iimii  whom 
oho  once  held  in  some  ilej^ee  of  Mtiniatioii. 

With  the  sincerest  esteem  I  have  the  honor  to  be,  Mailaiu,  &c. 

u.  a 

Oil  tlie  let  April  1794,  Woodlcy  I*;irk  was  adverlispd  for  sale. 
Walter  Riddel*  soon  after  inherited  Friars'  Carse  from  his  brother; 
and  that  eetnto  was  in  Jikd  ninnnnr  adviirtiscd  ill  JIllK^  II  woiilil 
a]>]>e.ir  finm  the  following  lutter,  aililrestuHl  poasibly  In  one  of  tlie 
M'Lcods  of  Rnosay,  that  Bums  Look  on  interest  in  tlio  ealo  : 


TO     MR      M'LEOn. 

Dmmtn,  1811  Stiiit  1TM. 

Sir— Tlie  fate  of  Carae  is  determined.  A  majority  of  tlie  TmBteo* 
have  Bxeil  its  sale.  Our  friend,  John  Clarke,  whom  yon  n.iiieni1<er  to 
have  mot  with  here,  ojiiMised  the  mea'-uro  with  all  liiHmii-lit:  butliewu 
overmloil.  He,  winhing  ha  serve  Walter  Riddel,  the  RHrviving  bmtlier, 
wanted  the  widow  to  take  a  given  annuity,  and  make  over  to  him  tba 


*  WilUT  Rlildil  (Had  aboiit  thsslOM  c 
In  mBrtmnnti  at  nimpton  Court.  Tlieii 
t.  Wf<lMli  liiTi<lDnn<^r,  bnt  anrrrvHl  hn  •koi 
l»r  IS.  IS03L  Bmideg  hor  hooli  on  Miiiici 
tributal  tlDwl  pcnnia  to  Ttt  WUrioil  Ul 


itnry.    Nn  Itiilil 


rrfrc)  riillll|Ki  Ltoyd  FtetcU 
'iv  i>iDnth<,  ilrlns  oil  Dm 
11  fbr  putilickUou.    ERw  C( 
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Bnrvivuncy  of  tlie  paternal  estate ;  bnt  luckily,  the  widow  most  cordially 
hates  )ier  brother-in-law,  and,  to  my  knowledge,  would  rather  you  hail 
the  estate,  though  five  hundi-ed  cheaper,  than  that  Wattie  should.  In 
tlie  mean  time  Wattie  has  sold  hia  Woodleypark  to  Colonel  Goldie,  the 
lost  proprietor.  Wattie  gave  £18,000  for  it ;  laid  out  better  than  £2,000 
more  on  it,  and  baa  sold  it  for  £lS,00a  So  much  for  Master  Wattie's 
■ense  and  management,  which,  entre  iiout,  are  about  the  same  pitch 
as  his  worth. 

The  Trustees  have  appointed  a  gentleman  to  make  out  an  eatiniate  of 
the  value  of  tlie  lerrn^ina  in  the  estate,  which  you  know  is  by  far  the 
principle  article  in  the  purchase  :  the  house  and  woods  will  be  valued 
by  some  profTesHional  man.  The  gentleman  they  bave^pitchol  on  is  a 
Mr  Win.  Stewart,  factor  and  manager  for  Mr  Meuteath  of  Closebum. 
Stewart  is  my  most  intimate  friend  ;  and  has  promised  me  a  copy  of  hie 
eetiroate— butflea^elet  this  be  a  dead  secret.  Stewart  was  the  intimate 
and  conndential  friend  of  poor  Hiddel  that  is  gone,  and  will  be  trust«il 
and  consulted  in  all  the  business;  aud  from  him  I  an)  to  know  every 
view  and  transaction.  I  assure  you  it  has  cost  nie  sotntf  niancenvring  to 
bring  this  to  bear ;  but  as  this  kind  of  nnderhand  intelligence  may  and 
will  be  of  very  considerable  service  to  you,  if  you  are  still  thinking  of 
the  purchase,  I  have  in  a  manner  beset  and  waylaid  my  friend  Stewart, 
nutill  I  have  prevailed  on  him.  By  this  day  se'enni^'ht  Stewart  will 
have  made  out  his  extimst«,  and  against  that  day,-  you  shall  hear 
from  me.  As  soon  as  the  advertisement  appears  in  the  pa|)er,  which 
will  be,  Stewart  tells  me,  in  a  fortnight  or  so,  I  will  go  over  the 
woods  with  an  acqiiuatance  of  mine,  who  is  a  twenty  years  experienced 
judge  in  the  way  of  buying  woods ;  and  you  shall  have  the  exact  value 
of  every  stick  on  the  property-  I  could  not  go  over  the  estate  in  that 
way,  you  know,  untiti  the  sale  lie  formally  announced.  The  idea  of  the 
Trustees  is,  to  bring  on  the  sale  in  October ;  so  that  the  puiehascr  may 
enter  at  Martinmasa. 

Now,  my  lately-Rcqiiireil,  but  mnch-vabied  and  highly-honor'd  Friend, 
let  nte  urge  you  to  be  in  earnest  with  this  business.  Here  is  positively 
the  most  beautiful  spot  in  the  lowlands  of  Scotland ;  abnolittely  the 
masterpiece  of  Natnre  in  that  part  of  the  kingdoni  ;  and  would  you  not 
wish  to  call  it  yonrs  ?  This  country  is  charmingly  romantic  and  pic- 
turesque, in  the  whole  ;  'tis  besides  highly  improving  and  improveable, 
and  a  cheap  Country  to  live  in.  You  will  be  within  six  miles  of  the  third 
town  for  importance  and  elegance  in  Scotland — yonr  neighliourhood  will 
abound  in  ■  Honest  men  and  bonie  lawies  '— <lo,  come  and  !«  Imppy,  and 
make  me  in  particular,  and  the  whole  country  happy,  by  sibling  Mr 
M'Leod's  worth  and  Mrs  M'Leod's  amiableness — not  to  speak  of  their 
splendid  fortune  and  distinguished  rank— to  this  already  deserving  and 
enchanting  part  of  the  kingilom. 

You  see  with  that  seirishness  1  have  the  honor  to  be.  Dear  Sir,  your 
obliged  and  devoted  humble  servant, 

BOBT.   BtlRKS. 
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LIFE   AND   WOllKS   OF   BURNS. 


TO   WILLIAM   STEWART. 

In  honest  Bacon's  ingle-neuk 
Here  maun  I  sit  and  think, 

Sick  o'  the  warld  and  warld's  folk, 
An'  sick,  danm'd  sick,  o'  drink ! 

I  see,  I  see  there  is  nae  help, 
But  still  doun  I  maun  sink. 

Till  some  day  laigh  enough,  I  yelp 
*  Wae  worth  that  cursed  drink ! ' 

Yestreen,  alas !  I  was  sae  fu' 
I  could  but  yisk  and  wink ; 

And  now,  this  day,  sair,  sair  I  rue 
The  weary,  weary  drink. 

Satan,  I  fear  thy  sooty  claws, 
I  hate  thy  brunstane  stink. 

And  ay  I  curse  the  luckless  cause — 
The  wicked  soup  o'  drink. 

In  vain  I  would  forget  my  woes 

In  idle  rhyming  clink. 
For,  past  redemption  damn'd  in  prose, 

I  can  do  nought  but  drink. 

To  you,  my  trusty,  well-tried  frlond, 
May  heaven  still  on  you  blink  ! 

And  may  your  life  flow  to  the  end, 
Sweet  as  a  dry  man's  drink  ! 


cliiiimey'Conier 
mutt 


low 
woebelUl 

Testerday-p-drank 

hiccup 

sorely 


briuistono 


■np 


[R.  B.] 


YOU'RE  WELCOME,   WILLIE  STEWART.* 

Come,  bumpers  high,  express  your  joy. 

The  bowl  we  maun  renew  it, 
The  tappet  hen,  gae  bring  her  ben 

To  welcome  Willie  Stewart. 


miiiit 
quart  meaanre 


*  Thia  song  waa  inscribe^l  on  a  crystal  tumbler,  which  was  acquired  by  Sir  Walter  Scott 
and  is  preserved  at  Abbotsfocd. 


Clionu — You  're  welcome,  Willie  Stewart ! 
You  'to  welcome,  Willie  Stewart  ! 
There  'b  ne'er  a  Qower  that  blooms  in  May 
That 's  half  soe  welcome  'a  thou  art ! 

May  foes  be  etrang  aiid  friends  be  slack ; 

Ilk  action,  may  he  rue  it;  Evtr 

May  woman  on  him  turn  her  back 

Tlat  wrangs  thee,  Willie  Stewart  I 


TO    MR    WILLIAM    8TBWABT,    CLOSEDURN." 

Glehcairh  Kiiik,  nnnday  Kmtnf. 
Mv  Dear  SlR-Smellie's  PhUotophy  o/NiUiiral  Iliilory  I  had  lent  to 
MrFhiillater;  aiid  lie  is  in  Eiliii1iiir(,'Ii  at  preMent.  1  tell  you  tliisbeeauM 
I  liate  breaking  n  proniise,  were  it  even  to  tlie  moat  .  .  .  tliat  ever  ,  .  . 
mucli  lens  to  a  Man  whoBc  head  ia  a  credit,  and  whom  heart  is  an  honor, 
to  tlie  works  of  God. 

Tliat  Misconduct  or  Miscliance  may  never  put  a  weapon  in  the  hands 
of  Ill-luck  to  wound  your  peace  is  the  prayer  of 

ROBT.  BVBNS. 

The  William  Stewart  to  whom  this  letter  is  addressed,  and  who 
figures  in  the  preceding  poems,  deserves  some  attention  not  only 
as  the  father  of  the  Polly  Stewart  celebrated  by  Bums,  but  as  one 
of  the  poet's  most  intimate  friends  at  this  pcrio<l.  He  was  born 
about  1750  in  the  iKtrish  of  Closebum,  where  his  father  kept  a 
public-house.  When  he  grew  up,  he  tried  hia  fortune  in  England. 
According  to  local  tradition,  ho  turned  up  as  'a  travelling  Scotch- 
nmn '  in  Lincoln  shire,  and  in  the  course  of  business  called  in  1783 
at  the  Itectory  of  Barrowhy,  and  was  asketl  by  the  Rev.  James 
Stuart  Kfenteith,  the  Kector,  if  he  had  any  personal  knowledge  of 
the  Cl'jsebum  projjorty,  then  advertised  for  sale,  Tlie  result  of 
tliis  inquiry  was  the  purchose  by  Mr  Menteith  of  Closebum  estate 
from  its  proprietor  Kirkpatrick,  and  the  appointment  of  Stewart 
OS  his  resident  factor.  It  was  at  this  time  that '  Willie '  and  the 
poet  became  friendly ;  doubtless  their  intimacy  was  strengthened 


1H  Uri  AKU  WORKS  op  BUttxa. 

by  the  fact  of  SMwartV  finUv  Cutberine  \»mg  mame«!  to  DacoOa 
llie  laiuilonl  of  Brovrnliill  lun-  He  renigiiod  liis  fncbmbip — th*  . 
date  u  given  o»  1793  but  was  |>|T>hat)ly  kur — anil  baik  a  fum  gii  j 
his  own  account  in  tho  ixvrinh  nf  >fortoti  tiii  tUr  Qii>:<.-nBl«rTy  oatata.1 
There  he  Kmniiiml  till  1606,  wheii  lie  tvliml  U>  MaxweUhnm.  f 
From  hie  uill  we  Imtii  that  '  iie  poaseaMxl  thn  lands  of  ]till«w  aai  ] 
tho  hauacs  built  thcroon  lying  in  tlw  pAHuh  of  Tmiupcr  ;  ItA 
ti^nnnt  of  tbroo  farms  belonging  to  the  Biike  of  Qiici>ii8bwT7,  and  1 
jciiiit-tenont  of  Kdhwul  Limew<:irkB ;  aiid  he  hiild  onn-fmirth  duun '  ^ 
of  tho  woollen  mnniifactory  carriml  on  nt  CaRi|>l«  under  Uie  finari 
of  Stewntt,  Miitbimn,  &  Co."  William  Sl«wart  died  in  1612,  and  J 
woa  buried  in  ClnacbuTn  Churcliyord. 


TO    MR    PETEB    HILL. 

Mv  PKAR  FRlK\n~Alloiv  nie  to  intmlitce  Mr  Findlntcr  In  yon,  oar 
SiiporvUnr  o(  Excisn,  nnil  a  gciiLlciiian  of  groat  iiiturinatuni  anil  tlia  fint 
wortli.  I  lia  and  have  lonjt  lain  under  ^ivnt  nhhuations  to  Idni,  anil  by 
way  of  ns-oiiipenHC  (and  what  T  luwiiro  yon  I  think  on  HHiall  one)  I  widi 
to  make  liini  aci]iiaint«il  with  a  man  of  worth  (N]iial  to  hi«  own,  anil  nf 
riwpectaliiiity,  I  am  hujiiiy  to  liemr,  j;i*al  aii'l  ilnily  InereaniTiit.  lie  in 
juRt  Roing :  BO  I  liave  not  a  iiioment  to  u>ll  yon  nf  my  pootfc  iHtainaH. 
l)(  that  Mton. 

1  have  Ijcen  niakinj;  a  Collection  of  all  the  )iIott«I  ncrolis  of  any  lottcn 
I  have  written  ami  which  I  had  Hcmltod,  wliich  I  int«iii1u<l  to  have  given 
tn  poor  Glenridilet.  Alas !  he  is  gon«  1  and  in  him  a  worthy  Prienii,  IkiIIi 
of  yonnt  and  mine.  Many  of  my  latter*  to  yon  yon  wero  plearoil  Ut 
think  well  of,  hnt  writing  to  you  «'hb  nlw^ye  the  reaily  hiiHinewt  of  my 
heart  and  I  scarcely  ever  scrolled  a  line.  Perhapn  a  peniital  of  niy 
Mannacript  wnnld  please  yon.    Yon  Hhall  liave  it. 

FJndlaUsrcan  waitnolont'or.    Jiet  inereconiniond  lilm  tn ynnr civiliticn. 

Allien  1  Roht.  liuKSS-t 

•  From  ■  |a|wr  nil  '  I.nr«lr  ToUt  SMmrt.'  m<l  nn  M  A].ri1  18RS  at  a  martliig  or  Iha 
niiairrlanhlrs  Natnnl  IKilorir  aiid  Anllq  lurlin  SnctMjr  hy  Mr  JvnM  Barboar,  to  nhon  I 
mil  imldbtfl  for  iiniiy  puDtulin  nlilliig  loWilLUiii  and  Mary  niomrt,  mud  olialuut 
l-KH^Ion  Ih«  »l1lt  of  Willlain  SUonrt.  1>i*  •lilrr  Hn  namii,  and  Hannah  I.M  hli 
.Imifibter.    Mr  Bafboiir  aluo  powBMM  soiiia  vnry  patlwllil  WwinmrltUm  In  im  hjr  'mQi* 
rrMM  Sulti^HAhd  Ifl  Mr  Pagan,  ImiWi-er,   Mstwalltown,  inaliliif  litqnirim  H  to  ~ 
clilldnn.    Ill  lliiM  alic  atylH  hunrir  '  M(i7  Stnwart  HctU,'  and  ||1vih  u  hv  aM 
'  LBurmbiiivi  m  Sulwe.  Cai.ton  D'Argavlo.'— W.  W. 

t  Pint  rnbllihrd  <»llh  <hc-*linlt>t)  In  r*(  ComiMt  Worlt  B/notrrf  »»nif  (vnl.  y\„  PI 
dolplila.  1316),  with  nolo;  'Tlitonglnalaftlilx  letter  . . ,  Kin  thacollMtionof  KrFvrdlnand 
J.  Dmr,  Kf^rnes  Blnit,  riillailnliiUia.' 
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The  fact  that  the  soDnet  on  Glenriddel  was  almost  the  only  pro- 
duct of  the  first  half  of  1794  shows  that  Bums  must  then  have 
been  in  a  very  melancholy  frame  of  mind.  During  this  dismal 
period  even  t)ie  pleasant  labouis  into  which  ho  had  been  drawn 
by  Thomson  were  nearly  at  a  standstill — the  following  being 
the  only  portion  of  the  correspondence  which  belongs  to  it : 

QEOROE   THOHSOH   TO    ROBERT   BURHa 

Bdihbduih,  na  Jfrtl  ITU. 

My  dear  Sir— On-ing  to  the  distress  of  onr  friend  [Cnnningliam]  (or 
the  loss  of  liiB  cliild,  at  tlie  time  of  his  receiving  yoar  ailminible  but 
melancholy  letter,  I  liad  not  an  opportunity,  till  lately,  of  perusing  it* 
How  sorry  I  ani  to  find  Bums  saying  '  Canst  thou  minister  to  a  mind 
diseased!' while  he  is  delighting  others  from  one  end  of  the  island  to 
the  otiier.  Like  tiie  hypochondriac  who  went  to  consult  a  physician 
upon  his  case — 'Go,'  says  the  doctor,  'and  see  the  famous  Carlini,  who 
keeps  all  Paris  in  good-h union r.'  '  Alas  I  Sir,'  replied  the  patient,  '  I  am 
that  unliappy  Carlini  1 '  + 

Yonr  plan  for  our  meeting  together  pleases  me  greatly  and  I  trust 
that  by  some  means  or  other  it  will  soon  take  place ;  but  yonr  bacclia- 
nalian  challenge  almost  frightens  me,  for  I  am  a  niiserably  weak 
drinker  I 

Allan  is  mnch  gratilied  by  your  good  opinion  of  liis  talents.  He  has 
just  l)egun  a  sketch  from  yonr  'Cotter's  Saturday  Night'  and,  if  it 
pleases  liinisclf  in  the  design,  lie  will  piobably  etch  or  engrave  it.  In 
subjects  of  the  pastoral  and  linmorous  kind  he  is,  perhaps,  unrivalled 
by  any  artist  living.  He  fails  a  little  in  giving  beauty  and  grace  to 
his  females ;  and  his  colouring  is  sombre,  otherwise  his  paintings  and 
drawings  would  be  in  greater  request. 

I  like  the  music  of  tlie  >  So  tor's  Docliter'  and  will  consider  whether  it 
shall  lie  added  to  tlie  last  volume.  Yonr  verses  to  it  are  pretty  ;  but 
your  humorona  English  pong  to  suit  'Jo  Janet'  is  inimitable.  What 
tliink  you  of  the  air  'Within  a  mile  of  Edinburgh!'  It  has  always 
struck  me  as  a  modern  English  imitation  ;  but  it  is  said  to  1>e  Oswald's, 
and  is  BO  mnch  liked  lliat  I  lielieve  I  must  inclnde  it.  The  versee  ore 
little  lietter  than  namby-pamby.  Do  yon  consider  it  worth  a  stanza  or 
two  I  .  G.  T. 

Gromek  states  that  'in  a  conversation  with  his  friend  Sfr 
Perry — the    proprietor   of   Tlie   Moitiing   Chronicle — Mr  Miller 

■  Tha  Isttir  to  Ur  Cunnloghun,  dstad  ttth  Pttviur;. 

I  Csila  Antonio  BertlnuH,  prormilanslly  knovn  u  Cullno  (dc]  O^Il-SS),  lUlkn  down 
ind  Improilauor,  Mttlad  In  Farli  In  1741,  uu)  tlU  hli  datti  ma  barltqala  far  tatOnia. 
Tba  Starr  1*  n«ul1]r  toM  of  Orlmildl,  who  wu  bom  In  ITTV. 
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[youiigor  of  nnlswinton]  it>pTc*<!iit«il  to  that  gonllemu)  tfae  iamBl> 
cioiicy  ot  Bunis'a  talaty  to  auavui  the  iiniwiiouii  ilmniuu)*  of  a 
niinicroiiB  family.  In  their  sympatUy  for  lii*  mutfortiineSr  and  itt 
their  regret  that  his  tAlenU  vr.tv  ncurly  lust  to  the  world  of  l«tUin^ 
these  gentfemen  tigrvod  uo  the  \Aao  of  aottliiig  him  in  I^noclon. 
To  ncconiitliali  this  moat  dogiroblo  obj<ict,  Mr  Perry  vury  niitHUHlly 
niailo  the  poet  a  handsome  offer  of  an  aimuul  atiiH-mi  for  tha 
exei-cisa  of  his  tolenta  in  liia  iiewa]mpcr.*  Bunis's  icaMiw  fur 
lefosiDg  this  offer  are  stated  io  the  presuit  letter : ' 

TO    PATRICK    HILLKB,    JTH.,    K»U. 

Dbak  Sir— Your  otter  t«  IndMil  truly  grncniu*  Kiid  matt  Nucercly  do 
I  tUaak  yon  for  iti  but  in  my  present  oituUiuii  I  linil  tW  I  dan 
not  accept  it.  Vna  w«11  know  my  pollliesi  HenLiniontA  i  and  were  I 
lui  insular  individu&l,  iuimDnMl«(l  wjUi  a  wif«  and  a  Eandly  of  cidldrwn, 
with  Uie  most  fori  id  enthiu>lH«ni  I  would  have  volnnltwtiKl  iny  aervioce : 
I  thvn  could  and  woulil  havD  dchpued  all  cuiiiMqueiicOH  Ihat  uii^ht  liKve 
Fii»ned. 

Aly  pmapect  in  the  Exri^c  is  nnmethlnK ;  at  leant,  It  ik,  encumliered 
an  I  aiii  wUh  the  ivelfai-e,  tlie  very  uxtstcnnc,  ai  nvar  half-aacore  of 
holpleaa  indii-idaala,  what  1  dare  not  sport  witiL 

In  llie  mean  time,  tlipy  are  moat  welooine  lo  niy  Oile  ['  Smta  wh» 
line '] ;  only,  let  them  insert  it  oh  a  thing  they  have  met  with  bj 
accident,  and  unknown  to  mc.~->'ny.  if  Mr  Perry,  whose  hnnor,  aft*r 
your  character  of  him  1  cannot  dnuht,  if  lie  will  giin  me  an  nildrea* 
anil  channel  by  which  any  thinj;  will  cmnc  aafe  from  Ihete  >|>ie*  with 
whieli  he  may  he  certain  that  liLs  corre*ponilence  ia  licMt,  1  will  now 
anil  then  send  him  any  Ingatclle  thai  I  may  write.     In  the  pmisiifc 

•  RirWalWrBcoll'a  vtowarUuatbunpt  toeatlit  BnnMliillia  laiilii  or  JODraalliun  naf 
hire  •ppToiiriiUlr  b«  given  In  lili  o*ii  mmli:  'Peny,  of  llw  Mcrntns  Ckmialr,  lliiniuli 
my  mronnei  He  Hlllu.  ain>na  Iliinx  lire  juIiimi  k  ■•ok  >•  an  nrwdnwl  nirTM|iondaa^ 
llw  RwrliHi  »  >  rcportar  snH  sn  ■  )(»iiiml  miiUilnitor  If  ho  *ou1il  HtU*  In  lAHdnn.  ■• 
■ImIIdhI  l^  klleglng  bla  «icW  lUiislton  wiw  ■  n-rtain  prnrl.iiii  wlilflh  h>  dlil  ont  Utl  lo 

uica  lo  iKirt  wllh  hii  iuhocKIm  Hi  r>i«iim«.  I  Ihlnk  It  nuit  lia'a  bnii  ■  iiatm 
Df  nvnUr  labour  of  a  Iltaruy  kluit  I  Uiliik  tha  Aiiiiohk  "B«)U  *1ii  Ii**  oI'  Wall 
tinl  iiii[>Hin<a  In  ths  Honiine  CXroxblt.  I  nnwinlKr  rMilliig  II  In  Ibnt  imper,  ■ 
u  Imlnn  iHtlint  >  King  of  ineliKil  tlin«  or  in  IniilAllmi  by  tlia  Brtl  of  our  iiii 
-Thr  Li/,  <i>i:I  Irltirt  r/Jalm  IHInan  Ijieklntrt  (IHIA),  by  Andnw  Laiix  (I'ol.  II.  iip. 
t  f-roiiick  («bo  nm  piibliihni  tbli  loIteT)  HCrlbc.l  tha  liiiMdBnt  lo  Kfi-^-Ur  1 
ni'W  rniTiuvfit  to  what  In  iiiiilaiibtnll)'  lU  proper  lUla  (Vny^  Tha  fart  thai  ' 
rrfmBl  loOtinu'ScoU  wh«  li«  ; '  not.  u  Wr  BcoH  DonglM  cmiJiK-tnml.  th. 
nninnil  WiuhlDgton'n  Blrthilay  ^  ippfaml  In  the  lf-w«l<i#  CknaMt  ot  May  K. 
that  two  dayi  later  ippHnd  'Wilt  Lhmi  be  my  ilntJet'  orttlri  Ibciullit.  Itiini: 
■  miiTDf 'Bmlawliit ha*' to  Mmer  In  January  pncvllnfi:  HIIW  Mnnalohave  rniinilad 
pennlnloii  to  have  it  liiHrtol  In  Perty'i  pBpM. 
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liurry  of  Europe,  uolUing  but  news  Hud  politics  will  be  regarded ;  bnt 
agaiiiBt  the  days  of  [leitce,  wliich  Heaven  send  boud,  my  little  Misistanca 
may  p«r1iapa  lill  up  an  idle  coluiuu  of  b,  Newiipai>er.  I  bave  long  bad 
it  in  iiiy  head  to  try  my  hand  in  the  way  of  little  Proee  Ete&yn,  which 
I  propose  seniling  into  tbe  world  tbrough  the  roedium  of  some  News- 
paper; and  should  tlieee  be  worth  hb  wliile,  to  these  Mr  Ferry  shall 
be  welcome ;  and  all  my  reward  shall  be,  bis  ti-eatiiig  me  with  hie 
Paper ;  which,  by  tbe  bye,  to  any  body  who  has  the  least  relish  for  wit, 
is  a  high  treat  indeed.     How  do  you  like  the  following  clinch  ? 


EXTEMPOBK, 

FINMED    TO    A    lady's    COACH. 

If  you  rattle  along  like  your  miBtreaa'a  tongue, 

Vour  s\nui<l  will  out-rivnl  the  dart : 
But,  a  fly  for  your  load,  you  'II  break  down  on  the  rood 

If  your  stuff  bo  as  rotten 's  her  heart 

Kith. 

If  your  friends  tbink  this  worth  insertion,  tliey  are  welcome. 
Almost  every  day  I  atii  manufacturing  these  little   trifles,  and,  in 
a  dearth  of  news,  they  may  have  a  coiner. 
Voila  un  atre — 

EPIGRAM   ON    A    NOTED   COXCOMB. 

[CAPTAIN    WILLIAM    BODDICK    OP    CORBIETON.] 

'  Light  lay  the  earth  on  Billy's  breast,' 

His  chkkeu  heart  so  tender ; 
But  buihl  a  castle  on  his  head, 

His  scull  will  prop  it  under. 

CUKCtlSR. 

This  is  also  theirs,  if  they  please.  [Neither  of  the  epigrams  was 
inserted.]  With  the  most  grateful  esteem,  1  am  ever.  Dear  Sir,  Yonr 
most  obedient,  ROBT.  BURNS. 

P.S.—k  new  Scota  song.    TUNE,  The  Sutor'M  DotAter. 
Wilt  tbou  be  my  Dearie?    [See  ante,  p.  96.] 

Clearly  Bums  was  afraid  to  make  the  plunge  into  the  unknown 
waters  of  literory  London.     Then  waa  nothing  of  the  speculative 
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in  his  disposition,  and  the  responsibility  attaching  to  the  position 
of  husband  and  father  always  rested  heavily  upon  him.  If  it  is 
possible  that  he  could  have  fitted  a  London  life  into  his  scheme 
of  existence,  he  was  not  the  man  to  run  the  risk  of  abandoning 
a  good  situation  with  a  certain  salary  for  a  precarious  income  to 
be  got  by  partisan  writing.  Besides,  his  prospects  in  the  Excise 
were  at  this  time  brightening ;  his  hopes  of  an  early  appointment 
to  a  supervisorship  were  strong. 

Again,  it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  Bums,  though  certainly 
not  a  rich  man,  and  though  he  had  some  small  debts  hanging 
over  his  head,  was  not  quite  so  sunk  in  poverty  as  to  make  his 
refusal  of  Mr  Ferry's  offer  in  any  degree  censurable.  His  stated 
official  income  was  £50  a  year,  which  usually  rose  to  £70  by 
extra  allowances  for  certain  departments  of  business.  He  had 
not  to  keep  a  horse  out  of  this  little  income ;  when  he  liad  to 
ride  during  the  Dumfries  period  he  hired  one  from  an  inn, 
and  its  expense  was  charged  to  the  service.  There  seem  to 
have  been  other  sources  of  official  income,  of  a  more  doubtful 
nature  :  on  the  back  of  a  song  in  In's  handwriting,  he  noted : — '  I 
owe  Mr  Findlater  £6,  8s.  5^d.  My  share  of  last  yearns  fine  is 
£12,  2s.  Id.,  W.  M.,  £14,  3s.  6d.'  If  this  was  anything  like  the 
average  of  some  other  perquisites,  it  would  make  up  Bums's  official 
revenue  to  something  above  £80  a  year.  It  may  also  be 
remarked  that  his  son  Eobert  believed  that  the  poet  occasionally 
made  a  little  money  land-surveying — which  he  had  learned  at 
Kirkoswald.  Add  to  all  this  the  solid  perquisites  which  he 
derived  from  seizures  of  contraband  spirits,  tea,  and  other  articles, 
which  it  was  then  the  custom  to  divide  among  the  officers,  and 
it  is  plain  that  Burns's  income  could  not  have  fallen  much  below 
£90  a  year.  It  was  indeed  a  slender  income  ;  yet  it  is  certain 
that  very  few  men  of  the  poet's  original  profession,  out  of  East 
Lothian  and  Berwickshire,  drew  larger  profits  from  their  farms. 
It  is  therefore  not  surprising  to  learn  that  Burns,  though  now 
and  then  forced  to  be  beholden  to  a  friend  for  a  small  tem- 
porary loan — we  have  seen  an  example  of  this  when  a  failure 
of  importation  closed  one  of  his  sources  of  extraordinary  income 
— did,  nevertheless,  in  general  maintain  his  household  in  a 
reasonable  degree  of  comfort. 

The  xx>et*8  eldest  son  used  to  speak  of  the  liouse  in  the  Mill 
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Yeonel  oa  being  one  of  a  good  order,  such  as  were  used  in  thoee 
days  by  the  bettor  class  of  citiiens,  and  the  life  of  hb  fatlier  and 
mother  as  being  comparatively  '  genteel'  They  always  liad  a  maid- 
servant and  sat  in  their  parlour.  That  room  and  the  two  princijud 
bedrooms  were  carpeted  and  otherwiae  well  furnished.  The  poet 
possessed  a  mahogany  dining-table,  and  good  company  often  put 
their  legs  under  it  In  the  same  room  stood  hia  folding  desk. 
Not  to  speak  of  the  spoils  of  smugglers,  the  poet  received  many 
presents  of  game  and  country  produce  from  bis  connty  friends, 
besides  occasional  barrels  of  oysters  from  Hill,  Cunningham,  nnd 
other  friends  in  town.  It  is  just  possible  that  he  was  as  much 
envied  by  some  of  his  noighbouis  as  he  Las  since  been  pitied  by 
the  world. 

Jessy  Lewars  (afterwanls  Mre  James  Thomson)  had  similar 
recollectious  of  the  household  in  the  Mill  VenneL  'As  far  as 
Bums  was  left  to  be  guided  by  his  own  inclinations,  his  personal 
domestic  habits  were  generally  simple  and  temperate.  As  he  was 
often  detained  by  company  from  the  dinner  provided  for  bim  by 
his  wife,  she  sometimes,  if  she  thought  he  was  likely  to  be  absent, 
would  not  prepare  that  meal  for  him.  When  he  chanced  to  come 
homo  and  find  no  dinner  ready,  he  was  never  in  the  least  irritated, 
but  would  adilress  himself  with  the  greatest  cheerfulness  to  any 
makeehift  set  before  him.  They  generally  had  abundance  of  good 
Dunlop  cheese,  sent  to  them  fay  tlicir  Ayrshire  friends.  The  poet 
would  sit  down  to  bread  and  cheese,  with  his  book  by  his  side, 
and  seem  to  the  casual  visitor  as  happy  as  a  courtier  at  the  feaat  of 
kings.  He  was  always  anxious  that  his  wife  should  be  well  and 
neatly  dressed,  and  did  his  utmost  to  counteract  any  tendency  to 
carelessness— which  she  sometimes  excused  by  alleging  the  duties 
of  a  nurse  and  mother— not  only  by  gentle  remonstrance,  but  by 
buying  for  her  the  best  clothes  he  could  affonl.  He  rarely  omitted 
to  get  for  her  any  little  novelty  in  female  dress.  She  was,  for 
instance,  one  of  the  firet  persons  in  Dumfries  to  wear  a  dress  of 
gingham— a  stnff  which  was  at  its  first  introduction  rather  costly, 
and  used  almost  exclusively  by  the  well-to-do,' 

On  tlie  whole,  it  mnst  be  held  that  Buma's  poverty  at  this 
and  perhaps  at  several  other  periods  of  his  life  has  been  overstated. 
After  settling  in  I>umfries,  he  certainly  was  without  spare  funds, 
or  anything  that  could  be  considered  as  an  ultimate  provision  for 
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his  family.  But  of  tho  necessaries  of  life  he  never  was  in  any 

want,  nor,  down  to  the  last  few  months,  were  even  comforta 
lacking. 


ROBERT    BURNS   TO    QEOROE   THOMSON. 

IfaylTM. 

My  Dear  Sir— I  return  you  the  plates,  with  which  I  am  highly 
pleased,  only  your  criticism  on  the  grouping  of  the  young  lad  being  intro- 
duced to  the  mother  excepted.  There  I  entirely  ogi-ee  with  you.  I  would 
humbly  pro[>08e  that  No.  1,  instead  of  the  yuunker  knitting  stockings, 
I  would,  in  preference  to  your  *  trump,'  put  a  stock  and  horn  [a  shep- 
herd h  pipe]  among  his  hands,  as  if  he  were  screwing  and  adjusting  it.  I 
wouhl  have  returneil  them  sooner,  but  I  waited  for  the  opinion  of  a 
friend  of  mine,  who  is  positively  the  ablest  judge  on  the  subject  I  have 
ever  met  with,  and  though  an  unknown,  is  yet  a  superior  artiBt  with  the 
Burin,  and  he  is  quite  charmed  with  Allan's  manner.  I  got  him  a  peep 
of  the  *  Gentle  Shepherd ; '  and  he  pronounces  Allan  a  most  original 
artist  of  gi*eat  excellence. 

For  my  part,  I  l(M)k  on  Mr  Allan's  choosing  my  favorite  poem  for  his 
subject,  to  be  one  of  the  highest  compliments  I  have  ever  received. 

I  am  quite  vexed  at  Ployel's  being  coo^jcd  up  in  France,  as  it  will  put 
an  entire  stop  to  our  work.  Now,  and  for  six  or  seven  months,  I  shall 
be  quite  in  song,  as  you  sliall  see  by  and  by.  I  know  you  value  a  com- 
I)08ition,  because  it  is  made  by  one  of  the  Great  Ones,  as  little  as  I  da 
However,  I  got  an  air,  pretty  enough,  composed  by  Lady  Elizabeth 
Heron  of  Heron,  which  she  calls  *  The  Ihinks  of  Cree.'  Cree  is  a  beauti- 
ful romantic  stream,  and  as  her  Ladyship  is  a  particular  friend  of  mine, 
1  have  written  the  following  song  to  it. 

THE  BANKS  OF  CREE. 
Tune— TAe  Banks  of  Cree, 

Hero  is  the  glen  and  here  the  bower, 
All  underneath  the  birchen  shade ; 

The  village-bell  has  tolled  the  hour, 
O  what  can  stay  my  lovely  maid  ? 

Tis  not  Maria's  whispering  call ; 

Tis  but  the  balmy-breathing  gale 
Mixt  with  some  warbler's  dying  fall, 

The  dewy  star  of  eve  to  hail. 
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It  is  Maria's  voicu  I  hoar  ; 

So  culls  the  womllark  in  tlio  gruvu 
His  little,  fiiithful  mate  to  chcar : 

At  once  'tia  uiuaic — and  'tis  love. 

And  art  thou  como  1  and  art  thou  true  t 
0  welcome,  dear,  to  iovo  mid  uiu  ! 

And  let  ua  all  our  yows  renew, 
Along  the  flowery  bunks  of  Cree. 

Tliu  iilr,  I  fear,  in  not  worth  your  while,  else  I  would  t>e:id  it  you.  1 
am  hurried  ;  so  farewell  until  next  post.  My  '  seal '  ia  all  well,  exce|it 
that  my  holly  unist  lie  n  buiA,  not  a  tree,  ax  in  the  iii'e3i?nt  Hliiehl.  I  hIbo 
inclose  it ;  and  will  semi  the  |>ehhle  by  the  firwt  mnwrtuuity.— Yoiim, 

K.  U. 

It  is  to  tlio  lattet  part  of  this  year  tbat  is  gonernlly  assigned 
an  anecdote  which  Lockhart  obtained  from  David  M'CullocIi 
of  Ardwell,  Kirkcudbrightshire — then  a  young  man  on  intimate 
terms  with  the  poet.'*'  According  to  Lockhart,  'Mr  M'CuUoch 
was  seldom  more  grieved  than,  when  riding  into  Dumfries  ono 
fine  summer  evening  to  attend  a  county  ball,t  he  saw  Bums 
walking  alone  on  the  shady  side  of  the  principal  street  of  the 
town,  while  the  opposite  side  was  gay  with  successive  grouja 
of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  all  drawn  together  for  the  festivities  of 
the  night,  not  one  of  whom  appeared  willing  to  recognise  him. 
The  horseman  dismounted  and  Joined  Burns,  who,  on  his  proposing 
to  bim  to  cross  the  street,  said  :  "  Nay,  nay,  my  young  friend — 
that 's  all  over  now ; "  and  quoted  after  a  pause  some  versen  of 
Lady  Grizel  Baillie's  i>athetic  ballad : 

His  1)onnet  stnml  nncc  fn'  fair  on  his  brew. 

Hit  anlil  ane  lookeil  1>etter  than  nionie  ana's  new  ; 

lint  now  he  let 's  wear  ony  gate  it  will  hing,  tny  mr— bug 

And  casts  liimsel'  dowie  npoii  ttie  ccni-bing.  lul— heap 

■  In  the  miniiU  or  ttia  iimling  or  the  I>niiiMee  St  Anilnw's  Lodge  lOr  Hi;  t,  ITM, 

t  Ths  Klng't  Bl[lh<lay  o(  I'M  vu,  according  lo  Ihs  local  newapaper,  celrbraled  lii 
DumMea  with  nnuaiial  conllallty  and  varielr  of  ileirion>|.ntioni.    Two  large  d Inner- (witln 

tbe  king'B  health.  The  I«>'al  Native  Cliib  ware  ribboiia,  sinbroklerRl  by  1a>s]  laillea,  In 
their  bate,  and  tbe  niultltiHia  waa  le^led  with  bonflre*.     It  li  probatila  that  tlila  waa  the 
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Oil,  wure  w»  young,  nn  wa  WM  Um  beaa. 
We  aud  liu  bocin  Knllvi)!!)^  down  on  yon  gnwli,  ati 

And  linkinj;  it  owor  Hi*  Illy-wlille  lea—  wii 

A  tut  tctrena  mj/  kmrt  light,  I  would  JU. 

■  It  wns  liltlo  in  Bums's  clionicttir  to  lei  IiiH  feeliiiKa  uu  ccvtain  ' 
subjects  escape  in  tliiit  fasliiuii.  He,  iuiniedinteljr  afUr  citiajf  thoa*  I 
verses,  aasuiiied  tlie  aprightliuusa  of  bis  ino»t  |>leiiKiug  nuuuuir; 
iitid  taking  liis  young  friend  home  with  him,  cntcrLiiutHl  liiin  vuty  I 
iigrceably  until  the  hour  of  tho  ball  arrived,  with  a  lowl  of  hu  ' 
uaual  potation,  nnd  boiinie  Jean's  xingiug  of  soidu  vcnoa  which  h« 
had  recently  conijWseiL' 

Bums  Bhortly,   however,   bcfjau  to  rorive  from  Uts  doprowion.   j 
Hie  Biimmer  cuine  on,  to  tempt  him  into  tlie  cvuntry  aitd  chut 
him   into  song.      Time    softeaed   the   irritation    of  the  euperioc  1 
persons  of  Dumfries  Buclcty.      Kven  the  (loliticitl  horiEon  bo 
to  clear  a  little,  now  thnt  reaction  was  evttiiig  in  nt  IWu^  and 
Robes  pi  ei  re 'a  downfuU  was  approachint;.      liriUlu  hud  stood  tba.  J 
fii'st  shock  of  French  propagtiudiam ;   a  great  naval   victory  had  , 
cheered  the  ministry  ;  and  the  propertied  classes  began  to  feel  lea 
neiTous.     Hums  recovered  in  a  ^kbX  mea.sure  from  his  depressed 
slate  nnd  onc«  more  thought  that  a  euporvisorship  might  be  in 
stoFo  for  him. 

It  was  very  probtibly  in  coneequenco  of  an  appointment  made  at 
their  meeting  thiit  Ituma  wrote  as  follows  to  M'CuUoch.  Tho 
lUlu.siou  to  a  visit  to  Heron  of  Heron  at  Kerroughtree  is  charactop- 
istic  of  the  juKtifiably  sensitive  |Kict,  and  also  valuable  as  showing 
Ihat  at  least  one  Whig  country  geiitletnaii  deemed  him,  in  spite  of 
his  opinions,  presentable  at  this  time  in  good  society. 


TO    DAVID    M'CDLLOCH,    ESQ. 

My  DEAR  Sir— My  long  projected  jonmey  throntjU  your  country  la  M 
Inst  Rxpil  ;  Olid  on  Wedneeilay  next,  if  you  liars  nolliiiig  of  more  ini|)ort 
ance  llinn  tnke  a  nnunter  down  to  Gatehouse,  nliout  two  or  three  o'clock,  .\ 
iHliHlllfeliapiiy  to  takeadnvutflitof  M'Knne'slieslwiUiyoD.    CoIlMtw  \ 
Syiiie  will  bo  at  Glen's  ainnt  tjint  time,  nnd  n  ill  meet  us  About  dish-ot 
t«ft  hour.     Synie  goe«  nlso  to  Kerrochtree  ;  and  let  uie  remind  yoo  id   , 
yiiiir  kind  proiniHe  to  occniiijiany  me  tliei-e.     1  will  need  all  the  friends  I    , 
can  ninnter,   for  1   am   indeed   ill   at  ease  wlienever  I  approach  y 
Uonorables  and  itiglit  Hunarablcs.     Yoiiw  nincerely, 

Rout.  Bi-itxi 

Dv>irRira.SI.IJ.Mi;M. 


rUHPIlIBB. 


TO    UKS    UVNLOP. 


Hera  in  a,  nolitaiy  inn,  in  a  solitary  village,  am  I  set  by  myself,  to 
amuHe  my  brooding  fancy  as  I  may.  SoUtiiry  confiueuient,  yoii  know, 
is  Howard's  favorite  idea  of  reclaiming  sinuera ;  so  let  me  consider  by 
what  fatality  it  liai>|>ens  that  I  liave  ho  long  l>een  exceeding  sinful  as 
to  neglect  tlie  coiTcspondence  of  tlie  moat  valued  friend  I  have  on  earth. 
To  tell  yon  that  I  have  been  in  )H>or  liealth  will  not  be  excnae  enough, 
thoagh  it  b  true.  I  am  afraid  tliat  I  am  al>ont  to  suHer  for  the  follies  of 
n)y  yonth.  My  medical  friends  tlneaten  me  with  a  flying  gout ;  but  I 
trust  they  are  mistaken. 

I  am  just  going  to  trouble  yonr  critical  patience  with  tlie  firat  sketch 
of  a  stanza  I  liave  lieen  framing  as  I  paced  along  the  road.  The  subject 
is  Liberty  :  Yuu  know,  my  honoreil  friend,  how  dear  the  theme  is  to 
nie.  I  deeign  it  as  an  irregular  Ode  for  General  Washington's  birth-day. 
After  having  mentioned  the  degeneracy  of  otiier  kingitoius,  I  come  to 
Scotland  thus  : 

Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heatlis  among, 
Theo,  famed  for  martial  deed  aiid  sacred  song. 

To  tliee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes ! 
Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled ) 
Immingled  with  the  mighty  dead 

Beneath  thnt  hallowed  turf  where  Wallack  lies  ! 
Henr  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  hed  of  death  1 

Ye  babbliLig  winds,  in  silence  sweep  ! 

Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep, 
Not  give  the  coward  secret  breath  I 
le  tliis  the  power  in  freedom's  war 

That  wont  to  bid  the  battle  mgct 

With  the  additions  of— 

13ehoId  that  eye  which  shot  immortal  hate 
Crushing  the  despot's  proudest  bearing ; 

That  arm  which,  nerved  with  thundering  fate. 
Braved  usurpation's  boldest  daring ! 

One  quenched  in  darkness,  like  the  sinking  utat, 
Aud  one  the  palsied  arm  of  tottering,  powerless  age. 


.    ...Mii;^  ;^Moini(l   ill  llic  angle  c 
Clii<]»'ii   Water  with   the   Nitli.     Tlirre  is  o. 
iiKtund    to  the   south   of    tlic*  church  whciu 
views  may  1m;  ha»l  through  windows  of  the 
l)rohal)ly  the  *  Calvary'  of  tlie  ancient  churc 
a  favourite  resting-i)lace  of  the  poet     And  i 
duction  of  the  following  eloquent  poems,  *  A 
General  Washington's  Birthday/  in  honour 
Libert}'. 

*  Our  i>oet'8  prudence  8uj)pre88ed  the  song  ol 
stated  in  a  note  to  *  A  Vision.'      In  the  Selj 
(published  at  Philadelphia  in  1886),  the  edit 
and  Gebbie,  claimed  *  to  be  able  to  announce 
time  present  to  the  world  the  perfect  i)oem. 
that  the  *  Ode  to  Liberty'  (or  *Ode  for  Gei 
Birthday ')  was  the  song  the  minstrel  sang.     *  A 
led  them  to  conclude  *that  Bums  .  .  .  produ( 
as  a  connected  whole  and  nearly  at  a  sitting ; 
have  immediately   afterwards  seen   that   it   w 
publish  them  in  that  form,  and  therefore  add 
"  Vision,"  or  prelude  : 

"  He  sang  wi'  joy  his  former  day, 
He,  weeping,  wail'd  his  latter  tim 
But  what  he  said  it  was  nae  play — 
I  winna  ventur  't  in  my  rhymes." 


PART    I.— A    VISION. 

As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower, 

Where  tlie  wa*-flower  scents  the  dewy  nir, 
IrVhere  the  h  owlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower, 

And  tells  the  midnight  moon  het  core. 

Tlic  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still, 
The  stars  they  shot  olang  the  sky ; 

Tlie  fox  was  howling  on  the  hill 
And  the  distant-echoing  glens  reply. 

The  stream  adown  its  hazelly  path 

Was  rushing  by  the  ruin'd  wa's. 
Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nitli  * 

Whase  distant  roariug  swells  and  fa'a 

The  cauld  blue  north  was  streaming  forth 
Her  lights,  wi'  hissing  eerie  din ;  t 

Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift,       Atiinit 
Like  fortune's  favors,  tint  as  win.^ 

By  heedless  chance  I  tum'd  mine  eyes 
And,  by  the  nioon-beani,  shook,  to  see 

A  stern  and  stalwart  ghaist  arise, 
Altir'd  as  niiiisttcls  wont  to  bc.§ 

Had  I  a  statue  heon  o'  stane. 
Ilia  darin  look  liad  daunted  me  ; 

And  on  liis  bonnet  grav'd  was  jilain 
The  sacred  jxMiy — Libertic  ! 


iniIBnlnl  b/  hlBiIng  or  crukling 


PART    II.-ODE. 

Xo  Spnrtan  tube,  no  Attic  sliell. 

No  lyro  .^olian  I  awake, 
lis  Liberty's  bold  not«  I  swell : 

Thy  harp,  Columbia,  let  me  take  I 
See  gathering  thoniandi^  while  I  na^ 
A  broken  chain,  exulting,  bring, 

And  daeh  it  in  a  tyrant'e  face. 
And  dare  him  to  hia  vary  beard, 
And  tell  him  he  no  more  is  fear'd — 

2fo  more  the  despot  of  Columbia's  fai 
A  tynnt'a  prondast  insnltB  brav'd, 
The;  ahoat «  People  freed  I    The;  faail  i 

Wiicro  is  man's  goillike  form  J 
Wliere  in  Lliitt  brow  erect  uml  bold, 
That  eyo  that  can,  unmov'd,  beli3ld 
Tlio  wlldoat  mge,  tlm  loudeBt  tttomi 
Tlint  o'er  crciited  Fury  dared  to  misel 
Avniint  1  th»u  cuitifT,  servile,  liase^ 
Tliat  trambloBt  at  a  despot's  nod, 
Yet,  croueliing  under  the  iron  rinl, 

Canat  Iftuil  ilia  hand  that  struck  th'  ti 
Art  thou  of  man's  Imperial  K""  ' 


Alfred  !  on  thy  starry  throne 
Surrounded  by  the  tuneful  choir. 
The  Barda  that  erst  have  struck  the  patnot  lyro. 
And  rous'ii  the  freebom  Briton's  soul  of  fire, 

No  moi'e  thy  England  own  I 
Dnre  injured  nations  from  the  great  design 

To  nmke  detested  tymnta  bleed  f 

Thy  England  execrates  the  glorions  deed  I 
Beneath  hot  hostile  banners  waving. 
Every  pang  of  honour  braving, 

England  in  thunder  calls  '  The  Tyrant's  cause  is  mine  ! ' 
That  hour  accurst  how  did  the  fiends  rejoice, 
And  Hell  thro'  all  her  confines  raise  th'  exulting  voice  I 
That  hour  which  saw  the  generous  English  name 
Link't  with  such  damnM  deeds  of  everlasting  shame  I 

Thee,  Caledonia !  thy  wild  heaths  among, 

Fnm'd  for  the  martial  deed,  the  heaven-taught  song, 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes  ! 
Where  is  that  said  of  Freedom  fledl 
Inuningleil  with  the  mighty  dead 

Beneath  that  hallow'd  turf  where  Wallace  lies  t 
Hear  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  bed  of  death ! 

Ye  babbling  winds,  in  silence  sweep ! 

Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep 
Nor  give  the  coward  secret  breath  ! 
In  this  the  ancient  Caledonian  form, 
Firm  as  her  rock,  resistless  as  her  sLorm! 
Show  me  that  arm  which,  nerv'd  with  thundering  fato, 

Crush'd  Usurpation's  bolilest  daring  ! 
Dark-(]nench'(l  as  yonder  sinking  star, 
Ko  more  that  glance  lightens  afar, 
That  palsied  arm  no  more  whirls  on  the  waste  of  war. 


Tliere  has  hren  preserved  one  more  letter  to  CInrindn,  which, 
from  several  allusions  contained  in  it,  seems  not  unlikely  to  have 
been  penned  at  the  same  Ume  as  the  preceding  epistle  to  Mrs 
Dun  lop. 


a  •  I 


.MM  uo:    lis  like  Jove  j^raspirii 
uieMod    tliiimler.     Wlion    I    take   up    tlie   pen 
All!  luycviM   dearest  Clariiula  !     CMariiitla  !     V 
tenckMest  oirspiiii''  oiowd  on  inv  fancv  at  that 
iiulul^^e  that  suhject.     You  have  foihicl  it. 

I  am  extremely  happy  to  learn  that  your  heal 
that  you  are  once  more  fit  to  enjoy  that  satisfac 
healtli'alone  can  give  us.     My  old  friend  Ainslie 
you.     I  had  a  letter  from  him  a  while  ago,  but  ii 
Bo  like  a  card  to  one  of  his  clienta  that  I  could 
and  have  not  yet  answered  it.     He  is  a  good  1 
write  a  friendly  letter,  which  would  do  equal  h 
his  heart,  as  a  whole  nheaf  of  his  lettera  whic 
witness ;  and  though  Fame  does  not  blow  her  tr 
note,  as  she  did  then,  when  he  first  honored  me  v 
I  am  as  proud  as  ever ;  and  when  I  am  laid  in  i 
stretched  at  my  full  length,  that  I  may  occupy  e^ 
have  a  right  to. 

You  would  laugh  were  you  to  see  me  where  I  am 
Heaven  you  were  here  to  laugh  with  me,  though  I 
would  lie  our  first  employment !  Here  am  I  set, 
the  solitary  room  of  a  solitary  inn,  with  a  solitary 
as  grave  and  as  stupid  as  an  owl,  Imt  like  that  ow 
old  song  ;  in  conHnuation  of  which,  my  dear  Mrs  M 
health  !  May  the  handwaled  [specially -selecte^l 
bless  your  bonie  face ;  and  the  wratch  wlia  skell 
at  your  welfare,  may  the  auld  tinkler  deil  get  hir 
rotten  heart !    Amen. 

You  must  know,  my  dearest  Madam,  that  th< 
wherever  I  am,  in  whatever  company,  when  a  mai 
a  toast,  I  constantly  give  yon ;  but  as  your  name 
lips,  even  to  my  most  intimate  friend,  I  jrive  von 
Mac*    This  is  so  woii  i-^ 


In  Tflin  would  Prudence  with  decorous  sneer 
Point  out  a  censuring  world,  and  bid  niu  fear  : 
Above  that  world  on  wings  of  love  I  rise, 
I  know  its  worst  and  can  that  worst  despioa 

'  Wronged,  injured,  shunned,  UQi>itied,  unredrest, 
The  mocked  quutation  of  the  econier's  jest,' 
Let  Prudence'  direst  bodenients  on  mo  fall, 
Clarinda,  rich  reward  !  o'eriwys  them  alL 

I  have  been  rlij-miiig  a  little  of  late,  but  I  do  not  know  if  they  are 
wortli  pOBtBge, 

Tell  nie  what  yon  tbink  of  tlie  following  nioiioily.* 

The  subject  of  the  foregoing  is  a  wuiiiau  of  fashion  in  this  country, 
with  wboni,  at  one  period,  1  wbb  well  acquBinted.  By  some  BcandsiloiiB 
conduct  to  me,  anil  two  or  three  oilier  geatloiuen  here  as  well  as  nie, 
she  steeled  ho  fai'  to  the  north  of  my  good  opiiiion  that  1  have  made 
her  the  theme  of  several  illnatnred  tilings.  The  following  Epigmut 
struck  nie  the  other  dsy,  an  I  passed  her  carriage. 

PINNED   TO    MBS    R[IDDEL)'S   COACH. 

If  you  rattle  along  like  jour  Mistress's  tongue, 

Your  epeed  will  out-rival  the  dart ; 
But,  a.  fly  for  your  load,  you  'II  break  down  on  the  road 

If  your  stuff  be  as  rotten 's  her  heart. 


I    TO    QUORGE   THOMSON. 


b  there  no  news  yet,  my  dear  Sir,  of  Pleyel  ?  Or  is  your  work  to  be 
at  a  dead  stop,  until  these  glorious  Crusaders,  the  Allies,  set  our  modem 
Orpheus  at  liberty  from  the  savage  thraldom  of  Democrat  Discords? 
Aloa  the  day  I  And  woe  is  me  I  That  auspicious  period,  pregnant  with 
the  happiness  of  Millions— that  golden  age,  spotless  with  Monarchical 
innocence  and  Despotic  purity— Tlmt  Millenium,  of  wliich  the  earliest 
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DDKFBIZ8.  131 

So  mnch  for  noiuenM  I  I  have  aent  yon  by  roy  mncli-valDed  friend, 
Mr  Syiiie  of  tliia  place,  the  pebble  for  my  eetiL  Yoa  will  please  re- 
member that  my  holly  is  a  buHli,  nut  a  tree. 

I  have  tliree  or  four  songs  on  tlie  way  fur  yun ;  but  I  have  not  yet  pnt 
the  loHt  lianil  to  tlieni.  Pmy,  are  yon  gniag  to  insert  '  Banoockbum '  or 
'Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie?'  in  yonr  Collection?  If  ynu  are  not,  let  nie 
know ;  as  in  that  case  I  will  give  them  to  Jolmson's  Muternn.  I  told  yon 
that  onr  friend  Clarke  is  quite  an  enthusiast  in  the  idea  that  the  air 
'  Nancy  's  to  the  green-wood  gane '  is  capable  uf  sentiment  and  pathos  in 
a  high  degree.  In  this,  if  I  remeiii1>er  right,  yuu  did  not  agree  vith 
Iiim.  I  intend  setting  my  veises  which  I  wrote  and  sent  yoa,  for  'The 
last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor'  to  this  air.  I  have  made  an  alteration 
in  the  beginning  of  the  song,  which  you  will  find  on  the  new  page. 

Song — Tune,  '  Nancy 's  to  the  greenwood  gane.' 


I  have  presented  a  copy  of  yonr  songs  to  the  daughter  of  a  mnch- 
valued  and  much'honored  friend  of  mine,  Mr  Graham  of  Fintry.  I 
wrote  on  the  blank  side  of  the  title-page  the  following  addrras  to  the 
yonng  lady  :— 

Here,  -where  the  Scotiah  Muse  immortal  lives 
In  eacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  joined, 

Accept  the  gift ;  though  humble  he  that  gives, 
Rich  ia  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind. 

So  may  no  ruflian  feeling  in  thy  breast 
Discordant  jar  thy  bosom-chorda  among  t 

But  Peace  attune  thy  gentle  aoul  to  rest. 
Or  Love  ecstatic  wake  his  soraph  song  I 

Or  Pity'a  notea  in  luxury  of  tears. 

As  modest  Want  the  tale  of  woo  revenla ; 

While  conscious  Virtue  all  the  strain  endears^ 
And  heaven-bom  Piety  her  sanction  aeala  1 

IDcHntm,  SIM  Jatnarf  ITM.) 

I  have  also  promised  the  yonng  lady  a  copy  of  your  Sonatas :  will  yon 
have  the  goodness  to  aend  a  copy,  directed  to  Miss  Graham  of  Fintryl 
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132  LIFE   AXD   WORKH   OP  ItUBHa. 

AnolUer  friend  ot  mine  goea  to  town  In  k  woek  or  an,  ichi 
again  linvo  aiioUier  i>acket  of  nonsense  fmni— Youn, 

TlioogU  Burns  Iia.I  on  several  occasioiiB,  in  1703,  acted  on 
own  principle,  '  to  jouk  ninl  lot  tUo  jaw  flee  o'er,'  ho  Aomotii 
liberated  his  soul  about  paseiug  events,  both  in  conTcnutlioa  nnJ 
ill  private  letters.  In  n  lady's  pocket-book  lie  iiisciibed  su 
extempore  quatrain ; 

Grant  me,  indulgent  Uoaven,  that  I  may  live 
To  eee  the  iniscreunbt  feel  the  piiiDs  tliey  (jive; 
Deal  Freedom's  mcred  treAsiirea  free  u  otr. 
Till  Slave  and  Despot  be  but  tUiogs  which  wetoi 

MoTv  bitter  was  the  versa  which  he  called — 

THE    CREED    OP    POVERTY. 
In  Politics  if  thou  wouldst  mix. 

And  mean  thy  fortunes  bo ; 
Bear  this  in  mind,  be  duaf  and  blind. 

Let  great  folks  hear  und  eee. 

ISurns  and  Syme,  with  a  physician  named  AIuxwi;)],*  who 
afterwards  attended  the  i>oet  on  his  deuth-bod,  and  several  others^ 
all  liberals  and  opponents  of  the  governtueiit,  held  occasional  eym- 
posia  of  a  strictly  private  nature,  at  which  they  conld  sjieak  their 
minds  freely.  It  U  said  that  tlioy  locked  the  door  of  tlie  room 
in  whit-h  they  met,  a  circnmstance  which  would,  of  course,  set  the 
popular  imagination  at  work,  and  draw  upon  them  unwarrantable 
Buspiciona.  An  opposition  club  of  Anti-Gallicans  was  formed, 
with  the  title  of  the  '  Loyal  If  ativoa ; '  f  and  it  appears  that  one  of 
tbe  members  ventured  on  one  occasion  to  launch  a  political  pellet 
at  the  three  friends  of  the  people,     A  very  miserable    pellet  it 


I 


•  Dr  UmireU  »>*  ona  of  the  MaiweHi  of  Ktrlicannel.     He  vh  edocited  [n  FtUMk 

Kniloml  Uiunli  at  Uia  eucutlon  of  the  king.  It  wwi  only  in  lhl<  jar  <17M)  that  k* 
cams  liuh>e  Mid  KttLed  In  Dumrrloi,  when  he  lind  ind  worked  till  ISM,  wlien  tie  nUreil. 
Be  wH  DkUinllji  >  kind  of  head  centre  oftlie  Ilbeinl  pari)'  lii  Uietown. 

t  It  wu  flrn  eitsbllthrd  on  IBtb  JiDiury  ITS!  ■  Ibr  PcvMrvliig  IVace,  LRjcily,  mid  Pni. 
pnrlfr,  ■nil  |i|i"npv>>niiij(llia  Lawi  umI  IJoiuLltuCloii  of  Llis  Caniitrr.' 


Ye  Sons  of  Sedition,  give  ear  to  my  f>ong : 
Let  Syme,  BnmB  and  Maxwell  perv&de  evei;  throng. 
With  Craken,  the  attorney,  tind  Mandell,  the  quack. 
Send  Willie,  the  monger,  to  hell  with  a  smack. 

This   being  handed   across   the  table   to   Bums   nt  one   of  the 
meetings  of  the  refoimera,  he  instantly  endorsed  it  with — 

Yc  true  'Loyal  Natives,'  attend  to  my  soi^; 

In  uproar  and  riot  rejoice  the  night  long  I 

From  Envy  and  Hatred  your  corps  is  exempt. 

But  where  is  your  shield  from  the  darte  of  Contempt  t 

It  is  far  from  likely  that  the  whole  of  the  democratic  poems 
of  Bums  have  come  down  to  us.  For  many  years  that  kind  of 
authorship  was  attended  with  so  much  obloquy  that  his  friends 
studied  mther  to  conceal  than  to  circulate  MSS.  that  might  liave 
brought  him  into  trouble.  And  even  after  his  death  the  interests 
of  his  young  family  appeared  to  demand  that  nothing  should  be 
brought  forward  which  was  calculated  to  excite  political  feeling 
against  him.  Hence,  for  many  years  the  subject  was  wrapped  in 
mystery.  During  that  time  many  manuscripts  must  have  perished. 
Thoro  is  one  piece  which  was  probably  written  or  at  least  freely 
touched  up  by  Burns  and  which,  but  for  the  ultra-Jacobinical 
fashion  in  which  it  introduces  the  name  of  the  unfortunate  Louis 
XVI.,  might  have  been  read  by  the  poet's  contemporaries  without 
any  pain,  as  expressing  only  the  feelings  of  a  man  who  was  too 
sanguine  about  the  success  of  the  popular  cause  of  Fiance : — 

THE    TRF.E    OF    LIBERTY. 

Heard  ye  o'  the  tree  o'  France  t 

I  watna  what 's  the  name  o'  *t ;  not  not 

Around  it  a'  the  patriots  dance, 

Woel  Europe  kens  the  fame  o'  't.  knowi 

It  stands  where  auce  the  Bastile  stood, 

A  prison  built  by  kings,  man. 
When  Superetition's  hellish  brood 

Kept  France  in  leading-strings,  man. 
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Upo'  lliU  tree  there  grows  «o  fruit, 
Its  virtuoB  a'  can  tell,  man ; 

It  raises  man  aboon  tlio  brute, 

tmt,  . 

It  makes  him  ken  luiuet:!',  iiiati. 

'^fl 

Gif  ance  the  i>casant  taste  a  bit, 

"« 

Ho 'a  greater  tbau  a  lonJ,  iniui, 

m 

Anil  vi'  the  beg'jnr  sharua  a  mitu 

■ 

C  a'  he  can  alTord,  man. 

m 

This  fruit  is  worth  a'  Afric'e  wealth, 

■ 

To  comfort  us  'twas  fuint,  man  : 

■ 

To  gie  the  sweetest  blush  o'  health 

■ 

And  mak  us  a'  content,  man. 

■ 

It  clears  tlie  een,  it  cheers  the  heart, 

B 

Maks  higli  and  low  guid  friemis,  man ; 

■ 

AnJ  ho  wha  acta  the  traitors  j)art. 

■ 

It  to  perilitioik  sends,  man. 

^ 

My  blessings  ayo  attend  tlie  cliicl 

Mki« 

Wha  pitied  Gallia's  slaves,  man, 

And  etaw  a  branch,  spite  o'  the  deil, 

•b>ta 

Free  yont  the  western  waves,  man. 

I'lolU  lll>)'UU<l 

Fair  Virtue  watered  it  wi'  care. 

And  now  she  sees  wi'  pride,  man, 

How  wcel  it  buJs  and  blossoms  there, 

Its  branthes  spreading  wide,  man. 

• 

But  vicious  folk  aye  hate  to  see 

The  works  o'  Virtue  thrive,  man ; 

The  courtly  venuin  's  banned  the  tree 

And  grat  to  see  it  thrive,  man  ; 

Wnpl 

King  Louis  thought  to  cut  it  down. 

■\Vlien  it  was  unco  snia',  man  ; 

v»f,  .mall 

For  this  the  watchman  cracked  his  crown. 

Cut  aff  his  head  and  a',  man. 

J 

A  wicked  crew  syne-,  on  a  time. 

01.0, 

Did  tjik  a  Bolemn  aith,  innn, 

«Ui 

4 

It  ne'er  should  flourish  to  its  prime  : 

1 

I  wat  they  pledged  their  faith,  man. 

wtnuit 

Awa  they  gaed  \n'  mock  parade, 
Liko^  beagles  bunting  game,  man, 

But  soon  grew  weary  o'  the  trade 
And  wished  they  'd  been  at  liauic,  man. 

For  Freedom,  standing  by  the  treu. 

Her  sons  did  loudly  ca',  man  ; 
Slie  sang  a  sang  o'  liberty, 

Which  pleased  them  ane  and  a',  man. 
By  het  inspired,  the  new-bom  race 

Soon  drew  the  avenging  steel,  man  ; 
Tlie  hirelings  ran — her  foes  gicd  chiisc 

And  banged  tlie  desjKit  weel,  man. 

Let  Britain  )>oast  hct  hardy  oak. 

Her  poplar  and  lier  pine,  man, 
Auld  Britain  ance  could  crack  her  joke. 

And  o'er  her  neighbours  shine,  niini. 
But  sock  the  forest  luund  and  round. 

And  soon  'twill  be  agree<1,  nmn, 
That  sic  a  tree  can  not  be  found 

Twixt  London  and  the  Tweed,  num. 

Without  this  tree,  alakc !  this  life 

la  but  a  vale  o'  woe,  man ; 
A  scene  o'  sorrow  mixed  wi'  strife, 

Nae  real  joys  wo  know,  man. 
We  labour  soon,  we  labour  late, 

To  feed  the  titled  knave,  man ; 
And  a'  the  comfort  wo  're  to  get 

Is  that  ayont  the  grave,  man. 

Wi'  plenty  o'  sic  trees,  I  tiww, 

The  warld  would  live  in  ]>eace,  miui ; 
The  sword  would  help  to  mnk  a  plough, 

The  din  o'  war  watl  cease,  man. 
Like  brethren  in  a  common  cause 

We  'd  on  each  otlier  smile,  nmn ; 
And  equal  rights  and  equal  laws 

Wad  gladden  every  isle,  maiL 


Line  AMI  wnuKs  or  Duruxa 

Wai-  worth  tlw  loon  wha  wftdnii  nal        * 

Sic  lialeiwmc'  dutitly  chnrr,  nuui ; 
I  'il  gie  my  shocHi  fne  afT  my  ftwt, 

To  tmtc  sic  fruit,  I  ewear,  maa. 
%»H  lot  tw  [imy  aulil  England  may 

Sure  plant  this  fnt^fiuiiMl  li«o,  man  ; 
All*]  blithe  we  II  Hiiig,  and  luU  the  dujr 

That  gaVD  us  liborty,  man.* 


GKOSOB    THOH8 


KOBEKT    1IVRK& 


Mv  PBAR  SrH— I  owe  yon  m)  npolngy  for  liavitiK  (mj  long  il(d«y«Kl  ta  " 
ai'knon Icilge  tlie  favonr  uf  your  loiil.  1  fear  it  will  lie  a*  yon  pav— I 
*.liftil  Imve  no  more  MngN  from  I'leypl  lill  Fmniv  and  wo  art  friends; 
hilt,  ncvorllielew,  I  am  very  ilcfiroiiN  lo  l>e  pre|iare.l  M-ith  the  jMietry; 
and  as  the  neiwon  approaches  in  wbich  j-onr  Miiw  of  Coiln  visibi  yon,  1 
Irast,  I  bIiaH,  an  foruierly,  tic  frequently  graliliiMl  wiili  ili«  reault  of  your 
and  t«niler  inl«rviewa  G.  T. 


ROBRttT    UUKKS 


<    GEOItriE    TirOMBON 


The  last  evening  n«  I  wbb  stmytng  nut  nnil  thinking  of  'O'er  tlie  Hilln 
and  faraway,'  I  npuii  tlic  following  Htaiiznx for  it-,  hut  whether  my  spin' 
niug  will  deserve  to  lie  iBid  nji  in  store  like  the  precious  thread  of  the 
hilk-wonn,  or  tinislicd  tn  the  devil  like  tlie  vile  inaniifH«ntre  of  the 
epider,  I  leave,  my  dear  Sir,  to  yonr  iisnal  candid  eriticisni.  1  was 
pleased  with  several  linen  in  it  at  first ;  but  I  own  that  now  it  apjieara 
rather  a  flimsy  hnKinoss.  This  is  jii!>t  a  )ia»ty  Hketch,  nntil  I  see 
whether  it  be  worth  a  critii]ne.  Wa  have  many  sailor-songs,  bnt,  aa 
far  tis  I  at  prcHent  recollect,  they  are  mostly  the  effusions  of  llie  jovial 
sailor,  not  the  wailiut,ii  of  Iiih  love-lorn  iiiistress.  I  must  jiere  make 
one  sweet  exception—'  Sweet  Annie  frae  tho  sea-Iieach  canJO.'  Now  for 
the  song  ; 

■  OriBinnllT  prliit*.[  In  tJn  P«pl»'«  Edition  nf  Burn.  flSWX  from  ■  irmuiiKriiit  in  tba 
IKHtenion  or  Jiiiih  Dimcaii.  Hog«netd.  (Ila>(;aw.  Ilivlil  Itiibert«ii,  editor  of  Iflitaa* 
AinJL-fi,  did  DDt  allow  lliat  "The  Trw  of  Uberty  '  wwinnnliing  but  ■  nirccMMImlUUon 
or  Bumi'ii  nunneT.  He  'MibiiiKted  It  to  '  gentlBimin  of  th«  liIghMt  raopHUblllty,  to 
*hoH  opinion  Horn*  paM  grtnt  dsremm,  und  to  mhani  li«  wu  [n  tbe  Iiabit  or  ihowlng 
bill  canpoaiUdni,  ud  ka  had  DsrarlMBid  lli«  pint  allude  to  "TlH  Tree  of  Ubcrtjr." ' 


ON    THE   SEAS   AND   FAR  AWAY. 
TuKK— O'w  Ike  HiiU,  *c 

How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad, 
When  absent  from  my  soUor  lad  ; 
How  can  I  the  thought  forc^ 
He 's  on  the  eeaa  to  meet  the  foe : 
Let  me  wander,  let  mo  rove. 
Still  my  heart  is  with  my  Love  : 
Kightly  dieama  and  thoughts  by  day 
Are  with  him  that 's  far  away. 

Cliorus — On  the  seas  and  far  away, 

On  stormy  seas  and  for  away, 
Nightly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  dny 
Are  ay  with  him  that  'a  far  away. 

When  in  summer  noon  I  faint. 
As  weary  flocks  nround  mc  jiant, 
Hnply  in  this  ecorching  sun 
My  sailor 's  thundering  at  his  gim 
Bullets,  spore  my  only  joy  ! 
Bulletfi,  spare  my  darling  boy  ! 
Fate  do  with  me  what  you  may, 
Spare  but  liim  that 's  far  away  I 

At  the  starless,  midnight  hour, 

When  Winter  rules  with  boundless  power ; 

As  the  storms  the  forest  tear 

And  thunders  ren<l  the  howling  air  : 

Listening  to  the  doubling  roar 

Surging  on  the  rocky  shore, 

All  I  can — I  weep  and  pray 

For  his  weal  that 's  far  away. 

Peace,  thy  olive  wand  extend ! 
And  bid  wild  war  his  tnvage  end ! 
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Mill!  with  broth(;r  Man  t<»  meet 

And  as  a  brother  kiiuUy  greet : 

Thou  may  Heaven  with  pi-osp'rous  gales 

Fill  my  sailor's  welcome  sails, 

To  my  arms  their  charge  convey 

^ry  dear  lad  tliat  's  far  away. 

I  give  you  leave  to  abuse  this  song,  but  du  it  iu  the  spirit  of  Cliristiaii 
nicekiicss. — Yours  ever,  K.  li 


OEOKUE  THOMSON  TO  ROBERT  BUBIf& 

Edinbukou,  16  5r|A  1794. 

Mv  DEAR  Sir— You  have  aniicii>atcti  my  opinion  of  'On  the 


and  far  awny.'  I  do  not  tbiiik  it  one  of  your  very  ha]»pie8t  pro- 
ductiouH,  thougli  it  certainly  contains  stanzas  that  arc  wortliy  of  aU 
acceptation. 

The  second  irt  the  leant  to  my  liking,  ])articularly  '  Bullets,  simre  my 
only  joy  !  *  Confound  the  Imllcts  !  It  might  ))eriiai)6  be  objected  to  the 
third  verso,  'At  the  starlesH  midniglit  hour,'  that  it  has  too  much 
grandeur  of  innigery,  and  that  greater  Kiniplicity  of  thought  would  ha%*e 
lietter  Huittnl  the  cliaracter  of  a  nailorV  sweetheart.  The  tunc  it  must 
1)e  rcmeni1>cr(Hl,  in  of  the  bri^k,  cheerful  kind.  Upon  the  whole, 
therefore,  in  my  humble  opinion,  the  Hong  would  lie  l>ett«r  wlapted 
to  tlic  tune,  if  it  consisteil  only  of  the  fii-Ht  and  last  verses,  with  the 
choruses. 


K  O  H  K  U  T    H  r  K  N  8    TO    GEORGE    THOMSON. 

Sept,  I'm. 

Little  do  the  Trustees  for  our  Manufactures,  when  they  frank  my 
lettei-s  to  you  -little  do  they  consider  what  kind  of  man u fact n re  tliey 
are  encouraging.  The  manufartui-e  of  Nonsense  was  certainly  not  in 
idea  when  the  Act  of  Parliament  was  framed,  and  yet,  under  my  hands 
and  your  cover,  it  thrives  amazingly.  Well,  there  are  more  i>emicioiis 
manufactures,  that  is  certain. 

I  shall  withdraw  my  *OVr  the  seas  and  far  away*  altogether;  it  is 
unequal  and  unworthy  of  the  work.  Making  a  |)oem  is  like  l>egetting 
a  son  :  you  cannot  know  whether  you  have  a  wise  man  or  a  fool,  until 
you  produce  him  to  the  world  and  try  him. 

For  that  reason  I  sen<l  you  the  offHpring  of  my  brain,  alx)rtions  and 


^ 


•  t^ff*>    r..-..        I*    i 
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all ;    and  as  sncli,  pray  look  over   tliem,  and  forgive   them  niul  burn 

I  am  flatt«red  at  yonr  adopting  '  Ca'  the  yowcB  to  the  knowes,'  aa 
it  was  owing  to  me  that  ever  it  saw  tlie  liglit.t  About  seven  yean 
ago,  I  was  well  acquainted  with  a  worthy  little  fellow  of  a  clergyman, 
a  Mr  Clunde,  wlio  aung  it  charmingly  ;  and,  at  my  refjueat,  Mr  Clarke 
took  it  down  from  liis  singing.  When  I  gave  it  to  JuhnMiii,  I  added 
some  stanzAA  Ui  the  eoag,  ami  mended  otliere,  but  still  it  will  not  do  for 
j/ou.  In  a  solitary  Htrull  which  1  took  to-day,  I  tri»l  my  hand  on  a  few 
pastoral  linen,  following  up  the  idea  of  the  chonis,  wliicli  I  would  pre- 
serve.   Here  it  is,  with  all  iu  crudities  and  imperfections  on  its  head. 

CA'   THE    YOWES  TO   THE    KNOWES. 

Hark,  the  mavia'  evening  aaiig  ihrimii'ii 

Sounding  Cbuden's  woods  aniang ; 
Then  a-faulding  let  us  gang,  » (niireii)  fuiaing-go 

My  bonie  Dearie. 

Clioitu — Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowee,         Drive— twim-kiioiii 
Ca'  them  whaiu  the  licather  grows, 
Ca'  them  wlinre  the  bumio  rowes,  brookiai  loilg 

My  bonie  Dearie. 

Wo  II  goo  down  by  Clouden  side. 

Through  the  liazels  s])reading  wide. 

O'er  the  waves,  that  sweetly  glide 

To  the  moon  sae  clearly. 

Yonder  Clouden's  silent  towers, 
Where  at  moonshine  midnight  hours, 
O'er  the  dewy  bendii^  flowers. 
Fairies  dance  sae  cheary. 

Gltaist  nor  bogle  shalt  tliou  fear ;  Giioat-boKcj 

Thou'rt  to  Love  and  Heaven  sae  dear, 
Nocht  of  111  may  come  tlioe  near. 
My  bonie  Dearie. 

*  Thb  Tlrgllbm  onlar  or  tliB  poet  ibould,  I  think,  ba  dlaofcartd  witb  mpeetl'i  the  King 
In  qiieatloii,  ths  McoiiJ  ■Una  eicepMi.— A'oU  b^  nomnm. 

)  Tlila  vary  remirkibla  nieloily  l>  In  tha  Dorlun  mode,  aniUng  on  Uie  llfUi,  U>e  tliini 
being  oii>ltI«>t.  Tha  Niig  whlcli  Diinu  unemleil  la  in  Aynliira  mttribulel  to  one  label 
Pigin,  who  kept  t  publlc-houH  near  Miilrklrk,  anil  who  publiahad  a  iiiiall  voluiiia-.J 
CtiUaUa*  tfStmgt  aiidP»tmi~*.i  QitM^em  about  IBOS. 


„  ..i.     ^\(Ueu  ! 


II  O  H  K  R  T    BURNS    TO    G  E  O  R  ( 

Do  you  know,  my  dear  Bir,  a  blackguard  L 
Waterfall?*    Our  friend  Cunningham  sings  i 
charming,  and  I  have  often  regretted  the  wa 
It  is  too  much,  at  least  for  my  hamble  mi 
every  effort  of  hers  mast  have  merit :  still  I 
have  mediocre  verses  to  a  favorite  air  thai 
principle  I  have  all  along  proceeded  in  the 
and  as  that  pnbticatnon  is  at  its  last  volume, 
song  to  the  air  I  mentioned,  for  that  work.     If  i 
Editor,  yon  may  1)e  pleased  to  have  verses  to 
before  Ladies. 

SUE    SAYS    SHE    LO'ES    ME    I 

Tune— Ocma^rA**  Water/a^ 

Sae  flaxen  'were  her  ringlets. 

Her  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hue, 
Bewitchingly  overarching 

Twa  laughing  e'en  o'  bonie  bit 
Her  smiling,  sae  wyling, 

Wad  make  a  wretch  forget  his 
What  pleasure,  what  treasure, 

Unto  these  rosy  lips  to  grow  : 
Such  was  TT»v  r«u* 


Betraying  fair  proportion 

Wad  mnke  a  eaint  forget  the  sky : 
Sae  warming,  etie  charming, 

Her  faiiteless  form  and  grocefu'  air; 
Ilk  feature— anld  Nature 

DecWd  that  she  could  do  nae  mair. 
Here  are  the  willing  chains  u'  love, 

By  conquering  Beauty's  sovereign  law : 
And  still  my  Chloria'  dearest  charm — 

She  saya  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 

Let  othent  love  tlie  city, 

And  gaudy  show  nt  sunny  noon, 
Gie  me  the  lonely  valley, 

The  dewy  ove,  and  rising  moon 
Fair  beaming,  and  streaming 

Her  silver  light  the  houghs  nmang, 
Wliile  falling,  recoiling. 

The  amorous  thrush  concludes  liia  snng  : 
There,  dearest  Chloris,  wilt  tliou  rove 

By  winipling  burn  and  leafy  ehaw, 
And  hear  my  vows  o'  truth  and  love. 

And  say  thou  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 


Not  to  compare  sniaU  tbings  with  great,  my  taste  in  mnuo  is  like  the 
mighty  Frcileric  of  PniBsia'B  taste  in  painUng:  we  are  told  tliat  be 
freqaently  admired  what  the  Connoisseura  decried,  and  always  withoat 
any  hypocrisy  confest  liis  odniiration.  I  am  sensible  that  my  taste  in 
mnsic  niii»t  be  inelegant  and  vulgar,  becanee  people  of  nndispated  and 
cultivated  taste  can  find  no  merit  in  many  of  my  favorite  tones.  Still 
because  I  am  cheaply  pleased,  is  that  any  reason  why  I  slionld  deny  my- 
self that  pleasnre!  Many  of  oar  Strathsiwys,  ancient  and  modem,  give 
niR  nioHt  exquisite  enjoyment,  where  yon  and  other  judges  would  prob- 
ably be  shewing  si^^s  of  dtsgiist.  For  instance,  I  am  just  now  making 
verses  for  '  Kotlieniurclie's  Kant,'  on  air  which  pubs  nie  in  raptures : 
and  ill  fact,  unless  I  lie  pleased  with  the  tune  1  never  can  make  verees 
to  it.  Here  I  liave  Clarke  on  my  side,  who  is  a  judge  that  I  will  pit 
against  any  of  you.  '  Kotheiiiiiiclie,'  lie  says,  is  an  air  both  original 
and  beautiful ;  and  on  his  recommendation  1  have  taken  the  first 
part  of  the  tune  for  a  ciiorun,  and  the  fourth  or  last  part  (or  the 
song.    I  am  Imt  two  stanzas  deei>  in  the  work,  and  possibly  yon  may 
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think,  and  justly,  that  the  poetry  is  as  little  worth  your  attention  as 
the  nrnsic. 

P  Now  nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea.'— See  p.  161] 

I  have  begun  anew  *  Let  nie  in  tlii»  ae'  night.*  Do  you  tlilnk  that  we 
ought  to  retain  the  old  chorus  ?  I  think  we  must  retain  both  the  old 
chorus  and  the  first  stanza  of  the  old  song.  I  do  not  altogether  like  the 
third  line  of  the  first  stanza,  but  cannot  alter  it  to  please  myself  I  am 
just  three  stanzas  deep  in  it.  IIow  do  you  like  this  ?  and  would  yon  have 
the  ilenouement  to  bo  successful  or  otherwise?  Should  she  Met  him  in,' 
or  not  ? 

f  O  lasBie,  art  thou  dcepin'  yet?'— See  p.  194.] 

Did  you  not  once  propose  *  The  sow's  tail  to  Geordie,'  as  an  air  for 
your  work  ?  I  am  quite  delighted  with  it ;  but  I  acknowledge  that  is 
no  mark  of  it^  retd  excellence.  I  once  set  about  verses  for  it,  which  I 
meant  to  be  in  the  alternate  way  of  a  lover  and  his  mistress  chant- 
ing together.  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing  Mrs  Thomson's 
Ciiristian  name,  and  yours  I  am  afraid  is  ratlier  burlesque  for  senti- 
ment, else  I  Iiad  meant  to  have  made  you  [two]  the  hero  and  heroine 
of  the  little  piece.  I  hiul  just  written  four  stAuzas  at  random,  which 
I  intend  to  have  woven  somewhere  into,  probably  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  song. 

[The  Ht^inzos  are  the  last  four  of  •Philly  and  Willy.'  See  tn/ro, 
p.  170.] 

So  much  for  an  idle  farago  of  a  gossiping  letter.  You  once  asked  my 
air  for  *  Brunswic's  great  Piincc  : '  it  is  *  Campbells  are  comin.' 

Do  you  know  a  dn)Il  Soots  song  more  famous  for  its  humour  than  deli- 
cacy, calle<l  *  The  grey  goose  ancl  the  gled  ?  *  Mr  Clarke  took  down  the 
notes,  such  as  they  are,  at  my  request,  which  I  shall  give  with  some 
decenter  vei*ses  to  Johnson.  Mr  Clarke  says  that  the  tune  is  {XMitively 
an  old  chant  of  the  KOMisu  Church,  which  corrolx>rates  the  old  tradition, 
that  at  the  lieformation,  the  lieformers  burlesqued  much  of  the  old 
Church  music  with  setting  them  to  bawdy  vei*ses.  As  a  farther  proof; 
the  common  name  for  this  s<mg  is,  *  Cumnock  Psalms.'  As  there  can 
lie  no  harm  in  transcribing  a  stanza  of  a  Psalm,  I  shall  give  you  two  or 
three  :  possibly  the  song  is  new  to  you  : — 


CUMNOCK   PSALMS. 

As  I  looked  o'er  yon  oastlo  wa' 
I  Kpied  a  grey  goose  and  a  gled,  kc 

So  much  for  the    Psalmody  of    Cumnock.*     IIow  do   yon    like  the 
following  Epigram,  which  I  wrote  the  other  day  on  a  lovely  young 

*  Thf>  song  Is  Fesceniifiie  t-o  an  nnpnt)lItf)ial)1o  extent. 
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girPH  recoveiy  from    a  fever?     Dr  Maxwell,  the  identical  Maxwell 

whom  Burke  mentioned   in  the  House  of    Commons,   was  tlie  phy-. 

sician  who  seemingly  saved  her  from  the  grave  ;  and  to  him  I  address 
the  following : — 

TO   DR   MAXWELL, 

ON    MISS   JESSY   STAIO'S    RECOVERY. 

Maxwell,  if  merit  hero  you  crave, 

That  merit  I  deny  : 
You  save  fair  Jessy  from  the  grave  ! 

All  Angel  could  not  die  ! 

God  grant  yon  patience  with  this  stupid  epistle !— Amen  I 

R.  B. 


GEORGE   THOMSON    TO    ROBERT    BURNS. 

I  perceive  the  sprightly  Mnse  is  now  attendant  upon  her  favourite 
poet  whose  woodnotes  wild  are  become  as  enchanting  as  ever.  *She 
says  she  lo'cs  me  best  of  a"  is  one  of  the  pleaf^ntest  table  songs  I  have 
ever  seen,  and  henceforth  shall  be  mine  when  the  song  is  going  round. 
I  '11  give  Cunningham  a  copy  ;  he  can  more  powerfully  proclaim  its  merit. 
I  am  far  from  undervahiing  your  taste  for  the  Strathspey  music  ;  on  the 
contrary,  I  think  it  highly  animating  and  agreeable,  and  that  some  of 
the  Strathspeys  when  graced  >vith  such  verses  as  yours,  will  make  very 
pleasing  songs,  in  the  way  that  rough  Christians  are  tempered  and 
softened  by  lovely  woman ;  without  whom,  you  know,  they  had  been 
brutes. 

I  am  clear  for  having  *  The  Sow*s  Tail,'  particularly  as  your  proposed 
verses  to  it  are  so  extremely  promising.  *  Geordie,*  as  you  observe, 
is  a  name  only  fit  for  burlesque  composition.  Mrs  Thomson's  name 
(Katharine)  is  not  at  all  poetical.  Retain  Jeanie  therefore,  and  make 
the  other  Jamie,  or  any  other  that  sounds  agreeably. 

Your  *  Ca'  the  ewes '  is  a  precious  little  morceau.  Indeed  I  am  per- 
fectly astonished  and  chaimed  with  the  endless  variety  of  your  fancy. 
Here  let  me  ask  you  whether  you  never  seriously  turned  your  thoughts 
to  dramatic  writing?  That  is  a  field  worthy  of  your  genius,  in  which 
it  might  shine  forth  in  all  its  splendour.  One  or  two  successful  pieces 
upon  the  London  stage  would  make  your  fortune.  The  rage  at  present 
is  for  musical  dramas ;  few  or  none  of  those  which  have  appeared  since 
The  Duenna  *  possess  much  ])oetical  merit :  there  is  little  in  the  conduct 
of  the  fable  or  in  the  dialogue  to  interest  the  audience.    They  are  chiefly 

•  ShPrfdaH'R  Dvenrta  was  hronght  out  with  brilliant  anccMw  In  November  1776. 
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UFB   AND   WOIUlfl  OV   t 


veliicica  for  iiii 
opem  ill  thn-(> 


Mil]  )>KK«(uitry.  I  tlilok  yon  mfKlit  prmlueo  n  comic 
(,  whipli  woiilil  live  liy  tlio  poetry,  at  tliti  wino  Uinit 
tlmt  il  would  bo  proper  Ui  take  evnry  MaUtanra  fruiii  1i«i  tniwlul  siktvr. 
I'lirt  of  tlie  aonj,-*  of  eonrae  wuulil  lie  to  ottr  [»ti>Drit«  ScotlUli  iu«  ;  Uie 
rent  iiii^lit  be  l«It  to  Uie  I.0111I011  rtanpti^iiT—Storacc,'  for  Dniry  Iad*. 
or  SAiWrf.t  for  Co^eiit  Oanieii  1  Imtli  of  them  very  alilo  whI  papular 
iimBiciiuUL  I  believe  tlmt  interest  ami  iniuia'Uvriti«  *re  oftiui  nam-ary 
til  liRvc  ft  ilraiua  brought  on  1  »o  it  nmy  be  with  tlie  iiaiiiby  pkiiiby  triba 
of  flowery  KfiUilera :  but  were  ywi  to  luldmi*  Mr  Sbetiiiiiiil  bUi^f 
by  letter,  uiil  tivnd  bliu  a  ilranintic  piece,  I  aiii  [leniiiiuieil  Iw  wuulil,  for 
tlio  honour  of  genius,  givii  it  a  fair  anil  camliil  trial.  Escum  iiie  for 
nbtrndiug  tbcee  hinU  upon  your  omwilowtiiin.  W.  T. 


I    BA  RT   STKKItT. 
«Di>N.S 

My  dear  Siu— You  iimst  by  Uiis  timd  have  wl  uie  down  m 
one  of  tbe  niiwt  uiikitiil  anil  unt^at«ful  of  the  tnim  o(  men,  not 
iinlil  now  to  have  an«were<l  your  e.iUrviiiely  oblltpng  loiter.  Tba 
fact  is,  I  was  deteniiineil  lo  auswer  yon  in  tlio  way  of  my  trade  : 
in  a  jKMiLic  Kpistle  lu  oue  of  our  New^jiaiwrs.  1  have  not  yet  been 
ftVilc  to  arraiif-e  my  Nuiiibere  to  |ilc<u«  myself  j  but  if  the  Mom 
is  not  exlrcmely  reBtive,  yon  nhnll  hear,  ih  my  own  tnat/,  from — 
My  ilear  Sir,  Your  ubli^jed  friend  and  hnnible  servant, 

DuiiiuiH. w styi.  mt.  noDT.  Htass. 


F 1  S  r>  L  A  T  K  R. 


Mv  DEAR  Sm-Thi»  ia  tlio  M«o 
inij  wliieli  you  will  receive  by  tliif 
tbe  angelic  world  tliia  foretionn.     Ah 


111   letter   of    at    lea»t   my  dtitet- 
ilay's   [Kml.     1   have  lieeii  aiiiaog 


Btit  don't  be  afnud  :  f  did  nob  dare  to  touch  the  ark  of  tbe  Covenant  1 
nor  even  to  cuat  a  prophana  eye  to  tbe  raei'cy-iicat,  where  it  ia  bid 
aiming  tbe  feathered  cherubim.     I  am  in  the  clouds  ebeubore — 

wu  lulhoT  of  the  SnKllah 


•  SUi'bflii  eionee  (ITS3-MI),  dnmallc  compa 
l/uiioM  Timr,  TJu  SUg€  1/  Btlgndt.  (tc. 

I  WlllUni  SbMd  (1-48-19911),  cninpowi  or  tl 
Mjiiitna  If  (*«  CattU,  fee ;  bsCtrr  known  »■  coi 
Huvliig  or  Uis  Land,'  kc. 

I  lUdiuil  BrintlvT  SberMu  (]}»l-lEiaX  *t 
Lonilon. 

t  From  ths  KB,  In  poaBsuloii  or  Ifr  B.  J. 


t  latH  of  Dniry  L 


J 


'^h,  Chlorie,  could  I  now  but  ait 

As  nnconcenied  as  when 

Tour  infant  beauty  could  beget 

Nor  happiness  nor  pain.' 

Let  yesternigbt— Oh  yesternight  1 

'  Kist  yestreen,  kist  yestreen, 

0  as  I  was  kiat  yestreen, 
I  '11  ne'er  forget  while  the  hollin  grows  green, 

The  bonie  sweet  lassie  I  kiat  yestreen.' 

I  am  trtily  sorry  that  God  has  not  gireo  you  taaM  enough  t 
Rotfaeranit^e'a  Strathspey,  else  I  would  tell  yon  over  some  rerse 


Chonu— to  tho  6iBt  part  of  the  tur— 

Lassie  wi'  tho  lintwMte  locks, 

Bonio  lassie,  artless  lasele, 
Wilt  thou  wi'  me  teot  the  flocks  1 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie,  O  t 

1.  (totbeitli  part.) 

Now  Nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea. 
And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  like  thee, 
O  wilt  thou  share  its  joys  wi'  me. 
And  say  thou  'It  be  my  dearie,  0 1 


The  primrose  bank,  the  wimplin'  bum, 
The  cuckoo  on  the  milk  white  thorn. 
The  wanton  lambs  at  rosy  mom 
Shall  welcome  thee,  my  dearie,  0. 

By  the  bye,  I  have  not  been  able  to  please  myself  with  verses  to  '  We  11 
gang  nae  nioir  to  yon  town.'  But  I  have  pledged  myself  to  give  to  the 
fair  Arcadian  the  original  verses  on  her — 


t 


..  .1,  uii   1  mil  luiii   uiiiK 
iuI«1«mI  jue  eiich>siMl. 

lN'i<'r  rinilar  has  at  len^'th 
uliitli  are  in  ^eiioral  elepir. 
London   collootion   of  Scottit 
Kit.son,*  an  En^liHlinian?    1  t 
esBay  on  the  subject  is  curious, 
but  does  not  decide  tlie  questio 
he  shews  ^clearly  that  Mr  Tyt]> 
duced  no  sort  of  proof  of  the  hy| 
his  classification  of  the  airs,  acco 
posed,  is  mere  fancy  and  conjee 
no  mercy  ;  but  consigns  him  to 
tion  on  tlie  score  of  Hndar  l>ein, 
candidly  and  unjustly  leaving  it  tc 
writers  hatl  been  sent  a  packing  tc 
speaks  with  some  respect,  and  give 
to  dress  up  a  little,  some  foo]if*h  soi 
Scottish  airs  are  taken,  he  says,  i 
authorities  ;  many  of  them,  howevc 
unlike  the  sets  which  are  sung  by 
in  town  or  country,  that  we  can  m 
favourites.    By  going  to  the  oldest 
follow  that  we  find  the  melodies  in 
had  been  preserved,  we  know  not 
before  being  collected  and  printed 
same  air  very  difTerently,  accortling 
lection  of  it,  so,  even  supposing  the 
the  taste,  and  discernment  to  choo 
far  from  certain),  still  it  must  evidc 
tions  exhibit  any  of  the  melodies  ir 
In  selecting  the  melodies  for  w^  - 
guided  by  the  livin*-  - 

tllA    —' 


SOBEKT    BUKHS   TO   QEOBQE   THOHSOM. 

Ml  DBAS  Friend — By  this  morning's  poet  I  have  your  list,  and  in 
general,  I  highly  approve  of  it.  I  shall,  at  more  leisnre,  give  yon  a 
critique  on  the  whole  :  in  the  meantime,  let  me  offer  at  a  new  improve- 
ment, or  rather,  restoring  of  old  simplicity,  ia  one  of  yonr  newly 
adopted  songs  : 

When  (he  cam  hen  she  bobbit, — a  erolchel  ilop 
When  iha  cam  ben  ibe  bobbit ;— a  ci-oUhel  tlop 
And  when  ihe  cun  ben,  she  kist  Cockpeo, 
And  ijne  denied  that  she  did  it.— a  eroteKet  itop. 
This  is  the  old  rhytlim,  and  by  far  the  moal  original  and  beaatifnl.  Let 
the  harniony  nf  the  baas,  at  the  stops  be  full ;  and  tliin  and  dropping 
throDgh  the  rest  of  the  aii',  and  you  will  give  the  tune  a  noble  and  stiiking 
effect.  Feriiaps  I  am  betraying  niy  ignorance ;  but  Mr  Clarke  ia  de- 
cidedly of  my  opinion.  He  goes  to  your  town  by  to-day's  Fly,  and  I  wink 
you  would  call  on  him,  and  take  his  opinion  in  general  ;  yoa  know  Ids 
taste  is  a  stundai'd.  He  will  return  here  in  a  week  or  two ;  so,  pleaae 
do  not  miss  asking  for  liim.  One  thing  I  hope  lie  will  do,  which  would 
give  nie  high  satisfaction — persuade  you  to  adopt  my  favorite,  '  Craigie- 
burn-wood,'  in  your  Selection  :  it  is  as  great  a  favourite  of  his  as  of 
mine.  The  lady  on  wliom  it  was  mode,  is  one  of  the  finest  women  in 
Scotland ;  and  in  fact  (eiitre  noiu)  is  in  a  manner  to  me  what  Sterne's 
Eliza*  was  to  liini— a  Mistress,  or  Friend,  or  what  you  will,  in  the  guile- 
lees  simplicity  of  Platonic  love.  (Now,  don't  put  any  of  your  squinting 
constructions  on  this,  or  have  any  clishmaclaver  about  it  among  onr 
acquaintances. )  1  assure  you  that  to  my  lovely  Friend  you  are  indebted 
for  many  of  your  beet  songs  of  mine.  Do  you  think  that  the  sober  gin- 
horse  routine  of  existence  could  inspire  a  man  with  life,  and  love,  and 
joy — could  fire  him  with  enthusiasm,  or  melt  him  with  pathos  equal  to 
the  genius  of  your  Book  ?  No  no  !  U  Whenever  I  want  to  be  more  than 
ordinary  in  Ktru/ ;  to  be  in  some  degree  equal  to  your  diviner  airs,  do 
yoQ  imagine  I  fast  and  pray  for  the  celestial  emanation !  Tovt  au 
eontraire !  I  have  a  glorious  recipe ;  the  very  one  that  for  his  own  use 
was  invented  by  the  Divinity  of  Healing  and  Foesy  when  etst  he  piped 
to  the  flocks  of  Admetns.  f  pnt  myself  in  a  regimen  of  admiring  a  flne 
wonian ;  and  in  proportion  to  the  adorability  of  her  charms,  in  proportion 
yon  aredeliglited  with  tiiy  verses.  The  lightning  oE  her  ej-e  is  the  godhead 
of  Parnassus,  and  the  witchery  of  her  smile  the  divinity  of  Helicon  I 

To  descend  to  the  business  with  which  I  began  ;  if  you  like  my  idea 

en  til  philandering  vlth  id  Indian  "  grw  widow  "  wu, 

■    "■        ■«  lira.    On  th*  bat  nncj  mcBt  ehirlt- 

t  wu  ind  to  th«  length  to  whLeh  It 

over  of  the  mnt  deplonhls  levity, 

eiiUlUm.'— B.  O.  TnlU  on  the  'Bllm  Epiwde,' 

Engllth  Hen  of  I.etten' Series. 


LIPB   ASI>  WOBKB   OT  BVWn. 


of  ■  When  ebe  eaju  ben  ibo  boliUt,'  tlie  loDowinj;  BtoniM  of  niln*,  Klti 
a  little  from  what  they  were  foriuErly  when  act  t<i  anolher  air,  i 
{terhaps  do  instead  of  worw  Btuiua  :— 


SAW    YE    MV    FHELV! 


TUSfi— irAeH  rfei 


H  bat  the  babbU. 


Oh,  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Pbcly  1 
Oh,  saw  yo  my  dearie,  my  Phely  t 
She  'a  down  i'  the  grove,  she 's  wi'  a  new  LcT^  I 
She  winna  coiuo  hanie  to  her  Willy. 

Wniat  says  she,  my  dearest,  ray  Phely  7 
What  Biiys  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phcly  1 
She  lots  thee  to  wtt  that  Bhe  haa  thoe  forgoti 
And  for  over  disowns  tlioo  het  Willy. 

0,  bad  I  ne'eT  seen  thee,  roy  Phely  I 
0,  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Phely  ! 
As  light  as  the  air,  and  fauao  na  thou 's  fair, 
Thou 's  brokun  the  heart  o'  thy  Willy. 

Now  for  a  few  TuiscellaueouH  remarka.  'The  roBie.'ixmycompaBitdflii; 
the  air  was  taken  down  from  Mn  Burnn's  voice.t  ll  is  well  known  in 
tlie  West  Country,  hot  the  old  worUa  are  trash.  By  the  by—take  a  loolc 
at  tlie  tniie  nt^'^in,  and  loll  me  if  you  do  out  tliink  it  in  the  original  front 
which  'KoDllnCaatle'iacouipoeed.  The  second  part,  in  particular,  fortlia 
first  two  or  three  Uars,  U  exactly  the  old  air. 

'  Strathallan'i*  lament '  iti  mine  :  the  music  is  by  onr  right  tmaty  Miit 
deaorveilty  well -ho  loved,  Allan  Mnsterton. 

Tlie  '  Yoang  Uif^hlaud  Itover,'  Morag,  iaalso  mine;  1>nt  ianot  wortttf 
of  tlie  line  air. 

'  Dunocht  head '  is  not  mine :   I  would  give  ten  pounds  it  i 
appeared  lirst  in  the  Edinbiirgit  Reriilil :  and  came  to  the  Editor  of  t! 
paper  with  the  Newcastle  post-mark  on  it.; 

■  piiari  i(nK  Fhlllti.— R.  B. 

I  Thli,  ind  the  other  poanii  of  which  he  apeskii,  hid  ippeared  In  John 
Hr  T.  IikI  loqulmd  wlieUiar  thujr  vers  oiir  biird'i.— Cukrik. 
t  llBrd  La  tha  poein  »  highly  jinlied  by  Biirni ; 

>  Khd  blswa  Ihe  wind  o'er  Donorh^Heul.  ( 

Ths  IMW  drlva  inelly  tlirmigh  the  diitc, 

The  EnberlUDEle  Mrlt  my  eiieck. 

Aui,  nhlvsrlng,  ItIIk  ha  v^ta'  tolu. 

%  Dunuet  Heail,  no  doubt. 
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'  Wliiatle  o'er  the  lave  o't,'  ia  mine :  the  mniic  wad  to  be  by  &  John 
Bmce,  a  celebrated  violin-player  iu  Dumfries  about  the  beginoiug  of  thii 
centnrj-.  This  I  know.  Brace,  who  wag  bd  honeat  man,  thongfa  a  red-wud 
Highlandman,  constantly  claimed  it;  and  by  all  the  old  musical  people 
here,  is  believed  U>  be  the  antbor  of  it. 

'  U  how  can  1  be  biy  tlie  and  glad,'  ie  niioe ;  bnt  as  it  is  already  appro- 
priated to  an  air  hy  itself,  both  in  the  Muttum  and  from  thence  into 
Bilton — (I  have  got  that  book),  I  think  it  ironid  be  as  well  to  leave 
it  out.     However,  do  as  yon  please. 

*  M'Pheison's  farewell '  is  mine,  excepting  tlie  chorns  and  one  stanza. 

'Andrew  and  his  cutty  gun,'— the  song  to  which  it  is  set  in  the 
JVuwum,  is  mine,  and  was  composed  on  Miss  Eupheiiiia  Murray  of 
Lintroee,  commonly  and  deservedly  called,  the  Flower  of  Strathmora 

'  The  Quaker's  wife.'  Do  not  give  the  tune  that  name,  bnt  the  old 
Highland  one,  'Leiger'm  clioee'— the  only  fragment  remaining  of  the 
old  words  is  the  chorus,  still  a  favorite  Inllaby  of  my  old  mother,  from 
whom  I  learned  it ; 

Leiger  m'ohose,  m;  bonis  wee  Usa, 

An  leiger  m'obixe,  mj  desris ; 
A'  the  lee-luig  winter  night, 
Leiger  m'ehoBe,  my  deaiio. 

The   current   name   for  the   reel,  to  this  day,  at  country  weddings 
is  '  Liggeram  Cosh,'  a  Lowland   cormption   of   the   original  Gaelic. 

"  OiiM  l>  tha  night,  oh,  let  me  in. 

And  dln»  1st  your  mliutiel  b', 
And  dinnt  let  hli  wiiidlng-eheet 

fie  nutbing  but  ■  wrnth  o'  eniw. 


To  IIIU  whtch  from  my  dniie  I  blev." 
Hf  BpplB  viliHl,  ind  won  ilie  cried : 

"Get  up,  fculdmjm,  end  let  him  in; 
For  weel  y»  ken  the  winter  night 

Wm  shott  Khen  he  begin  bin  din." 

Mr  Rpi^e'e  voice,  oh,  woh  it  'a  aweet. 

Even  though  ehe  bsni  and  acaiildi  ■  VM ; 
DnC  when  it  '■  t4ined  to  aorrow'i  Ule, 

Oh,  baHh.  It 'a  doubly  dear  to  me  I 
"Come  In,  euld  carl,  111  aloor  my  Ore, 

til  make  It  bleeie  a  bonny  lUine ; 
Yonr  blnld  la  thin,  ye've  tint  the  gate. 

Ye  ahouldna  itny  ue  hr  free  bune," 
"  Kaa  bane  have  I,"  the  mlnatnl  aald ; 


^  .  ..!>  ratljcr.'  I  am  htill  tleci<i 
set  iIm'  tuiu"  l<)  the  i»Iil  i*oii^',  anil  let  r 
Imt  as  N  (111  i»lt';i>e. 

'  In  >iiimH  r  when    the    hav  wjus   niawi 
TaiM,'  are  1k)11i  mine.     The  J*et  of  the  la»t 
me  ;  but  if  you  ^ill  get  any  of  our  ancien 
in  Strathspey  time  *The  Moudiewort '  (tl 
think  it  will  delight  you. 

'  How  long  and  dreary  is  the  Night,* — I 
in  a  collection  of  songs  somewhere,  which  \ 
to  please  you,  and  to  suit  your  favorite  air  o, 
a  stride  or  two  across  my  room,  and  have  at 
find  on  the  other  page. 

HOW    LANG   AND   DREARY 

TUNK— Cau/cf  Kail  in  Abe 

How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  : 
When  I  am  frae  my  Dearj 

I  restless  lie  frae  e'en  to  moi 
Though  I  were  ne'er  sae  ^ 

Charm — For  Oh,  her  lanely  nights 
And  Oh,  her  dreams  are 
And  Oh,  her  widow'd  heai 
That  'a  absent  frae  her  J 

When  I  think  on  the  lightsc 
I  spent  vrV  th^^  -     ' 
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Tell  me  how  yoa  like  tbis.  I  differ  from  yoar  idea  of  the  expreuion 
of  the  time.  There  ia,  to  me,  a,  great  deal  of  tendernees  in  it.  Yon 
cannot,  in  my  opinion,  dbpeiue  with  a  baaa  to  yonr  addenda  aim.  A 
lady  of  my  acqnointance,  a  noted  perfonner,  ploya  '  Noe  Lock  abont  the 
house,'  and  sbgs  it  at  tlie  some  time  bo  channiDgly,  that  I  Bliall  never 
bear  to  see  it  aent  into  tlje  world  aa  naked  as  Mr  What-d'ye-coll-nm  haa 
done  in  his  London  Collection.* 

These  English  songs  gravel  me  to  death.  I  have  not  that  command  td 
the  language  that  I  have  of  my  native  tongnc.  In  fact,  I  think  that 
my  ideas  are  more  barren  in  English  than  in  Scotish.  I  liave  been 
at '  Dnncon  Gray,'  to  dresa  it  in  English,  but  all  I  con  do  ia  deplonhly 
Btapid.    For  instance. 


LET    NOT    WOMAN    E'ER    COMPLAIN. 
Tune— i)u»co»  Oray. 
Let  not  Woman  e'er  complain 

Of  inconstancy  in  love ; 

Let  not  Woman  e'er  complain, 

Fickle  Man  is  apt  to  rove : 

Look  abroad  througli  Nature's  range, 

Nature's  mighty  law  is  chanob  ; 
Ladies,  would  it  not  be  strange, 

Man  should  then  a  monster  prove. 

Mark  the  winda,  and  mark  the  skies; 

Oceana  ebb,  and  oceans  flow ; 
8nn  and  moon  but  set  to  rise  ; 

Bound  and  round  the  seasons  go : 

Why  then  ask  of  silly  Man 

To  oppose  great  Nature's  plan  1 
We  '11  be  constant  while  we  can — 

You  can  be  no  mora  you  know. 

If  yon  inaert  both  Peter's  song  and  mine,  to 'The  bonie  bracket  laaaie,' 
it  will  cost  yon  engraving  the  Brst  verse  of  both  aonga,  aa  the  rhythm  of 
the  two  is  conaiderably  different.  Aa  '  Fair  Eliia'  b  already  pabliahed, 
I  am  totally  inditTereot  whether  yon  give  it  a  place  or  not ;  bnt  to  my 


..^fy^l^r<^ 


Talk  not  of  love,  it  gives  m 

Since  the  above,  I  have  l>een  out  in  the  coui 
a  friend,  where  I  met  with  the  lady  whom  I 
page  of  this  odds-ond-ends  of  a  letter.  As  ui 
returning  home,  I  composed  the  following : — 


THE  LOVER'S  MORNING-SALUTE  T 

TvJXZ—Dea  tak  the  Wcu 

Sleep  'at  thou,  or  wank  'at  thou,  fail 
Rosy  mom  now  lifts  his  eye, 

Numbering  ilka  bud  which  Nature 
Waters  wi'  the  tears  o'  joy : 
Now  through  the  leafy  woods, 
And  by  the  reeking  floods ; 

Wild  Nature's  tenants,  freely,  gladl} 
The  lintwhite  in  his  bower 
Chants,  o'er  the  breathing  flower : 
The  lavrock  to  the  sky 
Ascends  wi'  sangs  o'  joy. 

While  the  sun  and  thou  arise  to  blef 

Fbebus  gilding  the  brow  o'  morning 

Banishes  ilk  darksome  shade. 
Nature  claH^'t^'*'^ — 


When  through  my  veiy  heart 
Her  beaming  glories  dart ; 
Tis  then  I  wake  to  life,  to  light  and  joy !  * 

I  allow  the  fint  four  lines  of  each  Etaaia  to  lie  repeated ;  Imt  if  yon 
inspect  the  air,  in  that  part,  yon  will  find  that  it,  also,  without  a 
quaver  of  difTerence,  is  the  same  passages  rejieated :  which  will  exactly 
put  it  on  the  footing  of  our  other  nlow  Scotish  ein,  aa  they,  you  koow, 
are  twice  sung  over.  If  yoa  honor  my  verses  by  letting  the  air  to  it,  I 
will  vamp  up  the  old  song,  and  make  it  English  enough  to  be  underatood. 
I  have  sent  you  my  song  noted  down  to  the  air,  in  the  uay  1  think  that 
it  should  go  1  t  believe  yon  will  find  my  set  of  the  air  to  be  one  of 
the  best 

I  inclose  yon  a  musical  curiosity ;  on  East  Indian  air,  wliich  yon 
wonld  swear  was  a  Scotish  one.  I  know  the  authenticity  of  it,  as  tlie 
gentleman  who  brought  it  over  is  a  partjcnlar  acqnaintance  of  mine. 
Do,  preserve  me  the  copy  I  send  you,  as  it  is  the  only  one  I  hava  Clarke 
lias  set  a  Baas  to  it,  and  I  intend  putting  it  into  the  Mutieal  Muteutn. 
Here  follow  the  verses  I  intend  for  it : — 


THE    AULD    MAN. 
But  lately  seen  in  gladsome  green 

The  woods  rejoiced  the  dny. 
Thro'  gentle  showers  the  laughing  flowers 

In  double  pride  were  gay  : 
But  now  our  joys  are  tied 

On  winter  blasts  awa'. 
Yet  maiden  May,  in  rich  array, 

Again  shall  bring  them  a'. 


Kow  to  ths  itiMirlng  tbantaln. 
Or  lip  tha  hnthy  nionntiEn 
The  hirt,  hind,  (nil  roe,  TrMly,  wDdlr.wantoii  itity : 
In  twining  biMl  bowers 
Hi*  Uf  the  linoat  poura ; 
Th*  l»vrock,  to  the  iky 


o'Joy, 
id  thou  ube  to  bleu  the  dijr. 


iloile  part«>1. 


While  the  anii  u 

Sul,  cheerle 
The  night's  Bloomy  shmlM,  cloudy,  dirV,  o'l 

But  when  .bo  cbumii  my  iight, 

In  pride  or  Beauty'!  light; 

Wbeo  thro'  my  veiy  heart 

Her  beaming  gloriexUrt; 
Tl>  then— 'U*  then  I  wake  to  111b  ind  Joy  r 


^\ii(l  nights  o'  sleepless  p. 
Tlioii  ^'okleii  time  o'  Youth. 
AVliy  coiuest  thou  not  agi 

I  would  bo  obliged  to  you  if  you  would  pn 
Collection  of  English  Songs,  which  you  men 
return  them  three  times  a  week  by  the  Fly. 
I  told  you,  I  have  gotten. 

I  will  thank  you  for  another  information,  a 
please — whether  this  miserable,  drawling  hot 
compleatly  tired  you  of  the  correspondence  of  y 

The  story  of  Chloris  is  not  much  less  rOi 
that  of  Clarinda.     At  the  time  when  the  p 
William  Lorimer,  originally  a  substantial  ft 
been  seen,  at  Kemmis-hall^  on  the   opposit 
about  two  miles  nearer  Dumfries.     Mr  Lorj 
money  by   an   extremely   favourable   lease, 
farming  but  dealing  in  merchandise  on  a  < 
Dumfries  and  at  Kemmis-hall.     Burns  came 
through  his  transactions  in  teas  and  spiri 
appears  from  a  letter  to  Findlater  (VoL  III.  p 
ally  more  than  dubious.     The  Lorimers  scarc< 
at  their  house  without  inviting  him ;  and  he  - 
guest  at  Kemmis-hall  whenever  he  passed  tl 
A  daughter  of  the  family  recollected  seeing 
addressed  to  her  father :  one  conf»-- 
sir' — a  quaint  o*^- 


cuiDBtance,  told  by  the  aforementioned  daughter,  may  he  sufficient 
proof.  Having  arrived  one  evening,  and,  without  Mrs  Lorimer'a 
knowledge,  put  up  his  horse  in  the  stable,  he  came  in  by  the 
back-entrance,  and  so  into  the  kitchen,  where  the  housewife  was 
busy  making  candles  for  home  consumption — candles  being  then 
an  excisable  article.  He  looked,  but  as  if  he  saw  nothing,  and 
with  the  remark,  '  Faith,  ma'am,  you  're  thrang  to-night ! '  passed 
hastily  on  to  the  parlour.' 

William  Lorimer'a  eldest  daughter  Jean  was  a  yoong  girl  of 
uncommon  personal  charms.  The  flaxen  colour  of  her  hair  was 
not  considered  a  blemish  by  the  numerous  admirers  of  her 
beaatiful  face  and  fine  figure.  A  Mr  Gillespie,  a  brother-officer  ot 
Bums,  settled  at  Dumfries,  fell  in  lore  with  her ;  and  Bums  did 
his  best  to  foster  his  friend's  suit,  but  in  vain.  Miss  Lorimer 
made  an  extraordinary  and  unfortunate  match.  A  young  squire 
named  Whelpdale,  connected  with  the  county  of  Cumberland, 
and  notorious  for  lua  extravagant  mode  of  life,  settled  at  Earnhill, 
near  Mofl'at,  as  a  farmer.  He  was  acciuaintcd  with  a  family 
named  Johnston  at  Dumcrieff,  near  Craigiebum,  where  Miss 
Lorimet  visited,  and  was  introduced  to  the  young  beauty.  He 
paid  Ilia  addresses  to  her,  and  it  is  supposed  that  she  was  not 
averse  to  his  suit.  One  night  in  March  1793,  when  the  poor 
girl  was  still  some  months  less  than  eighteen  years  of  age,  and 
probably  had  little  knowledge  of  the  worhl,  be  took  her  aside, 
told  her  that  lie  could  no  longer  live  except  as  her  husband; 
entreated  her  to  elope  with  him  that  very  night  to  Gretna  Green, 
to  be  married,  and  threatened  to  do  himself  some  terrible  mis- 
chief if  she  should  refuse.  She  consented  reluctantly,  and  rained 
her  life.  The  pair  had  not  been  many  months  married  when 
Whelpdalc's  debts  forced  him  to  remove  hastily  from  !Bamliill, 
and  his  young  wife  had  no  resource  but  to  return  to  her 
parents  at  Kenimis-hall.  She  saw  her  husband  no  more  for 
twenty-throe  years ! 

When  Burns  settled  in  Dumfries,  his  intimacy  with  the  Kemmis- 
hall  family  was  kept  up — and  it  must  bo  noted  that  his  wife  was 
OS  much  their  friend  and  associate  as  himself,  though  perhaps  she 
was  not  so  often  at  their  house.  When  Jean  came  home  in  her 
worse  than  widowed  state,  she  was  still  under  nineteen,  and  in 
the  full  bloom  of  her  uncommon  beauty.    She  bad  inspired  Bums 
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before — 'Poortith  Cauld'  was  wntten  lu  January  1793,  threo 
moaths  before  her  marria^.  She  now  booBme  his  poetical 
diviuity  under  the  desigDalion  of  Chloris.  In  Seittember  1794 — 
at  which  time  she  waa  exactly  mnetocn — ho  began  to  celebrate 
her  in  the  utics  of  songs  of  which  two  or  three  have  already  been 
introduced. 


TO    CHL0BI8. 


r  OF  THE  LAST  KPITIOS  C 


Tia  Friendslij|>'a  pledge,  my  young,  (ait  Kriead, 

Nor  thou  the  gift  refuse  ; 
Nor  with  unwilling  ear  attend 

The  nioraliaing  Muse, 

Since  thou  in  all  tliy  youth  and  charma 
Must  bid  the  world  adieu 

(A  world  'gainst  [>eiieo  in  constant  arms), 
To  join  the  frieudly  few ; 

Since,  thy  gay  mom  of  life  o'crcast. 

Chill  came  the  tempest's  lour 
(And  ne'er  Misfortune's  eastern  blast 

Did  nip  a  fairer  flower) ; 

Since  life's  gay  scenes  must  charm  no  mure : 

Still  much  is  loft  behind, 
Still  nobler  wealth  hast  tliou  in  etore — 

The  comforts  of  the  mind  1 

Thine  is  the  self-approving  glow 

Clf  conscious  honor's  part ; 
And  (dearest  gift  of  Heaven  below) 

Tliino  Friendship's  tnieat  heart; 

The  joys  refined  of  sense  and  taste, 

"Witii  every  Muse  to  rove  : 
And  doubly  were  the  Poet  blest. 

These  joys  could  lie  improve, 

Uiie  BagaMle  <le  fAiiiUii. 


ESTEEM    FOR    CHLORI& 
Ah,  Chloria,  since  it  may  not  be 

That  thou  of  love  wilt  heat; 

If  from  t)ie  lover  thou  maun  flee, 

Yet  let  the  friend  be  dear, 

Altho'  I  love  my  Chloria  mair 

Than  ever  tongue  could  tell ; 
My  passion  I  will  ne'er  declare — 

1 11  say  I  wish  thee  well. 

Tho'  a'  my  daily  care  thou  art 

And  a'  my  nightly  dream, 
I  'II  hide  the  struggle  in  my  heart. 

And  say  it  is  esteem. 

The  subsequent  history  of  Chloris  is  pitiful.  Some  years  after 
this  outpouring  of  poetry  in  her  praise,  her  father  failed  in  business. 
The  enthusiastic  friend  who  had  sung  her  praise  was  laid  in 
Dumfries  churchyard.  She  received  no  money  from  her  husband, 
and  scarcely  knew  in  what  part  of  the  world  he  lived.  She  Vfaa, 
therefore,  compelled  to  become  a  governess  in  a  gentleman's 
family;  and  in  situations  of  this  kind  passed  some  years  of  her  life. 
In  1S16,  returning  from  a  visit  to  a  brother  in  Sunderland,  she 
inquired  at  Brampton  for  her  husband,  aud  learned  that  she  had 
only  missed  seeing  him  by  a  few  hours,  as  he  had  that  day  been 
in  the  village.  He  was  now  squandering  a  fourth  or  fifth  fortune, 
which  had  been  left  to  him  by  a  relative.  Not  long  after,  learning 
that  he  was  imprisoned  for  debt  at  Carlisle,  she  went  to  see  him. 
Having  written  to  ask  for  an  interview,  she  went  to  the  place 
where  he  was  confined,  and  was  desired  to  walk  in.  His  lodging 
was  pointed  out  to  her  on  the  opposite  side  of  a  quadmngle,  round 
which  there  was  a  covered  walk  resembling  the  ambulatories  of 
the  ancient  religions  houses.  As  she  walked  along  one  side  of  this 
court,  she  passed  a  bulky-looking  man,  slightly  paralytic,  who 
shuffled  in  walking,  as  from  lBmones&  As  she  approached  the 
door,  she  heard  this  man  pronounce  her  name,  'Jean !'  he 
said,  and  then  immediately  added  '  Mrs  Whelpdale  I '    It  was  her 


.».inis,   when   lie    li;ul    lx?cn 

anotluT  visit ;  l»ut  his  utter  inability   to 
any  ninney  ontrustt;d  tu  him  rendered  it  41 
slioiiM  renew  their  conjugal  life.     She  nev* 
It  has  been  said  that  this  poor,  unpix 
length  led  into  an  error  which  lost  her  the 
She  is  stated  to  have  spent  some  time  in  t 
verging  on  mendicancy,  and  never  rising  al 
domestic  servant*     About  the  year  1825,  a 
she  had  made  her  poverty  kno'wn,  bestin*ed  . 
and  told  her  sad  case  in  the  newsfiapers  in 
a  subscription  for  her  relief.     His  wife,  ht 
newspapers   containing  the   paragraphs   whii 
received  the  following  note : — 

*  Bnms's  Chloris  is  infinitely  obliged  to  Mrs 


in  sending  the  newspapers,  and  feels  pleased  and  f 
much  said  and  done  in  her  behalf. 

Rutli  was  kindly  and  generously  treated  by  B 
Cklorb  may  enjoy  a  similar  fate  in  the  fields  of  me 

March  2, 1825. 

This  lady  saw  Mrs  Whelpdale  several  tim 
with  her  conversation,  which  indicated  a  gift  oi 
acuteness  of  understanding.  Chloris  afterwarc 
tion  as  housekeeper  to  a  gentleman  in  Newing 

*  As  the  Atory  of  Chlorfi't '  fltU '  has  been  denied,  and  aa  the 
have  allnded  to  it  have  been  aevexely  censured  for  dnit^"  - 
give  an  extract  ftnom  a  letter  wrltu»»  —  -  ■ 
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for  some  time  in  the  enjoyment,  aho  said,  of  greater  comfort  than 
she  had  known  since  slie  lirst  left  her  father'e  house.  But  a  severe 
pulmonar;  affection  |,'raduully  undermined  her  health,  and  she 
was  ultimately  oblifjud  to  retire  to  a  lodging  iu  Mid  die  ton's 
Entry,  Potterrow,  near  the  place  where  liuvns  firet  met  Clarinda. 
Here,  known  now  as  Mrs  Lorimer,  she  lingered  for  some  time 
iu  great  Buffering,  being  chiefly  supported  by  her  last  master; 
and  here,  in  September  1831,  she  died  at  the  af,'e  of  iifty-six. 
She  was  buried  in  Newington  cemetery.  Her  hushaml,  who 
latterly  lived  at  Langholm,  in  Dumfriesshire,  on  a  eniaJl  pension, 
survived  her  three  or  four  yeara.* 


TO    UK    PETER    HILL. 

IDuHmiES,  ni<Io/Octot«r1T9tt] 

My  DEAR  Hill— Ry  a  carrier  of  yesterday,  Henry  OHbom  by  name, 
I  sent  you  a  kippered  [sitiokeil]  salmnn,  nliicU  1  tnisl  you  will  duly 
receive,  and  wliicli  1  also  trust  will  (,'ive  you  many  a  toothftil  of  eatinfac- 
Uon.  If  you  have  tlie  coulideiice  to  nay  that  tliei-e  is  anything  of  the 
kind  in  all  your  great  city  supeiior  to  this  in  tiiie  kipper  relish  and 
flavour,  I  will  1>e  reven^  by— not  sencling  ynu  anotlier  next  season.  In 
return,  the  tint  party  of  friends  tliat  dine  with  you — provided  that  your 
fellow  travellei-s  and  my  trusty  and  well  beloved  veterans  in  intimacy, 
Messrs  Ramsay  and  Cameron, t  l>e  of  the  party— about  that  time  in  the 
afternoon  when  a  relish  or  devil  I)econies  grateful,  give  them  two  or 
three  slicea  of  the  kipi>er  and  drink  a  bumper  to  your  friendi  in  Dum- 
fries. Moreover,  by  last  Saturday's  Fly,  I  sent  you  a  hare,  which  I 
hope  came,  and  carriage  fi'ee,  safe  to  your  bospitable  mansion  and 
social  table.     So  much  for  business. 

How  do  you  like  the  following  pastoral  which  I  wrote  the  other  day, 
for  a  tune  that  f  daresay  you  well  know  ^ 

['  C»'  the  Yowei  to  the  Knowog.'-Se«  pp.  130, 140.1 

And  how  do  yon  like  the  following ! — 

•  S«  Riinu'i  HilorlJ,  s  Rmliiliniw,  by  Jstnai  Adinti',  M.D,,  for  soma  tmt  IntareMIng 
ncollKtIona  of  Chlorti  snd  b  mnnronn  i1«ri^i>Fa  of  hnr  rcpuUtlon.  Dr  Arlainii  ciplkliii 
thit  ChIoTl(  wM  ■  inUsnb  of  bin  hlhn-,  Dr  Ale<sni1«r  MsiwsU  A.luni,  of  BC  Patrick 
SqiiBn,  Kdlnhntgh,  and  rtUtw  how  hn  vl«IWrt  h-r  on  hiH  f.ther'«  l»h»lf  to  rewlve  k 
packiit  of  lapnra.  Vbfn  qncntfonnl  by  bin  ton  u  to  tbe  illii^  n«r*nt  Ilia  liiil 
poverty  of  Clilori»  uicl  tbo  '  MTor-  Into  which  ihe  I*  nUted  h)  hiivn  f«ll«i,  Dr  Al«>«n.ler 
Ailima  (oaverM  qnlftkly,  nd  ilmont  with  tngrr  nmMtnWH.  '  Not  it  all ;  nothing  of 
tbd  Vlnd :  UiMe  xn  nnitanrmna  lapcnlnni  on  thfl  itooil  nima  of  in  unhappy  and 
mncb  mfaundaratfxid  lady,  originating  no  donbt  In  rntin  Ignorancfi.    Ctmtnidlet  tborn 


a  prtntar  of  the  F.iHnitiTs\  Kvmftiii  CanrniiL 
Tliwg  twn  gcntlcni'n  riMnn  to  ban  biwi  rrrrntly 
ccaalon  thN«  would  of  conma  baa  meeting  with  B 


liimfrtea,  along  will) 


The  rock  with  tears  hac 
Or  this?— 

ON    W  [ALT  Eli]    K[1DDE 

So  vile  was  poor  Wat,  such  a  miscreanl 
That  the  worms  ov*n  damn'd  him  when 

*  In  his  skull  there  *s  a  famine '  a  starves 

*  And  his  heart,  it  is  poison '  another  rep 

My  best  good  wishes  to  Mrs  Hill;   and  be 
yours, 


OBOROE    THOMSON    TO    ROBBR 

Bdiki 

I  am  sensible,  my  dear  friend,  that  a  genuine  po 
without  his  mistress  than  his  meat.  I  wish  I  kn 
whose  bright  eyes  and  witching  smiles  have  so  o 
Scottish  bard,  that  I  might  drink  her  sweet  liealt 
going  round.  '  Craigiebum  Wood '  must  certainly 
family,  since  she  is  the  subject  of  the  song;  I 
decency,  I  must  beg  a  new  chorus-verse  from  yo 
beyond  thee,  dearie  *  is  perhaps  a  consummation  to 
not  do  for  singing  in  the  company  of  ladies.  Th 
will  do  you  lasting  credit^  and  suit  the  respective  aii 
perfectly  of  your  opinion  with  respect  to  the  additi 
of  sending  them  into  the  world  naked  as  they  were  I 
They  must  all  be  clothed  and  made  decent  by  our  fi 

•  •  On  Friday  lait,  our  theatn  Mceived  a  great  aoqnfsitfon  In  the 
and  Yarico  **  [by  George  Coleman,  on  a  story  fh)ni  ♦»-  " 
of  Mrs  Keinble,  in  the  amiable  »»#«  <-  * 
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I  find  I  am  anticipated  by  tbe  friendly  Cunningham  in  Bending  you 
Bitson's  Scottish  collection.  Permit  uie,  therefore,  to  present  you  with 
liis  English  collection,  which  you  will  receive  by  the  coach.  I  do  not 
find  his  hiBtorical  essay  on  Scottish  song  interesting.  Your  anecdotes 
and  Qiiscelianeous  remarks  fvill,  I  am  sure,  be  much  more  so.  Allan  baa 
jnat  sketched  a  charming  design  from  '  Maggie  Lander.'  She  is  dancing 
with  BDcli  spirit  OS  to  electrify  the  piper,  who  seenia  almost  dancing  too, 
while  be  is  playing  witli  tlie  most  exquiBit«  glee.  I  am  much  inclined  to 
get  a  small  copy,  and  to  have  it  engraved  in  the  style  of  Ritson's  prints. 

P.S. — What  do  yonr  anecdotes  Kay  concerning  '  Maggie  Lauder ! '  was 
she  a  real  personage,  and  of  wliat  rank  *  You  would  snrely  speer  for 
her,  if  yon  ca'd  at  Auster  town.  G.  T. 


ROBERT    BUBN3    TO    OEOBOE    TBOHSON. 

Soe.  ITH. 

Many  thanks  to  yon,  my  dear  Sir,  for  yonr  present :  it  is  a  hook  of  the 
ntniost  importance  to  me.  I  have,  yesterday,  begun  my  anecdotes,  &c. 
for  yonr  work.  I  intend  drawing  it  np  in  the  form  of  a  letter  to 
you,  which  will  save  nie  from  the  tedious,  dull  liuBiuess  of  systematic 
arrangement.  Indeed,  as  all  I  have  to  say  is  nnconuected  remarks, 
anecdotes,  scraps  of  old  songn,  &c  it  will  be  impossible  to  give  tlie  work 
a  beginning,  a  middle  and  an  end,  which  the  critics  insist  to  be  aheo- 
lutely  necessaiy  in  a  work.  As  soon  as  1  have  a  few  pages  in  order,  I 
will  send  yon  tliem  aa  a  specimen.  I  only  fear  that  the  matter  will 
grow  BO  large  among  my  hands  as  to  be  more  expense  than  you  con  allot 
for  it.     Now  for  my  desultory  way  of  writing  you, 

I  am  happy  that  1  have  at  last  pleased  yon  with  verses  to  your  right- 
band  tune  *  Cauld  Kiul :'  I  see  a  little  unpliancy  in  the  line  yon  object 
to,  but  cannot  alter  it  for  a  better.  It  is  one  tiling  to  know  one's  error, 
and  another  and  much  more  difficult  affair  to  amend  that  error. 

In  my  lost,  I  told  you  my  objections  to  the  song  you  liad  selected  for 
'  My  lodging  ia  on  the  cold  ground. '  On  my  visit  tlie  other  day  to  my  fair 
Cbloris  (that  ia  the  poetic  name  of  the  lovely  goddess  of  my  inspiration) 
she  BDggested  an  idea,  which  I,  on  my  return  from  the  visit,  wrought 
into  the  following  song.  It  is  exactly  in  the  meaaure  of '  My  dearie  an 
thou  die,'  which  you  say  is  the  jirccifte  rhythm  of  tiie  air : — 

MY  CHLORIS.  MARK  HOW  GREEN  THE  GROVES. 

TVSE—Mi/  Lodgiiuj  it  on  the  eold  Ground. 

My  Chloria,  mark  how  green  the  grovea, 


The  primroBC-banks  how  fair ; 
The  balmy  galea  awake  the  flowers 
And  wave  thy  flaxen  hair. 


ill  lordly,  liglitod  ha' : 
The  Slicphcnl  stops  liis  simj)lo 
lilitlu',  ill  tin'  birkcn  sliaw. 

The  princely  revel  may  survey 
Our  rustic  dance  wi*  scorn  : 

But  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  o 
Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  'i 

The  Shepherd,  in  the  flowery  glei 
In  Shepherd's  phrase  will  woo ; 

The  Courtier  tells  a  finer  tale, 
But  is  his  heart  as  true  1 

These  wild-wood  flowers  I  Ve  pu'd, 
That  spotless  breast  o'  thine, 

The  Courtier's  gems  may  witness  k 
But  'tis  na  love  like  mine. 

How  do  you  like  the  simplieity  and  tendemesc 
think  it  pretty  well. 

I  like  yoa  for  entering  so  candidly  and  so  kindly 
cJUre  amie.  I  assure  you,  I  was  never  more  in  eai 
in  the  account  of  that  affair  which  I  sent  you  in  ni} 
is  a  passion  which  I  deeply  feel,  and  highly  venei 
does  not  make  such  a  figure  in  poesy  as  that 
passion, 

Where  Love  is  liberty,  anri  v-*— 


11 
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dash  with  that  firtt  principle,  it  is  having  these  pleaanres  at  a  dishonest 
price ;  and  Justice  forbids,  and  Generosity  disdains  the  purchase !  As 
to  the  herd  of  the  sex  wlio  are  good  for  little  or  nothing  ehie,  I  have 
mode  no  such  agreement  with  myself ;  hut  where  the  Parties  are  capable 
of,  and  the  Passion  is,  tlie  trne  Divinity  of  love — tlie  man  who  can  act 
Otherwise  than  I  Itave  kid  down  is  a  Villuin  '. 

[Tlie  poet  here  leaves  a  siuall  space  at  tlie  bottom  of  a  page,  and  at  the 
top  of  the  next  goes  on  :  'It  was  impossible,  you  know,  to  take  np  tlie 
subject  uf  your  songa  in  the  last  sheet ;  that  would  have  been  a  falling 
□If  indeed ! '} 

Despairing  of  my  own  i>oivera  to  give  you  variety  enough  in  Englisb 
songs,  I  liave  been  turning  over  old  Colleelions,  to  pick  ont  songs  of 
which  the  nieasui-e  is  something  similar  to  what  I  want,  and  with  a  little 
alteration  so  as  1«  suit  tlie  rhythm  of  tlic  air  exactly,  to  give  you  them 
for  your  Work.  Wliere  the  songs  liave  hittierlo  been  but  little  notice<1, 
nor  have  ever  been  set  to  music,  I  think  the  shift  a  fair  one.  A  song, 
wliich,  under  the  same  lirtit  verse  of  the  first  stanza,  yon  will  find  in 
Ramsay's  Tat-UMe  MUceUany,  and  elsewhere,  I  hare  cut  down  fur  an 
English  dress  toyonr  'Dajntie  Davie,'  oa  follows:  — 

SONG, 
ALTEKBD  FROM  AN  OLD  EXOLISH  ONE. 

IT  WAS  THE  CHARMING  MONTH  OF  MAY. 
TUNB — Dainlie  Davie. 
It  wns  the  clinrmiug  montli  of  Kfajr, 
When  sli  the  flowers  were  fresh  and  gay, 
One  morning  by  the  break  of  day, 

Tho  youthful,  charming  Chloe 
From  poacef  ul  slumber  she  arose, 
Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  lioae, 
And  o'er  the  floneiy  mead  ehe  goes, 

Tho  youthful,  charming  Cliloe. 

Cltonui — Lovely  was  she  by  tho  dawn, 

Youthful  Chloe,  charming  Chloe, 
Tripping  o'ct  the  pearly  lawn. 
The  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 

Tho  feathor'd  people,  you  might  see 
Peicli'd  all  around  on  every  tree. 
In  notes  of  sweetest  melody 
They  hail  the  charming  Chloe ; 


-j.i^vu  mat  1  Ihave  inaae  so  i 


1    have   rniislii'd    my   song   to   *  Kothennirclu 
Clarke  to  consult,  as  to  the  set  of  the  air  for  sin, 

LASSIE    Wr    THE    LINT-WHi 

Tv^E^Iiothemurche*8  Han 

Now  nature  deeds  the  flowery 
And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  like 
O  wilt  thou  share  its  joys  wi'  n 
And  say  thou  'It  be  my  Deari 

Cliorus — Lassie  wi'  the  lint-white 
Bonie  lassie,  artless  lass 
Wilt  thou  wi*  me  tent  the 
Wilt  thou  be  my  Deari 

Tlie  primrose  bank,  the  wimpling 
The  cuckoo  on  the  milk-white  the 
The  wanton  lambs  at  early  morn 
Shall  welcome  thee,  my  Dearie 

And  when  the  welcome  simmer-sl 
Has  chear'd  ilk  drooping  little  flo 
We  '11  to  the  breathing  woodbine 
At  sultry  noon,  my  Dearie  0. 

*  One  vent  of  the  *  bonibatt  original '  inay  be  given : 

Kind  Phoebus  now  begun  to  ariee 
And  paint  with  red  the  eajit^"""  "' ' 
8tnif*i'  -'*•    - 


Wiieu  Cyutliiu  lij^hte,  wi'  silver  ray. 

The  weary  shearer's  hamewaid  way, 

Thro'  yellow  waving  fields  we  'II  stray, 

And  talk  o'  love,  tuy  Dearie  0. 

And  when  the  howling  wintry  blast 
Disturbs  my  Lassie's  midnight  rest ; 
£nclaap6d  to  ray  faithfu'  breast, 
I  '11  comfort  thee,  my  Dearie  0. 

Tliis  piece  lias  at  least  tlie  merit  of  l>eing  a  regular  Pastoral :  the  vernal 
mora,  the  summer  noon,  the  autuniual  evening  and  the  winter  night, 
are  regnlarly  roanded.    If  you  like  it,  well :  if  not,  I  will  insert  it  in 

tlie  Museum. 

I  urn  out  of  temper  that  yon  shonld  set  bo  sweet,  so  tender  an  tiir,  as 
'  Dell  tak  the  war,'  to  the  foolish  old  verses.  You  talk  of  tlie  siliinesB 
of  '  Saw  ye  my  father :  '  by  Heavens,  the  odds  is  Gold  to  Brass.  Be- 
sides, the  old  song,  thougli  now  pretty  well  modernize<I  into  the  Scottish 
langnage,  ia  originally,  and  in  the  early  editions,  a  bungling,  low  imita- 
tion of  the  Scotish  manner,  hy  tliat  genius,  Tniii  D'tliiey  so  has  no  pre- 
tensions to  be  a  Scotieli  production.  There  is  a  pretty  English  song,  by 
Sheridan,  in  The  Duenna,  to  this  air;  which  is  out  of  sight  superior  to 
D'Urfey.    It  begins— 

When  Bsble  night,  euh  drooping  plant  reatoriiig. 

The  air,  if  I  nnderstand  the  expi'ession  of  it  properly,  is  the  very  native 
langnnge  of  Simplicity,  Tenderness  and  Love.  I  liave  again  gone  over 
my  song  to  the  tune,  as  follows. 

[Here  Bums  transcribes  his  new  version  of  '  Sleep'st  thou  or  Wak'st 
thouT'containingtheslight  variations  which  have  already  been  given.] 

I  could  easily  throw  this  into  an  English  mould ;  bnt  to  my  taste,  in 
the  simple  and  tender  of  the  Pastoral  song,  a  sprinkling  of  the  old 
Scotish,  has  an  inimitable  efTect.  You  know,  I  never  encroach  on  your 
privileges  as  an  Editor.  Yon  may  reject  my  song  altogether,  and  keep 
by  the  old  one ;  or  yon  may  give  mine,  as  a  second  Scots  one ;  or,  lastly, 
you  may  set  the  air  to  my  verses,  still  giving  the  old  song  as  a  second, 
one,  and  as  beiug  well  known  ;  in  which  last  case,  I  would  find  yon,  in 
English  verses  of  my  own,  a  song,  the  exact  rhytlim  of  my  Scotish  one. 
If  yon  keep  by  the  old  words,  Sheridan's  song  will  do  for  an  English 
one.  I  once  more  conjure  yon,  to  have  no  manner  of  false  delicacy  in 
accepting,  or  refnung  my  compositions,  either  in  this,  or  any  other  of 
your  nongs. 

Now  for  uiy  English  song  to '  Nnnrie  'a  to  the  greenwood  gone.' 


,,  iiiiiii  my  bosom  swelling  : 
ComlemiiM  to  drag  a  hopelt.'ss  cliaii 

And  yet  in  sucrct  languish  ; 
To  feci  a  tiic  in  every  vein, 

Nor  dare  disclose  my  anguish. 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  unseen,  unknc 

I  fain  my  griefs  would  cover ; 
The  bursting  sigh,  th'  unweetiug  grot 

Betray  the  hapless  lover : 
I  know  thou  doom'st  me  to  despair, 

Nor  wilt,  nor  canst,  relieve  me ; 
But,  Oh  Eliza,  hear  one  prayer. 

For  pity's  sake,  forgive  me ! 

The  music  of  thy  voice  I  heard, 

Kor  wist  while  it  enslav'd  me ; 
I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  fear'd, 

Till  fears  no  more  had  sav'd  me : 
Th'  unwary  sailor  thus,  aghast. 

The  wheeling  torrent  viewing, 
Mid  circling  horrors  sinks  at  last 

In  overwhelming  ruin. 

[It  will  be  observed  that  this  is  a  new  and  improved  vers 
sent  in  April  of  the  preceding  year,  beginning,  *  The  las 
o'er  the  Moor.'  The  most  remarkable  change  is  the  substi 
for  Maria,  due  doubtless  to  th*  »i' — " 
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enow  to  cliiue  on  ;  bat  U  yon  were  to  adopt  it,  I  woold  take  it  in  my 

There  u  ou  air — '  The  CttledoDian  Lnnt's  delight,'  to  wbicti  I  wrote 
a  song  that  you  will  find  in  Johtwon — '  Ye  l>anks  and  br&ee  o'  bonie 
Doon ; '  this  (dr,  I  think,  might  find  a  place  among  yonr  hnndred,  ■•  Lew 
says  of  his  knights.  To  make  room  for  it,  yon  may  take  ont  (to  my 
tashi)  either  '  Yoang  Jockey  was  the  biythest  lad,'  or  '  There  'a  nae  luck 
abont  the  bouse,'  or  'The  collier's  bonie  lassie,'  or  'The  tither  mom,' 
or  the  'The  bow's  tail  {'and  pot  inU>  yonr  additional  list.  Not  bnt 
that  these  songs  have  great  merit ;  but  still  tliey  have  not  the  patliM  of 
'  The  banks  o' Boon.'  Do  you  know  the  history  of  the  air  t  Itiscnriona 
enongh.  A  good  many  years  ago,  Mr  James  Miller,*  writer  in  yonr  good 
town,  a  gentleman  whom  possibly  you  know,  was  in  company  with  our 
friend  Clarke,  and  talking  of  Scots  music,  Miller  expreMed  an  ardent 
ambition  to  be  able  to  compose  a  8col«  air.  Mr  Clarke,  partly  by  way 
of  joke,  (old  hiui  to  keep  to  the  black  keys  of  the  harpsichord,  and  pre- 
serve  some  kind  of  rbytbm,  and  be  would  infallibly  compose  a  Scots  air. 
Certain  it  is  that  in  a  few  days,  Mr  Miller  prodoced  tlie  rudiments  of  an 
air,  wbicb  Mr  Clarke,  with  a  few  toucbee  and  corrections,  fashioned  into 
tlie  tune  in  question. t  Kiteon,  you  know,  has  the  same  story  of  the 
black  keys ;  bnt  this  account  which  I  have  just  given  you,  Mr  Clarke 
informed  me  of  several  years  a^.  Now,  to  shew  you  how  difficult  it  is 
to  trace  the  origin  of  onr  aira,  I  have  beard  it  repeatedly  saserted  that  it 
was  an  Irish  air ;  nay,  I  met  with  an  Irish  gentleman  who  affirmed  he 
had  heard  it  in  Ireland  among  the  old  women ;  while,  on  tlie  other 
hand,  a  lady  of  fanbion,  no  less  than  a  countess,  infonned  me  tliat  the 
first  person  who  introduced  the  air  into  this  country  was  a  baronet's 
lady  of  her  acquaintance,  who  took  down  the  notes  from  an  itmerant 
piper  in  the  Isle  of  Man.  How  difficult,  then,  to  ascertain  the  truth 
respecting  our  Poesy  and  Music  I  I  myself  have  lately  seen  a  couple 
of  Ballads  sung  through  the  streets  of  Dumfries,  with  my  name  at 
the  bead  of  them  as  the  author,  though  it  was  the  first  time  ever  I  bad 
seen  them. 

I  thank  you  for  admitting  '  Craigiebnrti-wood,'  and  1  shall  take  caro 
to  furnish  you  with  a  new  chorus.  In  fact,  the  clioms  was  not  my  work, 
bnt  part  of  some  old  verses  to  tlie  air.  If  I  can  catch  myself  in  a  more 
than  ordinary  propitious  moment,  I  sliall  write  a  new  '  Craigiebum- 
wood  '  altogether.    My  heart  is  mncb  in  the  theme. 

I  am  asliamed,  my  dear  Fellow,  to  make  the  request^-'tis  dunning 
your  generosity  ;  hot  in  a  moment  when  I  had  forgot  whether  I  was  rich 
or  poor,  I  pmiiiised  Chloris  a  eopy  of  your  songs.  It  wrings  my  honest 
pride  to  write  you  this ;  but  an  ungracious  request  is  doubly  so  by  a 

*  Mr  Millar  MTted  Ibrmtn]' rnra  u  citrk  In  tb»  TMiu]  Offlu,  Edinburgh. 

\  Hillvr's  tun<  tnua%  to  hiva  bnn  lltUa  mors  tbu  m  reniln[sc<DC«  or  'Lat  is  mr 
qn1«C  for  rv«'  in  PUjitord  '  Apollo't  Buiquat,'  IWO.  For  th»  worda  and  muilc  of  ths 
BnRliib  orlidnil.  ratonnca  msT  ba  nuda  to  tlia  appmdli  of  ni  JVfwIar  Smfi  and 
Udodia  efStatlanH,  with  notu  bjr  O.  t.  Onbam  (Mnir  Toad,  Qlwigoir,  IMl). 


L^otjnj.ento^rjveovcr.     Adieu  f 


en  I  am  in 


«^OKOK    THOMSON    XOHOBKHT 

Mv  Good  Si»    c:- 
view  with  MrciiSrjnr'  '""'  '*«*•  '  ^ave 
donian  Hunt'  fa  mo«^.hi**"?. **"''°"««on-    He 

«X«or  to  you  liow  McnliArW      .^  V"  *"•  «Wconliligly. 

•"•d  B»ited  for  a  m£^oL  t.  h*  *""■*  "^  "•«  »" 
cannot  be  «ung  at  con<^HZUhtJ!'l  "^f  P*"^'  " 
performed  makes  an  agreeably  „^\''y»  '«ma'e  voi, 
th-a  form  =  I  »i,h  you^d  tUk  oT;H"*  ^^^  «f  ou 
The  only  one  of  the  kind  von^.  '*  ""  '«*'"«  "^  «' 
ODivereai  favourite.  ^  "  "'*"**  ««*  "  admirabl 

[^«re  sung  myself  intTLt'' "'*  ^r-'^P^^^iona 
^^gjng  IS  on  the  coH  J^^^^  *•"»  them.  v„„, 
^vater;  lam  quite  da^t,?^?-'';  «  likewise  a  diam 

jV^PPT'  »•«-«  fla,erh:t'^^*;«'"«>  '>y  it-    Some" 
differ  about  it  j  for  I  couW  Lo-T/""""  P»rt«lity  for  thfe 

isi^riittf '^^^^^^^^^  * '^""'"^ 

w  much  too  «,rion.  ni?*l*'°'''»ff  "o^-"  I  think  e 
incongruity  to  provide  tri::?'':  '^ancy'-^  i^^ 

ftSfJt:.*'^'    The  Zn,lt"thrf  ""'"^  "^""^h  « 
nmf  f    *5f»«-KenenU  character  th^v!*?  '*'*"  «'  ''^wes 


ROBEBT    BUB»a    TO    OEOROU    THOMSOK. 

IMk  Kaetmitr  ITM. 
You  see,  niy  dear  Sir,  what  a  pnnctaal  correEipoiiileQt  I  am  ;  though 
indeed  you  may  tliank  yourself  for  tlie  t«<lium  of  my  lettera,  as  you 
ha*e  80  Aattet'ccl  me  on  my  hoi-seinaaBliip  with  my  favorite  Holitiy,  and 
liave  praised  tlie  (.Tace  of  liia  ambling  so  much,  that  I  am  Bcareely  off  lifs 
1>ack.  For  instance,  this  morning,  though  a  keen  lilon'ini;  frost,  in  my 
walk  before  breakfast  I  finished  my  Duet,  which  you  were  please*!  to 
praise  so  much.  Whether  I  have  uniformly  succeeded,  I  will  not  say; 
but  there  it  is  to  you,  though  it  is  not  an  hour  old — 

PHILLY  AND  WILLY. 
TUNB— TXe  Sow't  Tail. 


O  Philly,  happy  bo  that  day 
When  roving  tlirough  the  gather'd  hny. 
My  youthfu'  heart  was  atown  away. 
And  by  thy  charms,  my  FliiJly. 


0  Willy,  ay  I  bless  tlie  grove 
Where  first  I  owned  my  maiden  love, 
Whilst  thou  did  ple<lge  the  Powers  above 
To  be  my  ain  dear  Willy, 


As  songetors  of  the  early  year 
Are  ilka  day  mair  sweot  to  hear, 
So  ilka  day  to  me  mail  dear 
And  charming  ia  my  Philly. 


Ae  on  the  brior  the  budding  rose 
Still  richer  breathes  and  fairer  blows, 
So  in  my  tender  bosom  grows 
The  loTo  I  baai  my  Willy. 


SHE. 

Tlie  little  swallow's  wanton  wing, 
Tlio'  wuftiuL;  o'er  the  flowery  spring, 
Dill  ne'er  to  nic  sic  tidings  bring, 
As  meeting  o'  my  Willy. 

HE. 

The  bee  that  thro'  the  sunny  hour 
Sips  nectar  in  the  opening  flower, 
Compared  wi'  my  delight  is  poor, 
Upon  the  lipe  o'  Philly. 

SHE. 

The  woodbine  in  the  dewy  weet 
When  evening  shades  in  silence  meet, 
Is  nocht  sae  fragrant  or  sae  sweet 
As  is  a  kiss  o'  Willy. 

HE. 

Let  Fortune's  wheel  at  random  run, 
And  Fools  may  tyne,  and  Knaves  may 
My  thoughts  are  a'  bound  up  on  ane, 
And  that 's  my  ain  dear  Philly. 

SHE. 

What's  a*  the  joys  that  crowrl  nor-  —•  " 
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I  am  ititich  pleued  with  your  idea  of  unging  our  songs  ia  alternate 
Btanzas,  aiid  regret  that  you  did  not  biot  it  to  me  aooner.  In  those  that 
remain,  I  shall  have  it  in  niy  eye.  I  renieniber  yonr  objections  to  tlie 
name  Philly,  bnt  it  is  the  conmion  abbreviation  of  Phillis,  which  is 
a  common  Christian  name.  Sally,  the  only  name  that  suitH,  has,  to  my 
ear,  a  vulgarity  abont  it  which  unBts  it  for  any  thing  except  burlesque. 
The  legion  of  Scotish  Poetasters  of  the  ilay,  whom  your  brother  Editor, 
Mr  Ritson,  ranlcs  with  me  as  my  coevals,  have  alivays  niiHtaken  vulgarity 
for  simplicity ;  whereoa  sicnplicity  ia  as  mnch  iloigniie  from  vulgarity  on 
the  one  hand,  as  from  afTected  point  and  puerile  conceit  on  the  other. 

I  agree  with  you  as  to  the  air  '  Craigiebumwood,'  that  a  chorus  would 
in  some  degree  spoil  the  effect,  and  shall  certainly  have  none  in  my  pro- 
jected song  to  it.  It  ia  not,  however,  a  cose  in  point  witlt  'Kothe- 
murche : '  there,  as  in  '  Koy's  Wife  of  Aldivalloch,'  a  chorus,  to  my  taste, 
goes  well  enough.  As  to  the  chorus  going  first,  you  know  it  is  so  with 
'  Hoy'a  Wife '  also.'  In  fact,  in  the  first  part  of  both  tunes,  the  rhythm 
is  so  peculiar  and  irregular,  and  on  that  irregularity  depends  so  much  of 
their  beauty,  that  we  must  e'en  take  them  with  all  their  wildnesH,  and 
humonr  the  verse  accordingly.  Leaving  out  the  starting-note  in  both 
tunes  has,  I  tliink,  an  elTect  that  no  regularity  could  couuterbalanco  the 
want  of. 

O  Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch. 

O  Lu«e  vi'  the  lintwhite  lockl. 
.  And  compare  jcilh 

Boy's  wife  of  AldiTsUocb. 

Duue  wi'  the  lintvbite  lookl. 

Does  not  the  tamenesa  of  the  prefixed  syllable  strike  yon?  In  the 
last  ca)«,  with  the  true  fervor  of  genins,  you  strike  at  once  into  the 
wild  originality  of  the  air;  whereoa,  in  the  first  inaipid  business,  it  is 
like  the  grating  screw  of  the  pins  l)efore  the  fiddle  b  brought  io  tnue. 
This  is  my  taste  ;  if  I  am  wrong,  I  beg  pardon  of  the  Cognoscenti. 

I  am  also  of  your  min<l  as  to  the '  Caledonian  hunt ; '  but  to  fit  it  with 
verses  to  nuit  these  dotted  crotchets  will  be  a  task  indeed.  I  differ  from 
yon  OS  to  the  expression  of  the  air.  It  is  so  charming,  that  it  would 
make  any  subject  in  a  song  go  down  ;  but  pathos  is  certainly  ita  native 
tongue.  Scots  Bacchanalians  we  certainly  want,  though  the  few  that 
we  have  are  excellent.  For  instance  'Todlin  bame'  ia,  for  wit  and 
hnmour,  an  unparalleleil  composition  ;  and  '  Andrew  and  bis  cutty  gun ' 
is  the  work  of  a  master.  By  the  way,  are  you  not  quite  vexed  to  think 
that  these  men  of  genins,  for  audi  they  certainly  were,  who  composed 
-our fine  Scotish  lyrics,  shonld  be  unknown!*    It  has  given  me  many  a 

•  W)kathub»n»b«iQtimi1y  nM  of  Uia  Tordn  ofonr  K>rgs(ffMiinr  andPHIry  D/lb 
■  SeoltM  Sorrfrr,  bj  Frorauor  Vrllch)  mty  ba  bare  qootsl  u  (qiwll;  ■ppllubl*  to  Uis 
tnnav:  'Tba  rorm  In  which  wc  hire  thnn  mniit  b«  hclil  is  raprcMntlng  thschinf^and 
■ddJtIoni.  the  ■Dggcatlmia  ml  pudng  toachei  of  intof  gcMntlona.  ths  cortlnnnns 
(ipiwnlon  or  th>  nstfoul  hvrt  nthsr  thsn  Indlvidiui  pndnetlan.'— Ths  Iiit«  J.  Hair 
IFooil,  In  Giovs's  i>fi:l<iniarti  t/ltiale. 


..    ..1    ourruw  ana  v^ari 

1  ;^'i  e  theiii  a  skt'Ip,  as  they  're  creeping  alt 
AVi'  a  cog  o'  gude  swats,  and  an  auld  Scoti 

I  wliyles  claw  the  elbow  o'  troublesome  the 
But  man  is  a  soger,  and  Life  is  a  faught : 
My  mirth  and  good  humour  are  coin  in  my 
And  my  Freedom  's  my  lairdship  nae  monai 

A  towmond  o*  trouble,  should  that  be  my  fa', 
A  night  o'  gude  fellowship  sowthers  it  a* 
When  at  the  blythe  end  of  our  journey  at  las; 
Wha  the  do'il  ever  thinks  o'  the  road  he  lias  \ 

Blind  chance,  let  her  snapper  and  stoyte  on  he 
Be 't  to  me,  be 't  frae  me,  e'en  let  the  jade  gae  : 
Come  Ease,  or  come  Travail,  come  Pleasure  or 
My  warst  word  is :  *  Welcome  and  welcome  agi 

If  you  do  not  relish  the  air,  I  will  send  it  to  Johnson. 

The  two  songs  yon  saw  in  Clarke's  are  neither  of  t 
attention.  The  words  of  *  Anld  Lang  Syne '  are  good,  1 
an  old  air,  the  rudiments  of  the  modem  tune  of  tliat  ni 
tune  you  may  hear  as  a  common  Scotish  country  dance. 

20th  i\ror.— Since  yesterday's  penmanship  I  have  fra 
English  stanzas,  by  way  of  an  English  song  to  *  Roy's  ' 
allow  me  that  in  this  instance  my  English  correspon 
with  the  Scotish, 

CANST    THOU    LEAVF    ^'^    -^ 


la  this  thy  plighted,  fond  regatd, 

Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katy : 
la  this  thy  faithful  awain's  reward — 
Au  achiiig  broken  heart,  my  Katy. 

Farewel !  and  ne'er  aach  aorrows  tear 
That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katy  ! 

Thou  Qiay'st  find  thoae  will  love  thee  dear  — 
But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katy. 

Well )  I  think  thb,  to  be  done  in  two  or  three  tnrna  acroea  my  room, 
and  vith  two  or  tliree  pinclies  of  Irisli  Llackgnard,  it  not  ao  far  amisa. 
Yon  see  I  am  detenuined  to  liave  my  quautuin  of  applause  from  some- 

Now  for  '  Wlieu  she  cam  ben  she  bobbit.' 

[Barna  then  repeats  the  song,  '  Oli,  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely ! '  hut 
with  the  names  Mary  and  Harry  instead  of  Fliely  and  Willy.] 

I  think  these  names  will  answer  better  than  tlie  former,  and  tJie  rhytlini 
of  the  song  is  as  you  desired. 

I  dialike  yonr  (jroposed  alterations  in  two  inatancea.  'Logie  o' 
Bnchan,'  and  '  There  'a  my  thumb,  f  '11  ne  'er  beguile  thee,'  are  certainly 
fittest  for  your  additional  aoiigs ;  and  in  tiieir  place,  as  two  of  tlie 
hundred,  I  would  put  the  most  bcantifu)  airs — 'Whistle,  and  I'll  come 
to  ye,  niy  lad  '—at  all  rat«s,  an  one.  It  is  surely  highly  capable  of  feeling 
and  sentiment,  and  the  song  ia  one  of  my  b^t.  For  the  other,  keeji 
your  tftvotaite  'Muirland  Willie,'  and  witli  it  close  your  hnndrcd.  Aa 
to  the  first  being  Irish,  all  that  you  con  say  ia,  that  it  baa  a  twang  of 
the  Irish  manner ;  bnt  to  infer  from  that,  that  of  coiirte  it  must  be 
au  Irish  production,  is  unfair.  In  tlie  neighhouiiinod  and  interconrse 
of  the  Scots  and  Iiisli— and  both  musical  nationn  too— it  is  liij,'1ily 
probable  that  composers  of  one  nation  would  sometintes  imitate,  or 
eninlal«  tlie  manner  of  the  other.  I  never  met  with  an  Irishman  who 
claimed  this  air:  a  pretty  strong  proof  tliat  it  is  Scotish.  Just  the 
same  ia  the  case  with  '  Gramachrce  ; '  if  it  lie  really  Irish,  it  is  ileciiledly 
in  the  Scotish  taste.  That  other  air  in  your  Collection,  '  Oran  Coail,' 
which  yon  think  is  Irish,  that  nation  claint  as  theirs  by  the  name  of 
*  Cann  dn  delish ;'  bnt  look  into  Gow'h  Publication  of  Scotisli  songs,  and 
yon  will  find  it  aa  ft  Gaelic  aong,  with  the  words  in  that  language,  a 
wretched  translation  of  which  original  words  is  set  t«  the  tune  in  the 
iftaeum.  Your  worthy  Gaelic  prieat  gave  me  that  translation,  and  at 
hia  table  I  lieard  both  the  original  and  the  translation  song  by  a  pretty 
large  party  of  Highland  gentlpuien,  all  of  whom  had  no  other  idea  of 
the  air  than  that  it  was  a  native  of  their  own  country. 


.  ....^11- none  ot   a  slieep,  such  as  you  see  in  a 
li(»rn,  \\  lik'h  is  a  common  Ili^^^liland  cow's  horn,  cut  of 
uiitill  I  lie  ain'iinrc  1»l'  lar^^'i^  enou;j;li  to  admit  the  's 
up    thi<)u;;h    tlic    lioni    untill    it    he    hehl    hy    llie    tl 
tlii<;h    hone;    and    lastly,    an    oaten    reed,   exactly 
like   that   which   you   see   every  shepherd    boy   hav« 
stems  are  green  and  full  grown.      The  reed  is  not 
bone,  but  is  held  by  the  lipe,  and  plays  loose  in  the  s 
'  stock,'  while  the  stock  and  horn  hanging  on  its  larger 
hands  in  playing.    The  *  stock '  has  six  or  seven  venti 
side,  and  one  back-ventige,  like  the  common  flute.     ^^ 
made  by  a  man  from  the  braes  of  Athole,  and  is  e 
shepherds  wont  to  use  in  that  country. 

However,  either  it  is  not  quite  properly  bored  in  the 
have  not  the  art  of  blowing  it  rightly,  for  we  can  make 
Mr  Allen  chuses  I  will  send  him  a  sight  of  mine,  as  I 
to  be  a  kind  of  brother-bnish  with  him.  *  Pride  in  po 
and  I  will  say  it  that  I  look  on  Mr  Allen  and  Mr  Burns 
genuine  and  real  painters  of  Scotisli  costume  in  the  world 


This  song  of  '  Contented  wi*  Little,  and  Canty 
intended  by  the  poet  to  present  a  'picture  of  his 
told  Thomson  in  a  subsequent  letter,  written  Mi 
regarded  himself,  then,  as  a  soldier  in  the  field  of 
it  was  as  useless,  as  for  actual  soldiers  on  duty, 
melancholy  complaints.      He  sometimes  could  not 
for  a  time  to  dejection ;  but  the  merry  song  and  the 
were  a  specific  to  '  cure  all  again.'    A  single  night  ( 
ship  atoned  for  a  twelvemonth  of  vexation      "f^--  ' 

rrftrwl-hnmnnr    '»"»-- 


'Fortniia  that,  with  malicious  joy, 

Dow  mail,  lier  afave,  oppresa, 

Proud  of  her  oifice  to  destroy, 

Ib  aelJoni  pleased  to  bless  : 

Still  various  and  inconstant  still, 

llut  with  an  inclination  to  be  ill. 

Promotes,  degrades,  delights  in  strife, 
And  makes  a  lottery  of  life. 
I  can  enjoy  her  when  she 's  kind ; 
But  when  she  Janc«s  in  the  wind. 
And  shakes  her  wings,  and  will  not  stay, 
I  pnff  the  prostitute  away. 
The  little  or  the  much  she  gave  is  qnietly  resigned  : 
Content  with  poverty,  my  soul  I  arm ; 
And  virtue,  though  in  rags,  will  keei>  me  wamL'* 

The  other  song,  'Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  myKatyT  which 
he  produced  in  two  or  three  tuiHB  through  his  little  room,  with 
the  help  of  two  or  three  pinches  of  Irish  blackguard,  is  a  poetical 
expression  of  the  kindlier  feeling  he  was  now  beginuiiig  to 
entottain  towards  Mrs  Hiddel.  Bums  could  not  write  verses  on 
any  woman  without  imagining  her  as  a  mistress,  post,  present,  or 
potential.  He  nccordingly  conceives  their  estrangement  aa  due 
to  her  inconstancy  in  alfectioii.  Ho  sent  the  song  to  Mrs  Hiddel, 
as  a  sort  of  olive-branch,  and  she  received  it  in  no  unkindly 
spirit,  and  responded  with  song  in  the  same  strain,  which  Cunie 
found  amongst  Bnms's  papers  after  his  death : 

STAT,  HV  WILLIE,  YET  BELIEVE  HE. 

Stay,  my  Willie— yet  believe  me ; 

Stay,  my  Willie — yet  believe  me ; 

For,  ah !'  tlioii  know'st  ua'  everj'  pnng 

Wad  wring  my  bosom  shonldst  tliou  leave  me. 

Tell  me  that  tlion  yet  art  true. 

And  a,'  my  wron}^  shall  be  forgiven ; 
And  when  this  heart  proves  fause  to  thee,  Mm 

Yon  Bun  shall  cease  iki  course  in  heaven. 

But  to  think  I  was  betrayed, 
Tlint  falnpliciod  e'er  our  loves  should  sunder  \ 

To  take  the  flow'ret  to  my  breast, 
And  Gnd  the  guilef  u'  serpent  under. 
*  tforvn,  ttaiubltd  by  Diyilaa. 


ror,  Jill  '  thou  know'st  na'  every  pan 
W:i<l  w  rin^r  mv  Ixjsoin  sliouldst  tliou 


GEORGE  THOMSON  TO  ROBER 

I  acknowledge,  my  dear  Sir,  you  are  not  only  tl 
the  meet  delectable  correspondent  I  ever  met  with, 
you  never  entered  into  my  head ;  the  truth  is,  I  lo 
at  my  imprudence,  in  so  fi*equently  nibbling  at  line 
incomparable  lyrics,  for  which,  perhaps,  if  you  had 
would  have  sent  me  to  the  devil.     On  the  contrar 
all  along  condescendeil  to  invite  my  criticism  wit 
that  it  ceases  to  be  wonderful  if  I  have  sometimes 
of  a  raviewer.     Your  last  budget  demands  unqua 
songs  are  charming,  but  the  Duet  is  a  cJief-d'ceuvre. 
shall  certainly  make  one  of  my  family-dishes ;  yoi 
capitally  that  it  will  please  all  palates.    Do  give  us 
cast  when  you  find  yourself  in  good  spirits  ;  these 
more  wanted  than  those  of  the  amorous  kind ;  of  ^ 
choice,  besides  one  does  not  often  meet  with  a  sing 
the  proper  effect  to  the  latter,  while  the  former  a 
acceptable  to  everybody.     I  participate  in  your  reg 
of  some  of  our  best  songs  are  unknown  ;  it  Is  provok 
of  genius. 

I  mean  to  have  a  picture  painted  from  your  bee 
Soldier's  Return,'  to  be  engraved  for  one  of  my  from 
interesting  point  of  time  appears  to  me  when  she 
*  ain  dear  Willy :  * 

She  gajsed,  she  redden'd  like  a  rose. 
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tlie  Scottish  Fautheon.  He  Iim  teen  the  mde  inBtniment  yoa  describe, 
•o  iloea  not  waut  yon  to  send  it ;  but  wisbeB  tn  know  wlietlier  yon  believe 
it  to  have  ever  been  generally  used  as  a  inutiicaJ  pipe  by  tlie  Scottiab 
Sheplierda,  ajid  when,  and  in  wbat  port  of  the  country  chiefly.  I  doubt 
uiDch  if  it  waa  capable  of  auytliin);  but  ranting  and  roaring.  A  friend 
of  mine  tiaya  he  reiueinbera  to  bave  beard  one  in  bia  younger  days,  made 
of  wood  instead  of  your  bone,  and  that  the  sonnd  was  abominable. 
Do  not,  I  beseech  yon,  return  tlie  books.  G.  T. 


ROBERT  BURKS  TO  OSORGE  THOHSON. 

(Pml-MirJt  Dtc  ft),  IIM. 

My  dear  Sib— It  is,  I  asiiure  yon,  the  pride  of  iny  heart  to  do  any 
thing  to  forward,  or  add  to  tlie  value  of  yonr  book ;  and  aa  I  agree  with 
yon  that  the  Jacobite  song  in  tlie  Mnteitm  to  '  There  II  never  be  peace 
till  Jamie  couiea  liame,'  would  not  ao  well  consort  with  Peler  Pindar's 
excellent  love-song  to  tliat  ur,  I  liave  just  framed  for  you  the 
following : — 

[Tlie  song  here  transcribed  was  one  entitled  'My  Nanie'a  awa,'  re- 
ferring to  Mrs  M'Lehone'a  absence  in  the  West  Indies.  Tkongli  perliaps 
not  completed  till  now,  it  has  been  printed  in  the  third  volume  of  this 
work,  p.  308.] 

How  <loea  tbia  please  you  • 

I  have  thought  that  a  song  in  Ramsay's  Collection,  beginning  ■  Come 
fill  me  a  tnimper,  my  jolly  bmve  boys,'  might  do  as  an  Englisli  song  for 
'  Todlin  Hame.'    It  itiiglit  do  thnii : — 

ConiG  BU  me  a  bumper,  m;  jolly,  brave  bon 
Let  '■  have  no  mora  fem>la  imperfnenoe  and  noiis ; 
I  've  tried  the  endearmenla  and  witolicraft  of  love. 
And  found  them  but  uonaeDse  and  Thimnei,  by  Jnvo. 

•t  yonr  love ; 

ress,  by  Jove. 

Aa  to  the  point  of  time,  for  the  Expreanion,  in  yonr  proposed  print 
from  my  '  Soger's  Return,'  it  must  certainly  be  at  '  She  gazed.*  The 
interesting  duldety  and  suspense  taking  posseenion  of  her  countenance, 
and  the  gnsliing  fondnens,  with  a  mixtnre  of  playfulness  in  his,  strike 
me  aa  things  of  which  n  Master  will  make  a  great  deal.  In  great  haste, 
hnt  in  great  truth,— Vonia,  R-  H- 


CHAPTER    III. 

DUMFRIES    (JANUARY    1795 — JANUARY    1 

,URNS*S  thoughts  almost  invariably  tun 
or  the  beginning  of  a  year  to  Mrs  Dunlc 
was  no  exception  to  the  rule ;  but  whet 
of  his  correspondent's  being  so  far  away 

had  less  to  say  than  usual,  the  following  letter  or 

lay  by  him  more  than  three  weeks. 

TO  MBS  DUNLOP, 

IN  LONDON. 

DUMTRICS,  SOi 

I  have  been  prodigiously  disappointed  in  tliis  London  jc 
In  the  first  place,  when  your  last  to  me  reached  Duiufri< 
country  and  did  not  return  until  too  late  to  answer  you 
next  place,  I  thought  yon  would  certainly  take  this  rov 
know  not  what  has  become  of  yon  or  whether  this  may  r 
God  grant  that  it  may  find  you  and  yours  in  prospering  1 
spirits  !    Do  let  me  hear  from  you  the  soonest  possible. 

As  I  hope  to  get  a  frank  from  my  friend  Captain  Millei 
leisure,  hour,  take  up  the  pen  and  gossip  away  whate^ 
prose  or  poesy,  sermon  or  song.  In  this  last  article  I  ha 
late.  I  have  often  mentioned  to  yon  a  superb  publical 
songs  which  is  making  its  appearance  in  your  great  i 
where  I  have  the  honor  to  preside  over  th«  ft/**-**-  '^ 

iW»rsonfurA  f,ho*»  i>-*^-    "^^ 
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ooinmandcid  ten  minntM  to  !■«*•  Bpoken  to  you,  hiA  3'oa  beeA  in  tomi,. 
muck  leu  to  liave  written  you  an  epiatle.  Tins  appoiutment  ia  only 
l«niporary  and  dariog  the  illnew  of  the  preseut  incumbent;  but  I  look 
forw&rd  to  on  early  period  when  I  shall  be  appointed  in  fall  form  :  a 
conBummation  derontly  to  be  vftBhed  I  My  political  sine  seem  to  be 
forgiven  nie. 

Ot  Janmrt  i;bm 

Tbia  IB  the  season  (New-year's  day  ia  now  uiy  date)  of  wishiiig ;  and 
mine  are  moat  fervently  ofTei'ed  up  for  you  I  May  life  to  you  he  & 
poBitive  bleaaiu);  while  it  lasts,  for  yonr  own  sake ;  and  that  it  may  yet 
be  greatly  prolonged,  ia  my  wisli  for  my  own  sake  and  for  tlie  sake 
of  llie  rest  of  your  friends  I  'Wbat  a  transient  bu«nesa  is  life  I  Very 
lately  I  wna  a  boy  ;  but  t'other  day  I  was  a  yonng  nian ;  and  I  already 
begin  to  feel  the  rigid  fibre  and  stilfening  joinle  of  old  age  coming  faat 
o'er  my  frame.  With  all  my  follies  of  youth  and  I  fear,  a  few  vices  of 
manhood,  still  I  congratulate  myself  on  having  had  in  early  days  relitfion 
strongly  imprinted  on  my  mind.  I  have  notliing  to  say  to  anyone  W  to 
Which  sect  he  belongs  to  or  what  creed  he  believes;  bnt  I  look  on  the 
man  who  ia  firmly  peranaded  of  infinite  wiadom  and  goodnees  snpertn- 
tending  and  directing  every  circumatonce  that  can  hapjien  in  his  lot — I 
felioitaie  auch  a  man  aa  having  a  solid  fonndatinn  for  his  mental  enjoy- 
ment; a  firm  prop  and  sure  stay  in  the  hour  of  difficulty,  tronble  and 
distress ;  and  a  never-failing  anchor  of  hope  when  he  looks  beyond  the 
grave. 

IMJUomiarylTeS. 

Yon  will  have  seen  onr  worthy  and  ingenlooa  friend  the  Doctor  [Dr 
Moore],  long  ere  tliia.  Ihope  he  is  well,  and  beg  to  be  remembered  M 
blm.  I  have  just  been  reading  over  again,  I  dare  say  for  the  hundred 
and  fiftieth  time,  his  Fine  of  Soeitty  and  Mannen;  and  still  I  read  it 
with  delight  His  hnmoor  is  perfectly  original— it  ia  neither  the  hnmoor 
of  Addison,  nor  Swift,  nor  Sterne,  nor  of  anybody  bnt  Dr  Moore.  By 
the  bye,  yon  have  depriveil  me  of  Zeluco .'  remember  that,  when  yon  are 
dispoeed  to  raka  np  the  sina  of  my  neglect  from  among  the  ashes  of 
my  laziness. 

He  has  paid  mo  a  pretty  compliment,  by  quoting  me  in  his  last  publi- 
eaUon.  B.  B. 

Buma  learned  to  conduct  Ticariotu  courtehipa  in  hie  early 
daye,  and  had  not  yet  lost  the  art  Dr  Kobert  Camithera* 
told  this  Btory:  'In  tho  neifthbourhood  of  Dumfriea,  on  the 
estate  of  Rockhnll,  some  fifty  ycnra  since,  lived  a  worthy 
fanner  whom  Bums  was  in  the  habit  of  occasionally  Tisiting. 
They  had  spent  many  a  merry  evening  together,  enriched 
with  thoee  sallies  of  wit  and  humour  which  stamped  the  poet'a 

■  JsivnHM  Qxaitr,  BaptCIotoT  IMO. 


^ ciwii  ui  HIS  passion.     In  this  extremity,  i 

assistance    of   the  poet.     Burns    furnished   him 
of  a  love-letter,  and  the  drafts   are  certainly    cu 
way.     They  are  not  quite  so  formal  and  grandilo 
the  famous  epistle  which  Tom  Pipes  in  reregrine 
from    the    viUage    schoolmaster,    which    commc 
empress  of  my  bouI,"  and  implored  the  favourite  i 
the  genial  rays  of  her  benevolence  melt  the  icj 
disdain."      Bums's  letters,  however,  are  of  the 
His  prose   style  was   always  stiff  and  unnatural, 
respect  the  antipodes  of  his  verse,  which  flowed  wi 
able  grace  and  simplicity.     On  the  present  occasi 
writing  in  a  feigned  character,  without  the  prom 
genial  impulses  which  made  him   so  thriving  a  ' 
We  believe  the  farmer  was  successful  in  his  suit 
listened   to  the   passion   so  ardently  proclaimed  1 
lived  to  be  the  happy  wife  of  the  farmer.     We  1 
that   the  worthy   pair  and   the  poet  often    laugl 
adventure  during  the  few  remaining  years  and  ov 
darkened  the  close  of  the  poet's  life.' 

Madam— What  excnse  to  make  for  the  liberty  I  am  { 
in  this  letter,  I  am  ntterly  at  a  loss.  If  the  meet  unfeif. 
your  accompliBhed  worth— if  the  most  ardent  attachnie 
and  truth— if  these,  on  my  part,  will  in  any  degree  weig 
apology  is  these,  and  these  alone.  Little  as  I  have  had 
your  acquaintance,  it  has  been  enough  to  convince  me 
happiness  must  be  his  whom  you  shall  honor  with  ; 
regard,  and  more  than  enonirh  f/*  ^^^-i — 
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Dkar  Madak— Tlie  passion  of  love  had  need  to  be  prodnetive  of 
niach  delighl;  m  vhere  it  takes  tborough  poeseasion  of  the  men  it 
aliiioet  nnfits  him  for  anything  else.  The  lover  who  is  certain  of  an 
equal  return  of  aSection  is  snrely  tlie  happiest  of.nien;  but  be  who  is 
a  prey  to  the  horrors  of  anxiety  and  dreaded  diaappoiutinent  ia  a  beisg 
whose  situation  ia  by  no  means  enviable.  Of  this,  my  present  experi- 
ence gives  me  anflicient  proof.  To  me,  amusement  seems  impertineDt 
and  business  iotmaion,  while  you  alone  engross  every  faculty  of  my 
mind.  May  I  reqnest  you  to  drop  me  a  line,  to  inform  nie  when  I  may 
wait  on  yon  I  For  pity's  sake,  do;  and  let  me  have  it  soon.  In  tlie 
meaatime  allow  nie,  in  all  the  artless  sincerity  of  truth,  to  assure  yon 
that  I  truly  am,  iny  dearest  Madam,  your  ardent  lover  and  devoted 
humUe  servants 

Bums  once  held  the  pen  for  aDother,  on  an  occasion  of  a  totally 
difTcreiit  kind.  According  to  Cromek:  'A  neighbour  of  the 
poet's  at  Dumfries  called  on  him  and  complained  that  he  had 
been  greatly  disappointed  in  the  irregular  delivery  of  the  paper  of 
the  Mominij  Chronicle.  Bums  asked :  "Why  do  not  you  write  to 
the  editors  of  the  paper ) "  "  Good  God !  sir,  can  /  presume  to  write 
to  the  learned  editors  of  a  newsjiapert"  "Well,  if  you  are  afraid 
of  writing  to  the  editors  of  a  newspaper,  /  am  not ;  and  if  you  think 
proper,  I  'II  draw  up  a  sketch  of  a  letter,  which  you  may  copy." 

'Bums  tore  a  leaf  from  his  Excise-book,  and  instantly  produced 
the  sketch  which  I  have  transcribed,  and  which  is  here  printed. 
The  poor  man  thanked  him  and  took  the  letter  home.  However, 
that  caution  which  the  watchfulness  of  his  [Bums's]  enemies  had 
taught  him  to  exercise,  prompted  him  to  the  prudence  of  begging  a 
friend  to  wait  on  the  person  for  whom  it  was  written  and  request 
the  favour  to  have  it  returned.  This  request  was  complied  with, 
and  the  paper  never  appeared  in  print' 

TO    THE    EDITOK    OF    THB    'MOEKIKO    OHEONICI.*.' 
[Dovrain,  ITU.I 

Sib— Yon  will  see  by  yonr  subscribers'  list  that  I  have  been  abont 
nine  months  one  of  that  number. 

I  am  Sony  to  inform  yon  that  in  that  time  seven  or  eight  of  your 
papers  either  have  never  l>een  sent  me  or  else  have  never  reached  m& 
To  be  deprived  of  any  one  nnmber  of  tlie  first  newspaper  in  Great 
Britain  for  information,  ability  and  independence.  Is  what  I  can  ill 
brook  and  bear  i  but  to  be  deprived  of  that  most  admirable  oration  of 
the  MarqaiB  of  Lansdowne,  when  he  made  the  great,  though  ineffectual, 
attempt  (in  the  language  of  the  poet,  I  fear  too  true.)  'to  save  a  sinkino 


,...uiii   SITUATION    OF   LIFE  AL* 
MAN.     I    am    lnit   a   plain  tradesman,  in  this  d\ 
town:  but  tliat  Inimble  domicile  in  which  I  shelt^?. 
is  the  CASTKLIAM  of  a  HKITON  ;   and  that  scant, 
which  .«upi>orts  them  is  as  truly  my  property  as 
fortune  of  the  most  puissant  member  of  your  HOl 
These,  gentlemen,  are  my  sentiments  ;  and  to 
name  ;  and  were  I  a  man  of  ability  and  consequen 
the  PUBUOy  with  that  name  should  tiiey  appear. — I 

The  date  of  this  letter  may  be  coufideutly 
mencement  of  1795,  as  the  speech  to  whiCi 
scarcely  be  any  other  than  the  remarkable  oratio 
tinuance  of  the  war,  i^hich  the  Marquis  of  Lai 
in  the  debate  on  the  Address,  30th  December  17 

'So  Bums's  life  flows  on  in  this  pleasant  co 
daily  duties  are  stamping  leather,  gauging  malt 
manufacture  of  candles  and  granting  licences  for 
spirits.     These  duties  he  performs  with  fidelity 
not  too  much  rigour  towards  the  subject     As  ho 
in  the  forenoon,  in  his  decent  suit  of  dark  clothes, 
his  little  boy  Robert  by  the  hand  and  talking  1 
school-exercises,  he  is  looked  upon  by  the  gen* 
xesp^ti  as  a  person  in  some  authority,  the  head 
also  as  a  inan  of  literary  note ;  and  people  are 
him  deferentially  as  Mr  Bum&     At  a  leisure  he 
he.wtU  call  at  some  house  where  there  is  a  pic 
Newall,  the  writer's — and  there  ask  some  young 
for  him  one  or  two  of  his  ^°^^ — *' 


tt  c* 


riverside,  or  to  Lincluden,  and  compoeea  the  greater  part  of 
a  new  song;  or  he  spends  a  couple  of  bouts  at  hia  desk, 
between  the  fire  nnd  the  window  in  his  parlour,  transcribing 
in  his  bold  round  hand  the  remarks  which  occur  to  him  on 
Mr  Thomson's  last  letter,  together  with  some  of  his  own  recently 
composed  songs.  As  a  possible  variation  upon  this  routine,  he 
hes  been  seen  passing  along  the  old  bridge  of  Devoigilla  Balliol, 
about  three  o'clock,  with  his  sword-cane  in  his  hand,  and  his  block 
beard  unuaoally  well  shaven,  being  on  his  way  to  dine  with 
John  Syme  at  Ryedale,  where  young  Mr  Oswald  of  Auchincmive 
is  to  be  of  the  party — or  maybe  in  the  opposite  direction,  to  par- 
take of  the  luxuries  of  John  Bushby,  at  Tinwald  Downs.  But 
let  us  picture  a  more  ordinary  day.  The  evening  is  passing 
quietly  st  home,  and  Jean  has  made  heraelf  neat,  and  come  in 
at  six  o'clock  to  give  him  his  tea — a  meal  lie  always  takes. 

'  At  this  period,  however,  there  is  something  remarkably  exciting 
in  the  proceedings  of  the  French  army  under  Pichogm ;  or  Fox, 
Adam  or  Sheridan  is  expected  to  make  an  onslaught  upon  the 
ministry  in  the  House  of  Commons.  The  post  comes  into  Dum- 
fries at  eight  o'clock  nt  night.  There  is  always  a  group  of  gentle* 
men  on  the  street,  eager  to  hear  the  news.  Bums  saunters  out  to 
llio  High  Street,  and  waits  amongst  the  Test.  The  intelligence  of 
the  evening  is  very  interesting.  The  Convention  has  decreed  the 
iinnexation  of  the  Netliorlands — or  the  new  treason-bill  has  passed 
tile  House  of  Ixmh,  with  only  the  feeble  protest  of  Bodford, 
JDcrby,  and  I^udcrdnle.  These  things  merit  some  discussion. 
The  trades-lads  go  off  to  drink  strong  ale  in  the  closes ;  the 
gentlemen  glide  in  little  groups  into  the  King's  Arms  Hotel  or 
the  George.  As  for  Burns,  he  will  just  have  a  single  glass  and  a 
half-hour's  chat  beside  John  Hyslop's  fire,  and  then  go  quietly 
home.  So  he  soon  Snds  his  way  to  the  little  narrow  close  wftere 
ihfU  viiUner  maintaim  hU  state.  There,  however,  one  or  two 
friends  have  already  established  themselves,  all  with  precisely  the 
eame  virtuous  intent  They  hesrtily  greet  the  bard.  M^  oi 
John  bustles  about  to  give  him  his  accustomed  place,  which  no 
one  ever  disputes.  And,  somehow,  the  debate  on  the  new«  of  the 
«vening  leads  on  to  other  chat  of  an  interesting  kind.'  Then 
'Bums  .becomes  brilliant,  and  his  friends  give  him  the  applause  of 
their  laughter.    One  jug  succeeds  another — mirth  aboonda — and  it 


.  v\^         V^J 


jMuvoKe   miicli  remark   fr 
partner,  in  wlioni  nothini^  can  abate  the  venerat 
slie  has  all  along   regarded   him.     And  ])robal>ly 
morning  between  seven  and  eight,  to  hear  little  1 
lesson  in  Ctusarf  or,  if  the  season  invites,  to  tak 
stroll  before  breakfast  along  tlic  favourite  Dock  On 
It  is  futile  to  regret  that  Bums  did  not  devote  tl 
of  his  later  years  to  more  important  work  than  tl 
revising  of  songs.     He  had  evidently  thought  muc 
of  other  forms  of  composition.      Thus,  in  1788, 
poetical  autobiography,    The    Poefs    Progress,   anc 
sketches  of  Creech  and  Smellie  for  it.     At  the  end  o 
lated  by  reading  English  plays  and  visiting  the  Dui 
he  bethought  him  of  a  Scottish  comedy  of  modem 
so  far  as  has  been  ascertained,  never  wrote  a  line  of  it 
1790,  when  Mr  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre  visited  him, 
dramatising  a  droll  l^end  of  Robert  the  Brace.     \ 
could  have  made  of  '  Rob  Macquechan's  elshen,'  wl 
inches  up  into  the  fugitive  king's  heel,  we  cannot  tell 
play  does  not  seem  to  have  ever  got  beyond  conce 
supposed — ^but  the  conjecture  is  not  supported  by  e^ 
the  poet  composed  < Brace's  Address'  with  the  obj 
porating  it  in  a  more  serious  drama  on  the  liberatoi 
which  he  then  contemplated.     We  see  now  that  he  c 
the  subject  of  a  Scottish  opera  like  The  Duenna,  i 
unlikely  that,  in  the  *  Lover's  Morning  Address  to 
he  was  trying  his  hand  at  such  a  kind  of  coniDositim 

feliA  Inaf.  rkf  V»J^  — ■* 


DUMPRIEB.  1S5 

deinned  aud  rejected  his  own  handiwork,  and  toraed  again  to  the 
soil};- writing,  in  wliich  he  knew  liimeelf  to  be  a  past-maeter.  At 
this  distance  of  time  we  can  safely  assume  that  be  could  have 
betterod  both  *  Tarn  o'  Shantet '  and  the  '  Jolly  Beggara.*  But  we 
know  he  despaired  of  ever  excelling  the  '  polish '  of  the  one,  and 
that  he  hod  almost  entirely  foi^gotten  the  existence  of  the  other. 
Is  it  not  at  least  a  feasible  theory  that  he  gave  his  lat«r  yean 
wholly  to  song-writing  because  he  felt  that  his  strength  lay  in  that 
style  of  composition  I  Posterity  has  really  no  reason  to  complain 
because  Bums  left  it  the  songs  of  1789-1796  instead  of  a  superior 
Jock  Uowieson  or  a  Scottish  imitation  of  The  Duenna. 


BOnEBT  BURNS  TO  OEOBGE  THOMSON 


My  DSAB  SlB— I  fear  for  my  songs,  liowev-cr  a  few  may  pleaae ;  yet 
originality  in  a  coy  feature  in  conipoaition,  and,  in  a  multiplicity  of 
eflbrU  in  tlie  same  style,  disappears  altogether.  For  tliexe  lliree  tbuu- 
sand  yeat«,  we  jtoetic  folks  liave  been  describing  tlie  Spring,  for  inetODce, 
and  na  t[je  Spring  continues  tlie  same,  there  must  soon  be  a  HamenesH  in 
the  imagery,  &c,  of  these  said  rhyming  fnlks.  To  wander  a  little  from 
my  first  design,  wliich  was  to  give  you  a  new  song,  just  hot  from  tlia 
mint,  give  me  leave  to  squeeze  in  a  clever  anecdote  of  my  Spring 
originality : — 

Some  years  ago,  when  I  was  young,  and  by  no  means  the  saint  I  am 
now,  I  was  looking  over,  in  company  with  a  heUe-kiire  friend,  a  Maga- 
zine '  Ode  to  Spring,'  when  my  friend  fell  foul  of  the  recurrence  of  the 
same  tlioiiglits,  and  oHered  me  a  bet  that  it  was  impoesihle  to  produce 
an  ode  to  Spring  on  an  original  plan.  I  accepted  it,  and  pledged  myself 
to  bring  in  the  verdant  fields,  the  budding  flowera,  the  chryetal  streams, 
the  melody  of  the  groves,  and  a  love-story  into  the  bargain,  and  yet  be 
original.    Here  follows  tbe  piece,  and  wrote  for  music  too  1 

ODE    TO    SPRING. 
Tune— TAe  tilher  Mom. 


DAMON    AND    SYLVIA. 
Yon  wandering  rill  ttist  marks  the  hill 

And  glances  o'er  the  brae.  Sir, 
Slides  by  a  bower  where  many  a  flower 

Sheds  fragrance  on  the  day,  Sir ; 


There  Damoit  lay  with  Sylvi*  gay. 
To  love  they  thought  no  crime,  Sir; 

The  wild-birds  aaiig,  the  echoes  rang,     '  '  ' 

■\VTiilo  Damon's  heart  bent  time,  Sit*    '  ; 

Now  Tor  deoency.  A  great  critic,  Aikin,  on  nonga  n^,  that  Lore  mtiA 
Wine  are  tlie  excluaive  themea  for  anng-writing.  Ttie  folluwing  is  un 
DciLlipr  Btil)jcct,  and  coafleijuently  Is  no  Song;  liut  will  be  alloweil,  I  tliinlt, 
to  be  two  or  tliree  pretty  good  prow  tltoughu  inT«n«d  into  riiymv^t 


A    MAN'S    A    MAN    FOR    A'    THAT. 

Is  thcto  foe  honest  Poverty 

Th.it  hings  his  head,  and  %'  thatt 
The  covrard-Uavc,  we  pass  him  by, 

We  dnro  be  poor  for  a'  that  1  J 
For  a'  that,  mid  a'  that, 

Our  toils  obscuro,  and  a'  that, 
The  rank  is  but  the  j^uiuca'a  stani]i,§ 

The  Man  'a  the  gowd  for  a'  that  1 

What  though  on  hamely  fare  we  dine. 

Wear  hoddin  gray,  and  a'  that ;  wooitsn  cMb 

Gie  fools  their  ailka  and  knaves  thoii  wine, 
A  Mnii  's  a  Man  for  a'  that : 

■  TbiB  ia  tba  only  pr«a«nUble  vem  of  tbs  song. 

t  Hr  John  lUccunn,  PiDfiiuor  of  Monl  FbUonophr  Id  nnlnnltr  OoDtg^  Uw 
pool,  poliita  oat  In  bli  XUIa  0/  CUbnuAlp,  p.  M  (OIwibow  :  JwnM  NlclahOM  A  SonX 
that  whit  DurriB  inodMtly  iBrnii  two  or  Ihnie  putty  gopd  prow  UMoght*  Initatad  Into 
rhyme  '»ugg«t  not  onlylhn  imllnMnW  but  OiB  very  wonll  of  IVbk'  *  ftw  qnotaUoiB 
rrom  TIa  fiijUi  1/ Xaa  mike  the  pumllsl  very  itrlkiDg ;  'Th*  pMriota  of  Ifruia  h»« 
dlKovered  In  good  time  that  rtxA  end  dignity  In  Boclety  niuit  taka  a  naw  gnnnd.  TW 
Did  one  hu  (hllsn  throngh.  It  miut  now  U^t  the  eubgUntlnl  gmdiid  oT  cbanctei  Inattad 
of  the  chUnerical  ground  or  titlea.  .  .  .  Tb«  attUlcId  Nobis  Bhrinln  Into  a  dnrf  balDrt 
tbs  Nobit  of  Nutun.  .  .  .  Tbrougb  alt  the  voubnlary  of  Adam  SinlUi  there  ii  not  aaeh 
MianliiialuaQuksariCannt.  .  .  ,  It  (the  loveoftltlei)  tUki  about  Ita  fine  blue  ribbon 
like  a  gin.  and  showa  lla  new  garter  like  a  child.'  Finally,  PrafHior  Haccnnn  Snda  In 
Palne'a,  'For  nhatws  can  foiwee,  all  Bumps  niayfQnn  bat  one  great  npubllc,  and  man 
be  free  of  the  whole,'  'a  fSabler  version  of  Uie  closing  verae  of  tba  poem  In  wfaleh  Borua 
proclalma  the  nnlvsreal  brotherbood  of  man,'  and  aaka  '  Can  wa  help  wishing  tbat  all 
political  pbiloaophera  coald  find  CbairpoetaT' 

I  Thees  fOnr  llnea,  tbs  aenae  of  wblcb  la  often  mlanndentood,  may  be  thna  intarpretad  : 
'I>  thsrs  any  onsiibo  lianga  hit  bead  In  abame  at  bla  poverty  t    Itthsrs  la  bocIi*  poor 

)  A  iliniUr  thought  oceun  In  Vycherley'a  Ptolit-DaEar.  which  Bnnia  may  have  seen  : 
■  I  wsigh  tbs  man.  not  hU  title ;  >tli  not  the  kln^i  stamp  can  maks  the  mstal  bstl«r  or 
heavier.    Tour  loid  la  a  leaden  ihillliig,  which  you  band  srai;  way,  and  which  debaaea 


For  a'  that,  aud  a'  that, 

Their  tinsel  show,  and  a*  that ; 
The  honest  man,  tho'  e'er  sac  poor, 

Is  king  o'  men  for  a'  that ! 

Yo  sea  yoii  birkto  ca'd  a  lordj  Mia> 

Wha  stnite,  and  stares,  and  a'  that, 
Though  hundreds  worship  at  his  word, 

He  's  but  a  coof  for  a'  that :  tboi,  ulnajt 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

His  ribband,  star  and  a.'  that; 
The  man  of  independent  mind 

He  looks  and  laughs  at  a'  that. 

A  prince  can  mak  a  bolted  knight, 

A  maiqtiis,  duke  and  a'  that ; 
But  on  honest  man  's  aboon  his  might —  »bo« 

Gude  faith,  he  mauna  fa'  that  1  *  luiutuot 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Their  dignities,  and  a'  that; 
The  pith  o'  sense  and  pride  o'  worth 

Are  higher  rank  t  than  a'  that  1  < 

Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may, — 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that — 
That  Sense  and  Wortli,  o'er  a'  the  earth, 

May  Iwar  tho  grec,  and  a'  that  anprguuK-y 

For  a'  that,  nnd  a'  that. 

It 's  coniin'  yet  for  a'  that. 
That  Man  to  Man,  the  world  o'er, 

Shall  brothers  be  for  a'  that  t 

Jan.  15/A.— The  foregoing  has  Inin  by  me  this  fortnight,  for  want  of  a 
epura  moment.  The  SuperviMr  of  Excina  here  being  ill,  T  linve  been 
acting  for  him,  and  I  assure  yon  I  have  hardly  five  niinuMa  to  myself  to 
thank  you  for  yonr  elegant  present  of  Pindar  [Le.  Peter  Pinilar].  The 
typography  is  admiiable,  and  wortliy  of  tlie  truly  original  bard, 

*  '  Fft','  u  ft  DODit,  TnwiB  lot  or  ■hirs ;  u  a  TSTti,  to  get  or  obUlii.  Bnmi  bar«  Qpes  tTie 
word  In  %  Yloteut  Mtiao — *  Ho  muat  not  mttAmpt  or  pntond  to  luiva  thtt  u  ■  thing  Is 
hlipowvT. 

t  80  In  nunioilst,  though  nnuUypiliitad'niikai' 


188  urt  AKO  WORKS  or  bdrms. 

I  do  not  give  yoti  the  foregoing  sung  (or  ymir  buuk,  Wt  luen-ly  \iy  way 
of  vive  la  bagaleile ;  for  the  piece  is  not  iWly  poetry.  How  will  the 
following  do  for'Ctai^eburnwooil ;' 

[For  tlie  new  veraon  of  '  Cr&igiebnm  Wool),'  here  tnuuoribed,  tMt 
Vol.  III.,  p.  333.] 

Farewell  !  God  l)!esa  you  1  R.  B. 


By  tliia  tiino  the  panic  which  commenced  in  1792,  and 
caiisod  every  man  who  did  not  Rce  perfection  in  the  British  con- 
stitution to  bo  treated  as  a  rubid  revolutionary,  had  in  a  great 
measure  subsided.  The  reaction  in  Franco  against  the  Committee 
of  Public  Safety  waa  in  full  flow,  and  Britain  felt  that  she  Lad 
nothing  to  dread  from  Radicals  at  home.  The  rcfomiei's  of  1792 
and  1793  began,  accordingly,  to  raiac  their  Iieada  again,  not  to 
agitate  for  reform — for  all  idea  of  change  for  yoats  to  come  had 
to  be  abandoned — but  to  claim  liberty  of  epoech.  Conaorvatiam 
felt  that  it  could  afford  to  be  compasaionatc  and  forgiving ;  and 
iiuiiis,  anjoiigst  othi^rs,  appeals  to  hava  eiperienced  tho  benefit 
of  this  relenting  mood. 

Both  the  houae  which  he  had  occupied  in  tlis  Wee  Vennel  aiid 
that  now  tenanted  by  him  belonged  to  Captain  John  Hamilton 
of  Allershaw,  an  amiable  and  excellent  man,  who  had  treated  him 
from  the  first  with  great  kindneas.  Burns  bad  mn  into  debt  with 
Captain  Hamilton,  who  seems  to  have  been  disappointed  that  hia 
tenant  did  not  iavour  him  with  enough  of  hia  company. 

TO    CAPTAIN   JOHN    HAMILTON,    DUUFBIEB. 

Sir— It  is  even  BO — yon  are  the  only  peraon  In  Dumfries,  or  in  the 
world,  to  whom  I  have  ran  in  debt;  and  I  took  the  freedom  with  yon, 
becanse  I  believed,  and  do  still  believe,  that  I  may  do  it  with  more  im- 
punity as  to  my  feelings  than  any  other  person  almost  that  I  ever  met 
with.  I  will  settle  with  yon  soon ;  and  I  assnre  yon.  Sir,  it  is  with 
infinite  pain  that  I  have  transgreraed  on  yonr  goodness.  The  nnlaekjr 
fact  for  me  is  that  about  the  beginning  of  these  disastrons  tines,  in  a 
moment  of  imprudence,  I  lent  my  name  to  «  friend  who  has  since 
been  unfortunate ;  and  of  couise,  I  had  a  sum  to  pay  which  my  very 
limited  income  and  large  family  conid  ill  afford.  God  forbid.  Sir, 
that  anything  should  ever  distress  you  as  much  ss  writing  this  card  has 
done  me. 

With  the  sincerest  gratitude  and  most  respectful  esteem,  I  have  the 
honor  to  be.  Sir,  yonr  very  hnmble  servant,  Bobt.  Buknb. 


lliat  the  Poet  was  in  veiy  straitened  circumBtancee  muat  bo 
inferred  from  a  letter  to  Stewart  of  Cloaebum.  To  pay  Hamilton 
be  bad  to  borrow  from  Stewart. 


ILLI 


,U   STEWART. 

Dl'MFE 


TV  19, 1TSI. 

TiiiB  ia  a  |Hunfiil  disagTeeabte  letter;  and  tlie  first  of  tlie  kind  I  ever 
wrote— I  ani  traiy  in  seriooa  diatreaa  for  tliree  or  fonr  gnineaa ;  can  yon, 
my  dear  Sir,  accommodate  me?  It  will,  indeed,  traly  oblige  nie.  Tlieee 
acmrBed  tiiue»,  by  eUtppiug  Dp  importation,. have  for  tliia  year,  at  least, 
lopt  offa  fnll  tliird  of  my  income,  and  with  my  large  family,  this  to  me 
is  a  diatresring  matter.— Farewell,  and  God  bios  yon  I 

B.  Burns. 


TO  CAPTA 


[    HAMILTON 


DiFHntin,  Jan.  17W. 

I  encloee  yon  tliree  Kuineae,  and  shall  Boon  lettle  all  with  you.  I  aljall 
not  mention  joar  goodness  to  nje ;  it  is  beyond  my  power  to  describe 
either  the  feelings  of  my  wonnded  soul  at  not  being  able  to  pny  you  as 
I  onglil,  or  tlie  grateful  res|>ect  with  which  I  have  the  honor  to  be.  Sir, 
yonr  deeply  obliged  Immble  servant,  Robt.  Burns. 


DuHrsiEi,  3Wt  Jan.  1T9S. 

Dear  Sir— At  tianie  time  that  I  acknowledge  tlio  receipt  of  three 
gnineaa  to  aceonnt  of  liouserent,  will  yon  permit  me  to  enter  a  com- 
plaint of  a  different  nature !  When  yon  first  came  hero  t  courted  yonr 
acquaintance ;  I  wished  to  see  you ;  I  axked  you  to  call  in  and  take  a 
family.dinner  now  and  then,  wlien  it  suited  yonr  convenience. 

For  more  than  twelve  months  yon  have  never  entered  my  door,  bnt 
seemed  mtlier  shy  when  we  met.  This  kept  me  from  sending  any  further 
particular  invitation. 

If  I  have  in  any  shape  offended  or  from  Inadvertency  hurt  the  delicacy 
of  your  feelings,  tell  me  so,  and  I  will  endeavonr  te  set  it  to  righta. 

If  you  are  dispneed  to  renew  our  acqnuntance,  I  will  be  glad  to  see 
yon  to  a  family-dinner  at  three  o'clock  on  Sunday,  and,  at  any  rate,  hope 
yon  will  believe  me,  dear  Sir,  your  sincere  friend, 

John  Hahilton. 

Buma's  answer  came  next  morning : — 


LIKE   AKI)    WORKS  I 


TO  CAPTAIM    HAKItTOK. 


SiK— I  was  from  home,  and  bad  not  the  opportnnity  of  Beeing  yonr 
more  than  polite,  most  friendly  card.  It  U  nvt  pouoible,  moat  wtnlby 
Sir,  thnt  you  could  do  anythiag  to  oReiid  uiyboily.  My  backwardness 
pTDceeds  alone  from  ibe  abuhiog  coii«douiaiees  of  my  obBcnre  station  in 
the  ranks  of  life.  Many  vi  evening  have  I  si^ed  to  call  in  and  spend 
it  at  yonr  social  lii'eside ;  but  a  xliyneei  of  appearing  obtnuivq  oniid  Uio 
fftsbionalile  visitants  occafdnnally  tliere  kept  me  at  a  distance.  It  nhall 
do  ao  no  more.  On  Monday  I  must  lie  in  the  country,  and  niOHt  part  of 
the  week  ;  bnt  the  first  leisniro  evening  I  sliall  avail  myself  nf  yonr  hos- 
pitable goodneM.  Witli  the  most  Aident  sentinicnU  of  gratitude  and 
respect,  1  linve  the  honor  to  be.  Sir,  yonr  highly  obliged,  liuiiilde  servant, 
IlOBT,  BUBSs. 

The  warmt!)  of  Hamilton's  letter  would  aecm  to  show  that 
Burns  wtis  beginning  to  recover  the  good  opinion  of  many  who 
had  been  offended,  if  not  alienated,  by  the  exaggerated  reports 
which  had  been  ciicnlated  as  to  hia  political  opildom. 

The  movement  towards  a  reconciliation  with  Mr*  Riddel,' 
which  commenced  in  Xovember,  had  not  been  checked.  About 
this  time  ehe  sent  Burns  g  book,  along  with  a  eon^  ezpraedve  of 
her  feelings  on  their  late  estmngement^ 


TO   MRS   WALTEB   RIDDEL, 

(VordlTW.] 

Mr  Bami'H  couiplimenls  to  Mrs  Riddel— is  mnch  obliged  to  her  for  her 
polite  attention  in  sending  him  the  book.  Owing  to  Mr  B.  bring  at 
present  acting  as  Supervisor  of  Excise,  a  department  that  ooeupiea  his 
every  boor  of  the  day,  he  has  not  that  time  to  spare  which  is  neoenary 
for  any  btlle-ltllra  pnreuit ;  but,  aa  he  will  in  a  week  or  two  again  letani 
to  Iiis  wonted  leisure,  he  will  then  pay  tli at  attention  toMrsR'sbeMiti- 
fnl  song  '  To  thee^  lov'd  Nith,'  which  it  so  well  deserves. 

When  Anacharnt'  Travels*  come  to  hand,  which  Mrs  lUddel  men- 
tioned OS  her  gift  to  the  pnblio  library,  Mr  B.  will  thank  her  for  a 
reading  of  it,  previous  to  her  sending  it  to  the  library,  aa  it  is  a  book 
he  has  never  seen,  and  he  wishes  to  have  a  longer  perusal  than  tlie 
regulations  of  the  library  allow. 

P.5.— Mr  Bums  will  be  mnch  obliged  loMrs  Riddel  it  she  will  favor  him 

with  a  perusal  of  any  of  her  poetical  pieces  which  he  may  not  have  seen. 

•  Fetagi  dH  Jniu  Anadiartl;  bt  J.  J.  B«rlhtl*m»,  4  vein.  ITOS. 


DUH  FRIES. 

Mra  Biddel'a  aong  baa  been  preserved : 

TO   TMEE,    LOVSD    NITH.. 

To  tliee,  loved  Nitli,  thy  gltulsotnc  pluna, 

Wbere  lata  witli  carelet«  thought  1  rangeil, 
Tliniigh  preet  tvith  care  and  sunk  in  wo. 

To  thee  I  bring  a  heart  anclianged. 
I  love  thee,  Nilli,  thy  banks  and  braes,* 

Thotigli  Memory  there  ray  boeoni  tear. 
For  there  he  roved  that  broke  niy  henrt, 

Yot  to  tliat  heart,  all,  al4U  how  dear  I 

And  now  your  banks  tind  bonny  liracs 

But  waken  sad  remciiibiance'  xmart ; 
The  very  ebatles  I  lield  inont  dear 

Now  Htrike  frenh  anguinh  to  niy  heart : 
Dewrted  bower  I  whera  are  they  now — 

Ah  !  whero  the  ({arlands  that  I  wove 
With  faithful  cai-e,  each  mom  to  deck 

The  altars  of  ungrateful  love ! 

Tlie  flowerH  of  spring,  how  gay  they  liloonted 

When  last  witli  hini  1  wanderml  here! 
The  flowers  of  Bpring  are  passed  away 

For  wintry  liiirrorH  dark  and  drear. 
Yon  osiered  strenni,  by  whose  lone  banks 

My  songs  have  tnlliMl  him  oft  to  reel. 
Is  now  in  icy  fettera  locked — 

Cold  as  my  false  love's  frozen  breast  I 


CEOROE    TnOHSOS    TO    ROBERT    BURNS. 

Bdinbuvoh,  mk  Jaimnrji  1705. 
Mr  DEAR  Sir — I  thank  yon  heartily  for  ■  Nannie 's  A^va,'  ns  well  as 
for  '  Cmigiebnrn,'  which  I  think  a  very  comely  pair.  Yonr  obeervation 
on  the  ditticulty  of  orifpnal  writing  in  a  number  of  effurt*  in  the  same 
style,  strikes  itie  very  forcibly  ;  and  it  has  again  and  again  excited  my 
wonder  to  find  you  continually  surmounting  this  difliculty,  in  tlie  many 
delightful  Kongs  you  have  sent  me.  Your  vivc  la  bagatdk  song,  '  For 
a'  that,'  shall  undoubtedly  be  included  in  my  list.  G.  T. 

Buma's    duties    aa    acting    supervisor    brought   him    early  in 
February  to  the  village  of  Ecclefcchan,  in  Annnndole — a  place 


Lira  AND  WORKB   OF  BDRKB. 


which  ivill  continue  to  be  memorftble  in  Scottish  liiography  as 
tlie  birthjibce  of  eeveml  men  who  were  all  connected  with 
the  poet'a  history.  The  first  waa  hia  friend  "William  NicoL 
The  second  was  Dr  Currie,  of  Liverpool,  his  authoritative 
biographer.  A  third,  who  was  bom  in  December  of  thia  very 
year,  waa  Thoniaa  Carlyle,  than  whom  no  man  has  written 
more  generously,  and  on  the  whole  more  fairly,  about  Bums. 
Bumn  came  to  Ecclefechon  in  the  ndilst  of  an  extraordimiry 
fall  of  Bnow,  which  threatened  to  keep  hint  a  prisoner  in  his 
inn  for  many  days.  It  waa  such  a  snowfall  as  no  living  man 
remembered.  Moat  people  throughout  Seotlunil,  on  rising  in 
the  morning,  found  their  houses  buried  up  to  the  windows  of  the 
upper  storey ;  and  in  some  hollows  of  the  Campsie  Foils,  near 
Glaflgow,  the  snow  drifted  to  depths  of  from  eiglity  to  a  hundred 
feot.  Some  roads  were  impassable  for  weeks;  and  even  in  tiM 
streets  of  Edinburgh  the  snow  had  not  entirely  dieappeored  on  tbe 
king's  birthday,  the  4th  of  June. 


ROBBRT    BttRItS    TO 


My  dear  Thomson — Yon  cannot  have  any  idea  of  the  prediounent 
in  wliich  I  write  yon.  In  the  conise  at  my  duty  aa  Sapertiaar  (in  which 
capacity  I  liave  acted  of  late)  I  canie  yest«migbt  to  this  nnfortnuat*, 
wicked  little  village.*  I  have  gone  forward,  but  snows  of  ten  feet  deep 
liave  impedetl  my  progreia  i  I  have  tried  to  gae  boot;  Ike  gate  I  earn 
again,  bnt  tlie  same  obstacle  has  Blmt  me  up  within  ininperable  bars. 
To  odd  to  my  misfortnne,  since  dinner,  a  acraper  liaa  been  tortnring 
catgut,  in  aonndi  that  wonld  have  insnlted  the  dying  agoniea  of  a  sow 
under  tlie  hands  of  a  Butclier,  and  tliinks  himself,  on  tliat  very  aeeeunt, 
exceeding  good  company.  In  fact.  I  have  been  in  a  dilemma,  either  to 
get  drunk,  to  forget  these  miseries,  or  to  hang  myself,  to  get  rid  of 
them  ;  like  a  prudent  man  (a  character  congenial  to  my  every  thonghts 
word,  anil  deed),  I,  of  two  evils,  have  choaen  the  least,  and  am  very 
drunk— at  your  service  !  + 

I  wrote  you  yesterday  from  Damfrics.  I  had  not  time  then  to  tell  yon 
all  I  wanted  to  say ;  and,  Heaven  knows,  at  present  I  have  not 
capacity. 
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DDVFRIES.  193 

Do  you  know  an  air  —  I  am  aure  you  must  know  it — 'We'll  gang 
na  inair  to  yun  town? '  I  think,  in  elowiali  time,  it  wunld  make  an 
excelleut  aoiig.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  it ;  and  if  you  slionld  tliink 
it  worthy  of  your  attention,  I  have  a  fair  dame  in  my  eye  to  wlioni  I 
woald  consecrate  it.  Yon  will  lind  a  good  set  of  it  in  Bowie's  Collection; 
and  try  it  witli  this  doggerel,  until  1  give  yon  a  better : — 

Chorus — 0  wat  ye  wha  'a  iu  yon  to\vn 
Ye  800  the  e'eniu  sun  upon  1 
The  dearest  maid  'a  in  yon  town 
That  e'enin'  aun  is  shinin  on. 

0  Bweet  to  me  yon  si»remling  tree, 

Whore  Jeanio  wanders  oft  her  lane ;  oitai  iiono 

The  hawthorn  flower  that  shades  her  bower, 

Oh,  when  shall  I  behold  again  ! 

As  I  sni  just  going  to  bed,  I  wish  you  a  good  night.  R.  B. 

P.S.—Ax  1  am  likely  to  be  storm-st«ad  here  to-morrow,  it  I  am  in 
tlM  hnmor,  yon  shall  have  a  long  letter  from  me.  R.  B. 

According  to  a  Dumfriesshire  tradition,  the  '  fair  dame '  of  the 
name  of  'Jeonie'  whom  Bums  had  in  his  eye  when  he  wrote 
these  verses  was  not  Mrs  Whelpdale,  but  Jeanie  Scotl^  daughter 
of  the  Ecclefechaii  postmaster.  The  post-office  was  opposite  the 
inn  in  which  Bums  was  stonustead;  and,  seeing  her,  he  inscribed 
these  lines  on  a  window  : 

0  had  each  Scot  on  English  ground 

Been  bonnio  Scott,  as  thou  art, 
The  stoutest  heart  of  English  kind 

Had  yielded  like  a  coward.* 

•  Thli  Infoniution  li  buwl  on  in  IntemtLng  lnE>n«nUry  niiaiucrlpt  lettar  roll  of 
gOMlp  nbout  Dunn  which  w«  tounii  •tnong  the  lapen  of  Aleimder  Lalng  mnd  Petar 
Bnchin,  and  li  now  in  the  pouaulon  of  Mi  St«i>han  Allaon,  Glugov,  who  bu  ubligliigl; 
<»minniilcit«l  ila  continU  Ut  me.  It  la  cUt«d  DumrrliK,  30Ui  April  181S,  ind  lu  author, 
whoM  naina  li  not|tTgn,  pTomua  to  have  kRown  Bumi  intltiut«l]r.  Th«  onllDuy  venlou 
oltbaUneala: 

Oh  had  (vh  Scot  o!  ancient  llni«a 

Been  Jeany  Bcott  an  tliou  art, 
The  bravest  heart  on  Bnglliih  gronnd 
Had  ylKlded  Uks  a  coward. 
AccotilliiE  to  Allan  Cunningham,  the  Jeany  Scott  of  thMe  vcma  'bolonged  to  Kcele- 
(tchan,  although  the  Tenlded  In  Ajrr,  and  chseml  tha  poet  not  onljr  with  her  (weet  hxik* 
bntiweetvDlce.'— T.  W. 

VOL.  IV.  H 


1"'".  •■v-.i  aft.,- I'lcvll  '  "''""'•  '"   '^'^'^'"'''  > 

Here  is  another  trial  at  your  favorite  air:- 

O    LASSIE.    ARE    YE    8LEEPI 
rvriBr-Let  ,m  in  this  ae  Night. 
0  lassie,  are  ye  sleeping  yet, 

Orareyewaukin,  Iwouldwit? 
For  Love  has  bound  me  hand  and  fr 
^nd  I  would  fain  be  in,  jo. 

C/ioru^O  let  me  in  this  ae  night. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; ' 
*or  pity's  sake  this  ae  nigh( 
O  rise  and  let  nie  in,  jo. 

^ou  hear'st  the  winter  wind  an'  ^« 
Jfae  star  blinks  thro'  the  cSvi  ^  ^Z 
Take  pity  on  my  weary  feet,      ^        * 
^nd  shield  me  fme  the  min,  jo. 

The  bitte   blast  that  round  me  blaws 
Unheeded  howls,  unheeded  fa's  • 

Th^cauldnesso' thy  heart 'sthe'cause 
ut  a  my  care  and  nmo  ,\. 


(Siorua — I  toll  you  now  this  ae  n^tht, 
This  ae,  ae,  oe  night ; 
And  ance  for  a'  this  oe  nighty  once  tn  aii 

I  wimia  let  ye  in,  jo,  aiu  not 

The  snellest  blast,  at  niirkest  hour^  kan— duk 

That  round  the  pathless  wanderet  poura 
Is  nocht  to  wliat  poor  She  endures  nithing 

That's  trusted  faithless  Man,  ja 

The  sweetcab  flower  that  deck'd  the  mead, 
Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  weed — 
Let  Bimpla  moid  the  lesson  read, 
The  weiid  nmy  be  her  ain,  jo.  dHUnj 

The  bird  that  charm'd  his  Bummemlay 
Is  now  the  cruel  Fowler's  prey  ; 
Let  witless,  trusting  Woman  say 
How  aft  her  fate 's  the  same,  jo  1 

I  do  not  know  wliether  it  will  do,    Youra  ever,  R.  B. 

r.a— By  G ,  I  have  tfaoaglit  better  I 

The  bird  that  charm'd  his  summerday, 
And  now  the  cruel  Fowler's  prey, 
Let  that  to  witless  Woman  say 
The  giatefu'  heart  of  Man,  jo. 

R.  B. 


OEOROE    TROHSOV    TO    ROBERT    BDRHS. 

EDimirBOH,  UUJk  FOmarn  I7H. 

I  liave  to  thank  you,  my  dear  Sir,  for  two  epiBtlra — one  containing 
'Let  me  in  thin  ae  niglit,'  and  the  other  from  Ecclefechan,  proving  tliat, 
drank  or  «oher,  your  '  mind  in  never  muddy.'  You  have  displayed  great 
adilreie  in  the  above  nong.  Her  answer  U  excellent  and  at  i>anie  time 
takcH  away  the  indelicacy  that  olherwise  would  have  attached  to  his 
entreatien.     I  like  tlie  fnng,  aa  it  stands,  very  much. 

I  had  hopes  you  wonld  be  arrested  Honio  dnya  at  Ecclefechan  and  be 
oblige.I  to  beguile  the  tedioaa  forenoons  by  song-making.    It  will  ^ve 
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me  jileasura  to  risceive  the  reisea  you  iatend  /or '  O  wat  ye  wha  'a  in  you 
town  I'  G.  T. 

The  great  storm  of  Ftibniary  179S  coincided  with  a  Scottiali 
county  election.  The  death  of  General  Stawart  in  January  had 
made  a  vacancy  iu  the  repreaentatioa  of  the  Stewartry  of  Kirk- 
cudbright, adjoiiiiiig  the  county  of  Dumfries.  A  writ  had  been 
iBEucd  and  entrusted  to  Lord  Garliea,  M.P.,  »}ii  of  the  Earl  of 
Galloway ;  but  ho  kept  it  back  for  several  weeks,  for  the  oateusiblo 
reason  that  it  waa  impossible  for  the  olectora  at  such  a  season  to 
meet  fur  the  reuordiug  of  their  votes.  Meanwhile,  public  fueling 
was  strongly  excited,  the  vacant  seat  being  contested  by  n  Tory, 
supported  by  the  Galloway  influence,  and  an  indepcuduiit  country 
gentleman  of  Whig  politics.  The  latter  was  the  same  Patrick 
Heron  of  Kcrroughtrec  whom  liurns  had  visited  in  Juug  of  tho 
past  year,  soon  after  his  meeting  with  David  M'Culloch,  The 
Tory  cBudiJato  was  Gordon  of  Balmaghio,  himself  a  man  of 
properly  and  influence,  iirid  fotliticd  by  the  favour  of  his  uncle, 
Murray  of  Broughton,  one  of  the  wealthiest  proprietors  in  the 
§outh  of  Scotland,  aa  well  as  by  the  interest  of  the  Earl  of 
Galloway. 

Burae  with  his  pen  took  an  active  share  in  the  contest.  He 
saw  on  the  one  aide  a  man  of  high  cbaractet  and  warm  heart, 
who  was  a  personal  friend  and  held  political  views  identical 
with  his  own ;  and  ou  the  other,  men  whom  he  detested,  like 
Lord  GaUoway  and  John  Buahby.  He  threw  off  several  ballad^ 
and  even  circulated  them  in  print  with  impunity — which  proves 
that  the  Board  of  Excise  storm  had  blown  over. 

BALLADS  ON  MR  HERON'S  ELECTION,  1795. 

BALLAD   FIRST. 

Wham  will  we  send  to  London  town, 

To  Parliament  and  a'  that ! 
Or  whs  in  a'  the  country  round 
The  best  deserves  to  fa'  that  t  ittein  to 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Thro'  Galloway  and  a'  that, 
Where  is  the  Laird  or  belted  Knight 
That  best  deserves  to  fa'  thati 


Wha  Bees  Kcrroughtree'a  open  yett— 

And  vha  ia  't  never  saw  that  1 — 
Wha  ever  wi'  Kerroughtree  met 
And  has  &  doubt  of  a'  thati 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 
Here  'a  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  t 
The  independent  patriot, 
The  honest  man,  and  a'  that. 

Tho'  wit  and  worth,  in  either  sex. 

Saint  Mary'a  Isle  *  can  show  that, 
Wi'  Lords  and  Dukes  let  Selkirk  mix, 
And  weel  does  Selkirk  fa'  that. 
For  a'  ti)at,  and  s'  that. 
Here 's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  I 
An  independent  commoner 
Shall  be  the  man  for  a*  that. 

But  why  should  we  to  JS'obles  jeuk. 

And  is't  against  the  law,  thati 
And  even  a  Lord  may  be  n  gowk, 
Wi'  ribban,  star,  and  a'  that 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 
Here 's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
A  Lord  may  be  a  lousy  loun, 
Wi'  ribban,  star,  and  a'  that 

A  beardless  boy  comes  o'er  the  hills 

Wi' s  uncle's  putse  and  a'  that ; 
But  wo  '11  hae  one  frae  'mang  oursela, 
A  man  we  ken,  and  a'  that 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 
Here 's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
We  are  na  to  be  boi^ht  and  sold 
Like  nowto,  and  naiga,  and  a'  that 

Then  let  ua  drink:— 'Tlie  Stewartry, 
Kerroughtree's  laird,  and  a'  that, 

•  Tba  Mt  of  ths  Eul  of  Bslklrfc. 


They  wad  be  blest  that  bi 


BALLAD    SECOND:    THE    ELE 

TuNB— -Fy*  ^^  ^  "'  ^^  ''"^  ^'^ 

Fy,  let  us  a'  to  Kirkcudbright,* 

For  there  Will  be  bickerin  there 
For  Murray's  light  horse  are  to  mu 

An'  0,  how  the  heroes  will  sweai 
An'  there  '11  be  Murray  commander, 

An'  Gordon  the  battle  to  win  :  § 
Like  brothers,  they  '11  stan'  by  each 

Sae  knit  in  alliance  and  kin. 

An'  there  '11  be  black-nebbit  Johnie,|| 

The  tongue  o'  the  trump  to  them  a 
Gin  he  get  na  Hell  for  his  haddin, 

The  Deil  gets  nae  justice  ava  ! 
An'  there  '11  be  Kempleton's  birkie,1[ 

A  chiel  no  sae  black  at  the  banc ; 
For  as  to  his  fine  nabob  fortune — 

We  '11  e'en  let  the  subject  alane.** 

*  Fronouuced  Kir-coo'-bry. 

t  This  ballad  is  oompoaed  in  Itnltation  of  a  rongh  but  amusing  sp 
literature  of  Scotland,  diioriptive  of  the  company  attending  a  ouun 

*  Fy,  let  us  a'  to  the  wedding, 
For  there  11  >^"'** 


An'  there  'li  bo  Wigton'e  new  aheriff — * 

Dame  JiietJca  fu'  brawly  has  B]>cd  : 
She's  gotteii  the  heart  of  a.  liuahby. 

But  Lord !  what  'a  become  o'  the  heutl  I 
An'  there  '11  be  Curdonesa,  Eaquire.f 

Sae  mighty  in  Canlonesa'  oyea : 
A  wijjlit  tliat  will  ivoathor  damnation, 

For  the  Devil  tlie  prey  would  dcapisc. 

All'  Ihero  '11  be  Douglasses  Uou<jhty, 

New  chriateiiiu(;  towns  far  and  near :  X 
Abjuring  their  democmt  doings 

An'  kissing  the  arse  of  n  peer ! 
An'  there'll  he  Kcnmure  sao  generous, $ 

WhasB  honour  is  proof  to  the  atorni : 
To  savo  tlieni  from  atnrk  reprobation 

Ho  lent  thorn  his  name  to  the  firm  I 


But  we  winna  mention  Kedcostle,  ||  wun  t 

The  body — e'en  let  him  escnjie  ! 
He  \l  venture  the  gallowa  for  sillor,  mmiey 

An'  'twere  na  the  cost  o'  the  rape !  >oi« 

An'  where  is  our  King's  Lord  Lieutenant, 

See  famed  for  his  gratefu'  rotum  1 
The  billio  is  getting  his  Questional  roiiow 

To  say  at  St  Stepben'a  the  morn.  to-momw 

An'  there  'U  be  lads  o'  the  gospel : 

MuirhenJ,  wha  's  as  guid  as  ho 's  true ;  ** 

An'  there  '11  be  Biiittle's  Apostle, 

Wha  'a  mnir  o'  the  block  than  tho  blue ;  tt   "it  *^«  bius 

An'  there  '11  bo  folk  frae  St  JIary'e, 
A  bouse  o'  great  merit  and  note  : 


■  Mr  UalUud  Biuhb/,  win  of  J 

■una  hlaumin  In  'Tli<  EpiiiUe  ol 

I  Divhl  Mnvoll  uF  CsnloTirn  hi 

1  StrWiU<*in*ndJi]iie>T)uuB]u, 

to  CwUs-Dodglu  bf  royil  wamnt 


linlffl  ihtrjir  of  Wlt^wu 


f  HrG 

H  Youth,  D 


igllllCl 


J118  merit  liad  won  liiin  re.s{)cct. 
An'  tliore  '11  be  rich  brithor  iiabobi 

Tho'  nabobs,  yet  men  o'  tlie  first 
An*  tlicre  '11  be  Collicston's  wliiske 

An*  Quinton — o'  lads  no  the  war 

An*  there  *11  be  Stamp-oflSce  Johnie 

Talc  tent  how  ye  purchase  a  dram 
An'  there  *11  be  gay  Ca88encarry,1F 

An'  there  '11  be  Colonel  Tam  ;  ♦♦ 
An'  there  '11  be  trusty  Kerroughtree, 

Whase  honour  was  ever  his  law  : 
If  the  virtues  were  packet  in  a  parcel, 

His  worth  might  be  sample  for  a' 

An'  can  we  forget  the  auld  Major,  ft 

Wha  '11  ne'er  be  forgot  in  the  Greyf 
Our  flatt'ry  we  '11  keep  for  some  other 

Him  only  it 's  justice  to  praise  ! 
An'  there  'U  be  maiden  Kilkerran  ;  J  J 

An'  also  Barskimming's  guid  Knigh 
An'  there  *11  be  roaring  Birt whistle  ||||- 

Yet  luckily  roars  in  the  right ! 

*  Richard  Oswald  of  Ancliincruive,  heir  to  the  Mrs  Ostrald 

Bunis's  'Ode/  see  Vol.  III.,  p.  50. 
t  Messrs  Hannay.  %  C 

f  Quintin,  son   of  the  M'Adain   of  Craie"*""'"- 

rhymed  epistlA.    «--  " 


•  _  1      — 
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An'  there,  frae  the  Niddesdale  border, 

Will  mingle  the  Maxwells  in  drovea  : 
Teuch  Johnie,*  Staunch  Geordie,t  and  'Wottiet  Tough 

lliat  ginis  for  tho  fishes  an'  loaves  I  loiigg 

An'  there  '11  be  Logan  M'Doual —  § 

Sculdudil'ry  nn'  ho  will  be  there  I  FomkiiiicMi 

An'  also  the  wild  Scot  o'  Galloway, 

Sogering,  gunpowther  Blair  1 1| 

Then  hey  the  chaste  interest  of  Broiighton  I 

An'  hey  for  the  blessings  'twill  bring  I 
It  may  send  Balmttghie  to  the  Commons — 

In  Sodom  'twould  mak  liim  a  King  ! 
An'  hey  for  the  sanctified  Murray 

Our  land  wha  wi'  chapels  has  stor'd ; 
He  foundet'd  his  horse  among  harlots. 

But  gie'd  the  aiild  naig  to  the  Lord  I  nag 

Though  Bums  had,  we  may  well  believe,  anything  but  his  own 
interest  in  view  in  writing  these  diatribes,  it  appean  that  they 
'  brought  l)im  at  least  a  glimpse  of  a  hope  of  promotion.  Mr 
Heron,  having  perused  one,  wrote  to  John  Synie,  suggesting  that 
he  miglit  be  able  to  do  something  for  the  jxiet  In  consequence 
of  these  inquiries  Bums  wrote  the  following  letter,  which  clearly 
proves  that  in  the  penultimate  year  of  his  life  he,  so  far  from 
being  'desperate  and  hopeless,'  contemplated  'a  life  of  literary 
leisure  with  a  decent  competence.' 


TO    MR    HERON    OF    HEBON. 

Sir — I  enclose  yon  wnie  co]>ieH  of  a  couple  of  political  ballads,  one  of 
wliicli,  I  believe,  yon  have  never  seen.  WonM  to  Heaven  I  conid  make 
you  master  of  as  many  vot«8  in  the  Stewartry.    But — 

*  Hsiwan  of  Temught]',  ths  venenble  gentlcmiin  on  whoH  birtfadif  Bnnii  wrota 
KHn*  Vflnea.    S««  Vol.  til.,  p.  «•*. 

i  a«rBe  Mninell  of  C«mitli»n. 

t  Wellwooil  Muwcll. 

I  CmpUin  M'Dauill  of  Logiiii,  irhow  eonntcllon  wEth  Iha  hipieia  Pnggy  Kannnt]'  hu 
been  bUdiIoI  to  In  Vol.  I.,  p.  ITO. 

0  Hitjor  BUIr  at  Dantkejr. 


,.»ii  «i«-ccncy  ;  winch,  spur 

iiii'|uily    Ih'I.iw    ilii'ir   «l.*iriii^' — to    niiiiiii>k 
lir«>a'l*-t   <l;iv.    to  <i«'li\»'r  >u<'li   ovfi    lo    lliei. 
iii«i«  1\   iii!,<»''nt.  l<ut   l;iu<l;i]»le  :  i**  n«»t  only 
li.'i\«'.  ;ilM';i'ly  ;i>  your  .luxiliary,  tlie  sol>er  *le 
liea^l  of  your  ojijionent* ;  ami  I  8\vear  )>y  lli 
on   vour  icicle   all   the  votaries   of    honest 
ridicule ! 

I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  yoar  ki 
in  a  letter  which  Mr  Syme  shewed  me.     At  p 
mofit  be  in  a  great  measure  stationary,  at  lea 
The  statement  is  this  : — I  am  on  the  supervisoi 
there  by  precedency,  in  two  or  three  years  I  sh 
liit,  and  be  appointed  of  courtt,     Then^  a  FRIE 
me  in  getting  me  into  a  place  of  the  Kingdon 
sujiervisor's  income  varies  from  ationt  a  hnndi 
hundred  a  year ;  bnt  the  business  is  an  incessant 
nearly  a  complete  bar  to  every  species  of  literar} 
I  am  appointed  supervisor,  in  the  common  routii 
on  the  collectors'  List ;  and  this  is  always  a  bus 
patronage.     A  collectorship  varies  much,  from  l>e 
year  to  near  a  thousand.    They  also  come  forwa 
list ;  and  have,  besides  a  handsome  income,  a  life 
life  of  literary  leisure  with  a  decent  competenc 
wishes.     It  would  be  the  prudish  affectation  of  t 
that  I  do  not  need,  or  would  not  be  indebted  U 
the  same  time,  Sir,  I  by  no  means  lay  my  affi 
hook  my  dependent  situation  on  your  benevolei 
of  life,  an  opening  should  occur  where  the  good  < 
your  public  character  and  political  consequence  i 
I  shall  petition  your  goodness  with  the  same  frai 
self  the  honor  to  subscribe  myself,  &c. 

After  tho  ni«-*- 


AD    THIRD:    JOHH    BUBHBY'S   LAMENTATION. 

TUNB— 37«  Baba  i«  the  Wood. 

Twaa  in  the  Seventeen  Ilunder  year 

O'  grace,  antl  Ninety- Five, 
That  year  I  was  the  wae'eat  man  <u< 

Of  onie  mail  alive. 


In  March  tlie  three-an'-twcntieth  morn, 
The  sun  raise  clear  an'  bright ; 

But  0,  I  was  a  waefu'  man 
Ere  to-fa'  o'  the  night ! 

Yerl  Galloway  lang  did  rule  this  land 

Wi'  equal  right  and  fame, 
Fast  Itnit  in  chnstc  and  holy  bands 

With  Broughton's  noble  name. 

Yorl  Galloway's  man  o'  men  wns  I 
And  chief  o'  Broughton's  lioet : 

So  twa  blind  beggai'S,  on  a  string, 
The  fnithfu'  tyko  will  trust ! 

But  now  Yerl  Galloway's  sceptre  'a  broke 
And  Broiighton  's  wi'  the  elain, 

And  I  luy  ancient  craft  may  try, 
Sin'  honesty  is  ganc. 

'Twaa  by  the  banks  o'  boiiie  Doe, 
Beside  Kirkcudbright's  towers, 

The  Stewart  and  the  Murray  there 
Did  muster  a'  tlicir  jiowcra. 

The  Murray  on  the  auld  gray  yaud 

Wi'  winged  S|>iir8  did  ride  :  * 
That  auld  gray  yaud  a'  Nidsdalo  rade, 

He  staw  upon  Nidsida 

Kn™  klliulon  to  Ow  luly  witli  ■hom  HnmiT  h*l  iloped— •  men 
at,  who«g  vgll-known  ciMt  li  >  irlngnl  ipur. 


S   OF  BURHB. 

An'  there  had  ns  boen  the  Yorl  btmscl, 

0,  there  had  been  nae  play ! 
But  Garlics  was  to  London  gaiie, 

And  aae  the  kye  might  stray. 

And  there  was  Balmaghio,  I  ween — 
In  front  rank  he  wad  Bhine  ; 

But  Bnlninghie  had  better  been 
Drinkin'  Madeira  wine. 

And  fme  Glenkens  cam  to  our  aid 

A  chief  o'  doughty  deed  : 
III  cnse  that  worth  should  wanted  be, 

0'  Kenranre  we  had  need. 

And  by  onr  banners  march'd  Itlairhciid, 

And  Buittlo  was  na  slack, 
Whiiso  lialy  priesthood  nanc  could  stain, 

For  wha  could  dye  the  bliick  t 

And  there  was  grave  Squire  CardonosSi 

Look'd  on  till  a'  was  done  : 
Sae  in  the  tower  o'  Cardoness 

A  howlet  sits  at  noon. 


. 


And  there  led  I  the  Bushby  elan : 

My  i^ianioBomo  hi  Hie,  Will, 
And  my  son  Maitland,  wise  as  brave, 
My  footstei'is  follow 'd  atill. 

The  Douglas  and  the  Heron's  name, 
We  set  nought  to  tlieir  score ; 

The  Douglas  and  the  Heron's  name 
Had  felt  our  weight*  before. 

But  Douglasses  o'  weight  hnd  wo  ; 

The  pair  o'  lusty  lairds. 
For  building  cot-houses  sae  fam'd, 

And  christen  in'  kail-yaitls. 

•  VBriiitlon-' Might,' 


And  theie  Sedcastle  drew  his  sword 

That  ne'er  was  stained  wi'  gore 
Save  on  a  waud'rer  lame  and  blind, 

To  drive  him  fiae  his  door. 

And  last  cam  creepia  Collieston, 

Was  mair  in  fear  than  wrath ; 
Ae  knave  was  constaiit  in  las  mind —  om 

To  keep  that  knave  frae  scnilli.  iiann 

The  countif  gentlemen  probably  submitted  to  Bums's  assault 
with  a  good  enough  grace.  There  was,  however,  among  his 
victims  an  eccentric  and  outspoken  cleigymou,  tho  Rev.  James 
Muirhead,  minister  of  Urr.  He  was  a  man  of  birth  and  a  landed 
proprietor.  He  boasted  that  he  was  tho  Chief  of  the  Muirheads, 
and  his  neighbours  had  of  course  heard  a  good  deal  about  his 
family  heraldry.  Bums  introduced  him  in  the  second  of  his 
ballads  by  the  single  line — 

'  Muirlieail,  wlia  's  as  gnid  as  he 's  true.' 

There  is  a  still  more  pointed  allusion  to  biui  in  the  thii'd  ballad. 
Muirhead,  who  was  familiar  with  the  Edinburgh  wits  of  the 
period,  was  himself  a  scribbler  of  epigrams  and  lampoons,  and 
little  disposed  to  bear  Bums's  stinging  thrusts  with  Christian 
meekness.  He  caused  a  brochure  to  be  printed  in  Edinburgh, 
commencing  thus : 

Tlie  ancient  poetf,  all  agree, 
Sang  Bweeter  far  than  modem  we. 
In  this,  beaiilea,  their  racy  rhymes 
Were  told  in  far,  for  fewer  lines,'  && 


Then  he  quoted— 


HARTIALIS    LIBER    XL,    EP.    67. 
IN  VACERRAM. 

'  Et  delator  es  et  calnmniat«r ; 
Et  fraadatOT  ea  et  negotiator ; 
Et  fellator  es  et  lanbta :  niiror 
Quare  non  babeas,  Vac« 


There  followed  a  bvuUtioii,  or  nXbet  panphnni 

'  Vacerru,  ahabby  wm  «rf  w ■, 

Why  do  thy  patronfl  keep  thee  poor! 

Bribe-wortliy  MTvice  tboR  eaut  bout 

At  ODoe  tbaiT  bulwrnrk  and  tbeiT  port  | 

ThoQ  art  a  eyoojihaiit,  a  braitor, 

A  liar,  a  calumoiator. 

Who  Mttudence  (badrt  then  that)  wooU'tt  edl. 

Nay,  lave  the  oommon  Mwer  of  hell. 

For  whiaky :  eke,  moat  praelooa  imp, 

Thoa  art  >  rhymster,  ganger,  firap ; 

Whence  ooniea  it,  then,  Vaeerra*,  tliat 

Thon  Btlll  art  poor  aa  a  chnrcli-iat  I ' 

This  ia  almost  the  011I7  known  oontemporaiy  Mtin  on  Bams 
which  obtained  the  hooonr  of  prinL  It  vill  b«  foimd  tiuit  tb* 
poet  made  a  rejoinder.* 

In  the  early  part  of  179S  two  eonpaniea  of  Tolnntoen  V<N 
rnised  hy  Dumfries,  as  its  quota  towards  the  force  which  tt  vw 
bclioTod  necessary  to  establish  at  that  criaia,  when  the  regular 
array  was  fur  the  most  part  fighting  against  France  abroad. t  Manf 
a  liberal  who  had  incurred  the  wrath  or  suspicion  of  the  govern- 
ment and  its  friends  wns  glad  to  enrol  himself  in  these  corps,  in 
order  to  prove  his  loyalty.     Syme,  Maxwell,  and  others  of  the 

•  ■  It  coniliti  wllh  my  knowl»l|,-c,  UiU  no  pnbllcmtloii  Id  mtinr  to  Iha  KanlllUia  at 
Buniii  «v«r  did  him  k  much  hinn  In  public  opinion,  or  liwda  Bunn  hlmnir  fcal  «  aon,  ■■ 
Dr  HuirhMd'i  tniniUiUan  o(  Jfurtld'i  c[rignm.  Wbeu  I  raiiianitnted  vllh  tbt  doctor 
■gtinit  hi>  printing  uid  elnuliting  lh»t  tniuUtlon,  I  uked  him  hov  hs  provtd  tlMit 
Vkhtu  wu  I  gauger  u  wall  u  Bunu.  Us  ■tuircRd :  "  Uiitlil  oUIri  him  JUIalpr,  whiek 
meum  1  kkIht,  or  1  mui  nbo  drlnki  fiom  ths  cuk."  '—Fmrn  a  US..  Af  Ux  frUi  ^IcHtdn- 
Yoanf,  Fjq.,  tCS.,  Sdliilnriih, 

■IDJcd,  Hajr  16.  ISOS;  it  SpotM  Hill,  DnnKon,  Uia  Btv.  Dr  JiniH  Holrheul,  mlnMtr 
of  UiT,  In  ths  liity-elghth  yeu  oT  bla  ig^  uil  llilrtr.ciKhUi  of  hit  mlulitij.'— Mutuiiw 
OUIwiiv 

t  ■  War^)Jla,  Xarti  U  (ITSfi),— Dnrnfrimhln  Corp*  ot  VoloDlMra.  A.  B.  D*  Farmer, 
Esq.,  tob«M(JarCorniiuniIint:  John  Hitnllton  Ind  John  Unmn,  Knq.,  CipUllu;  David 
Newill  iiid  Wdlwood  Usiwplt,  gant.,  Flnt-LI«ul«ninls  i  Fnuicia  Bhoitt  md  Tkonu 
WhlU,  gant,  Sdcond-LlKUIaninU.'— OufClf. 

On  tha  king*!  birthday,  i  not  nf  coloiin,  prapaml  hy  Mm  Da  reyitar,  vlh  of  tha  com- 

■qnare  wheiatha  Dukaor<]umniiberry'inionunianbiilaiiild.  Tlia  R".  Mr  Bumalda,  onaof 
tha  clargyman  of  tha  (mm,  nid  a  prayar  on  tha  occulon.  and  com  pll  man  ted  thaeoqaon 
IM  good  dlKlpUiie,  which  ha  Hiicl  liaci  been  mainly  owing  lo  Ue  Pi^-iter'i  wahtnltf  In 
drilling.  '  At  four  o'rlock,  tha  wholn  Tolnnteen.  and  a  nunibai 
atiUrtalned  at  dinner  In  Iha  Klng'i  Anna  by  tha  ]iia«l>trat« ; 
adjourned  to  the  canrthonH,  whera  tha  klng'a  linltb  wu  drun] 
atltiitlonal  toaata  suited  to  theoceajdoii.  Tha  whole  day  vaaapei 
Ac— i)Hi<A'«  Jtunai,  iana  B,  17*0. 


DUMFRIES.  207 

Dumfries  Whigs,  took  this  step,  and  Burns  also  joined  the  corps, 
though  according  to  Allan  Cunningharo,  not  without  opposition 
from  some  of  the  Tories.  *  I  remember  well,*  says  Cunningham, 
Hhe  appearance  of  that  respectable  corps;  their  odd,  but  not 
ungraceful  dress ;  white  kerseymere  breeches  and  waistcoat ;  short 
blue  coat,  faced  with  red ;  and  round  hat,  surmounted  by  a 
bearskin,  like  the  helmets  of  our  Horse-guards;  and  I  remember 
the  poet  also — his  very  swarthy  face,  his  ploughman  stoop,  his 
large  dark  eyes,  and  his  indifferent  dexterity  in  the  handling  of 
his  arms.*  The  poet  gave  further  and  more  public  proof  of  his 
patriotic  sentiments  in  regard  to  Grallic  propagandism  by  penning 
his  well-known  song — 

THE  DUMFRIES  VOLUNTEERS. 
Tune — Push  about  the  Jorum, 

Does  haughty  Gaul  invasion  threat  ? 

Then  let  the  louns  beware.  Sir !  feiiowj 

Tliere  's  Wooden  Walls  upon  our  seas, 

And  Volunteers  on  shore.  Sir : 
The  Nith  shall  run  to  Corsincon* 

The  Griffel  t  sink  in  Solway 
Ere  wo  pennit  a  foreign  foe 

On  British  ground  to  rally  ! 

We  *11  ne'er  permit  a  foreign  foe 
On  British  ground  to  rally  I  . 

0  let  us  not,  like  snarling  curs, 

In  wrangling  be  divided. 
Till,  slap  !  come  in  an  unco  loun  stranger  fciiow 

And  wi*  a  rung  decide  it !  ctuigei 

Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  tnie, 

Among  oursels  united ! 
For  never  but  by  British  harifJs 

Maun  British  wranfjs  be  righted  !  muut 

No  !  never  but  by  British  hands 
Shall  British  icrangs  be  righted  ! 

*  A  high  hill  at  the  source  of  the  Nith.— J3. 

t  A  well-known  mountain  near  the  mouth  of  the  Nith. 
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The  KMle  o'  the  Kirk  nnd  StAta 

Petluipa  a  doat  may  fail  in  't ; 
But  deil  n  foreign  tuikcr  loim 

Shall  ever  ca'  a  uail  in  'L 
Our  Fatheb'h  Bludb  the  Keltle  bought'  ' 

Aiid  whft  wad  dare  to  spoil  it  t  "tw  • 

I!y  Heav'ns  I  the  sacrilegious  dog 

Shall  fuel  bo  to  boil  it ! 

By  Hisav'iis  !  the  sacrilogiotis  dog 
Shall  fuel  be  to  botl  it  I 

The  wrutcli  that  would  a  7'ynmt  owu, 

And  the  wretch,  bis  true-born  brother, 
Wlio  would  Bet  the  Mob  aboon  the  Tfiruti^,        < 

May  tlicy  Iw  damn'd  togotlicrl 
AVho  will  not  sing  'God  save  the  King' 

Shall  hang  as  high 's  the  sl«eple ; 
But  while  we  sing  '  God  save  the  King ' 

Wo  'II  ne'er  forgot  Thb  Peopi.k  ! 

But  wliilo  we  sing  '  God  save  tlie  King  ' 
We  'U  ne'er  toi^t  Thk  People. 

This  bolkd  appeared  ia  the  Dumfries  Journal  of  5th  May, 
was  quickly  copied  by  other  newspapers  and  periodicals,  including 
the  ScoU  Magazine.  In  the  same  spirit  was  an  ep^ram  which 
be  is  said  to  have  recited  at  the  customary  festive  meetii^  of 
the  loyal  and  patriotic  to  celebrate  Bodney's  victory  of  the  IStli 
of  AprU  1782: 


TOAST   FOR  THE    12TH    OF    APRIL. 

Instead  of  a  song,  boys,  1 11  give  you  a  toast : 
Here 's  the  Mem'ry  of  those  on  the  Twelfth  that  we  lost  !- 
We  lost,  did  I  say  I — No,  by  Heav'n,  that  we  found ! 
For  their  fame  it  shall  live  while  the  world  goes  round. 
The  ne](t  in  succession  I  'II  give  you :  the  King  1 
Wboe'er  would  betray  him,  on  high  may  ho  swing  ! 
And  here  's  the  grand  fabric,  our  Free  Constitution 
As  built  on  the  base  of  the  great  Revolution  I 


And,  longer  with  Politics  not  to  be  cramui'd. 
Bo  Anarchy  cura'd  and  be  Tyranny  damn'd  ! 
And  wJio  would  to  Liberty  e'er  prove  disloyal, 
May  hia  eon  be  a  hangman — and  he  hia  first  trial ! 

Cunningham  says  of  the  invaaiou-aong,  that  'it  hit  the  taste 
and  suited  the  feelings  of  the  humbler  classea,  who  added  to  it 
the  "  Poor  and  Honest  Sodger,"  the  "  Song  of  Death,"  and  "  Scots 
wha  hae  wi' Wallace  bled."  Hills  echoed  with  it;  it  was  heard  in 
every  street,  and  did  more  to  right  the  mind  of  the  mstic  part 
of  the  population  than  all  the  speeches  of  Pitt  and  Diindos,  or  the 
chosen  Five-and-Forty.' 

We  do  not  find,  however,  that  from  the  first  to  last  of  Buma's 
career  any  movement  worthy  of  the  name  was  made  to  secure  for 
him  any  State  patronage.  There  is  no  trace  of  hia  ever  having 
attracted  the  slightest  attention  from  the  royal  family,  No 
Minister  smiled  upon  bim.  Scarcely  a  single  Tory  noble  or 
gentleman  granted  him  further  grace  than  a  Bubscription  for  hia 
PoemA  AH  hia  active  patrons  were  of  the  Whig  party,  who,  for 
the  time  being,  were  powerless  to  advance  him  beyond  the  humble 
function  to  which  the  favour  of  one  of  them  had  condemned  him. 
This  is  the  more  remarkable,  since  it  appoara  that  Addington 
took  a  deep  and  lively  interest  in  the  poetry  of  'the  Scottish 
ploughman,'  and  that  his  etrains  hod  touched  even  the  cold  bosom 
of  Pitt  Lockhart  learned,  apparently  on  good  authority,  that 
Pitt,  at  Lord  Liverpool's  table,  said  of  the  verses  of  Bums  not 
long  after  hia  death  :  '  I  can  think  of  no  verse  since  Shakespeare's 
that  has  so  much  the  appearance  of  coming  sweetly  from  nature.'  * 
Allan  Cunningham  affinns  that  Addington  reminded  Pitt  of  the 
desert  of  the  poet  in  his  lifetime ;  but  Pitt '  pushed  the  bottle  to 
Lord  Melville,  and  did  nothing.'t  Lockhart  adds:  'Had  Bums 
put  forth  some  newspaper  aquibs  upon  Lepanx  and  Camot^  or  a 
smart  pamphlet  "  On  the  State  of  the  Country,"  he  might  have 
been  more  attended  to  in  his  lifetime.  It  is  common  to  say; 
"What  ia  everybody's  business  ia  nobody's  business; "  but  one 
may  be  pardoned  for  thinking  that,  in  such  cases  as  this,  that 

•  Lockhcrt'i  U/t  0/ Burnt,  p.  127. 
t  CnliBlBgtuull'i  HM  ifBtrH,  p.  M. 
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which  the  general  voice  of  the  countt;  doM  wlmit  to  be  cvcrj^l 
boily's  busineiia  comes,  in  fact,  to  be  the  busineu  of  those  nhoDtif 
the  nation  i.>ntrusta  with  national  coiicerua.' 

The  fact  is  tliat  no  man  allying  liimsell'  with  the  Whigs  couW] 
in  those  days  look  for  more  than  tolerance  from  the  Ministry,! 
Burns,  though  practically  demoustruting  his  attachment  to  thai 
conBtitution,  made  no  secret  at  the  same  time  <if  his  wiah  to  a 
tho  government  entrusted  to  other  hands.  This  was  cnon^L  i 
He  proclaimed  hia  staunchness  to  his  old  cr««d  even  at 
volmitcering  criais,  in  n  letter  which  seems  to  have  «»cloaed  ^ 
the  clection-bnllada  to  some  Wliig  gentleman — probably  Oawtld'  I 
of  Aucbincniivo,  now  living  ncnr  Pumfricts  whom  lioms  had  I 
lately  met ;  * 


TO  [RICHARD    , 


8«.] 


uina. 


8lB~Yoa  see  t)ie  ilnnger  of  patronising  the  rliyming  t-riW  ;  you  fl&tU 
the  |>oet'9  vanity—a  moat  poteut  ingredient  in  the  composition  of  & 
of  rliynic— by  b.  little  noliee ;  anil  lie,  in  return,  iierneciites  your  g 
natnre  with  Ijib  nrquaintanee.  In  tliese  liayi*  of  col  iin tearing,  1  hAvai| 
come  forward  with  my  service*  as  poet'lftnreate  to  »  highly  iwp«rt>U« 
political  party,  of  which  you  are  a  distingnkhed  niem1>er.  Th«  aMdaaad 
are,  I  hope,  only  a  beginning  to  tlie  songs  of  triumph  which  you  will 
earn  in  that  conleat  I  have  the  honor  to  be.  Sir,  your  obllgad  tai 
devot«d  hamhie  servant,  R.  Birmil& 

Shortly  before  this,  he  had  written  a  Bong  on  Kr  OnnU^ 
beautiful  young  wife,  and  sent  copies  to  the  yonnger  Miller  of 
Balswinton  and  to  Syme. 


TO    PATRICK    MILLER,    JUNK.,    E&QT7tRE.t 

My  anxiety  to  annwer  yonr  kind  epistle  has  delayed  my  wridng  jtm 
so  long.  This,  yon  vrill  say,  is  an  Irishism  :  bat  it  is  even  so.  Tht 
task  yon  obligingly  assigned  me  of  writing  ont  some  of  my  rfaymlHg 
bagatelles  for  yonr  fair  English  friend,  I  was  determined  to  execute  OK 
a  large  scale ;  and  thus  waiting  for  leisure  to  make  np  a  Packet  for  yon, 
I  could  not  write  you  a  line.  In  despair  of  that  leisure,  I  now  take  9f 
the  pen  to  tell  you  bo,  by  way  of  apology  for  niy  seeming  inattention  to 
a  Gentleman  whom  I  so  highly  esteem,  qvo  ad,  a  Man  I  independenllj 
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of  hi*  being  a  mftB  of  rank  of  fortune ;  circnmHtancei  wliicli  I  tnut  will 
ever  be  a  very  trifle  indeed,  in  my  appreci&tion  of  Mankind. 

Incloeed  ia  a  Song  I  wrote  tbe  otiier  day.  The  lady  I  mean  to  compli- 
ment in  it  is  Mm  Oswald,  a  woman  witli  whom  every  body  here  is  qnite 
enchanted.  I  tlirow  tlie  little  drama  of  my  Song~.Mr  Uewald,  Heeing 
tlie  evening  nun  shine  ou  the  habitation  of  biH  Lucy.  Oswald,  I  am  sure 
yon  niiiHt  know ;  else  I  would  draw  you  his  iiortrait^lhe  jwrtrait  of  an 
independent- minded  Country  Gentleman,  who  dares  to  think  and  act  for 
himself :  a  Character,  my  dear  Sir,  which  I  liiiow  yoD  niDBt  highly 
value ;  as  it  ia  a  Character  in  which  I  prophesy  that  yon  will  one  day 
make  a  dpteriiiine<I,  steady,  respectable  figure  yourself. 

Tolkinftof  Onwalil,  the  Galloway  interest  will  infallibly  be  overthrown 
at  the  appmaching  Election  :  thin  yon  may  depend  ou. 

When  you  return  to  tlie  country,  you  will  find  us  all  Soger*.     This, 

dpropot,  brings  to  my  mind  an  old  Scotish  etanxa — 

There  oun  ■  ngnr  here  to  stay, 

H«  iwoie  be  wadua  ateer  me  i 

But,  lang  before  the  break  o'  da;, 

lie  ouddl'd,  muddl'd  nasT  me. 


I  have  not  a  moment  ni 


TO   JOHN   8YME,    ESQ. 

(DmnuES,  Jfair  in».| 
Yon  know  that,  among  other  high  dignities,  you  have  the  honor  to  be 
my  snprenic  court  of  critical  judicature,  from  which  there  is  no  appeal. 
I  inclose  you  a  song  which  I  composed  since  I  saw  yon,  and  I  am  going 
to  give  you  the  liiftory  of  it  Do  you  know  that  among  much  tliat  1 
admire  in  the  cbarnclers  and  mannem  of  those  great  folks  whom  I  have 
now  the  honor  to  call  my  acquaintances,  the  Oswald  family,  there  ia 
notiiing  ciiarms  me  more  than  Mr  O.'s  unconcealable  attachment  to 
tliat  incomparable  woman  •  Did  yon  ever,  my  dear  Synie,  meet  with 
a  man  wjio  owed  more  to  the  Divine  Giver  of  all  good  things  than 
Mr  O. !  A  line  fortune ;  a  pleasing  exterior ;  self-evident  amiable 
dispoeitjons ;  and  an  ingennons  npiight  mind,  and  that  infonueil  too 
much  beyond  tlie  nsunl  run  of  yonng  fellows  of  his  rank  and  fortune : 
odd  to  all  this,  such  a  woman  t — but  of  her  I  shall  say  nothing  at  all,  in 
despair  of  saying  anything  adequate  :  in  my  song,  I  have  endeavoured 
to  do  justice  to  what  would  be  hii  feelings  on  seeing,  in  the  scene  I  have 
drawn,  the  habitation  of  libi  Lucy.  As  I  am  a  good  deal  plcaiied  with 
my  performance,  I  in  my  first  fervor  tlionght  of  sending  it  to  Mrs 
Oswid<l,  but  on  second  thimglits,  perhaps  what  I  offer  as  the  honest 
incense  of  genuine  respect  might,  from  the  well-known  character  of 
poverty  and  poetry,  be  construed  into  some  modilication  or  other  of  that 
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wtnility  which  my  aonl  aUion.  Do  let  idb  know,  MUM  i 
moment  ere  the  w<Hlhy  f&mily  leave  Mwn,  lliftt  1  irilh  jirafirirty  may 
wait  OD  them.  In  Uie  citcle  of  the  faabioiuiblo  herd,  thueo  who  oome 
either  to  »bew  tlieir  own  cooaeqaenee  nr  to  borrow  consequence  (nini 
tlie  vuic — in  «iicb  •  mob  I  will  not  appear  :  mine  ie  a  iliffereot  errand. — 
Yours,  ItoDT.  Bumca. 

The  BOng  enclosed  was  that  which  followH.  Bums  had  origin- 
ally, as  appeaiB  from  hia  letter  to  Thomson  of  Febniary  7,  OMigDed 
the  naiae  Jeanie  to  Uia  heroine,  having  "hM  wife,  Chlori*,  or  th« 
daughter  of  the  Ecclefeclian  po8tiuaat«r  iu  hia  eye.  It  was,  nf 
eourae,  no  itnuanal  thing  with  him  to  make  one  poem  ecTve  n» 
a  compliment  to  more  thnu  one  individunl.  In  tI)o  tranncript 
of  tile  complete  song  he  made  for  Thomsou  he  again  substituted 
Jennie  for  Lucy,  and  the  former  ie  the  heroine  of  the  version  in 
Johnson's  JUuseum,  toL  v.,  which  is  there  said  to  have  been 
'  written  for  tliis  work  by  Holiert  Bums." 


OH,    WAT    YE    WHA'8    IN    YON    TOWN! 
TVKK—We'U  gang  Hoe  ntau'  to  yon  Towii. 

Now,  haply,  down  yon  gny  green  ahaw  pinnuiton 

She  wanders  by  yon  spreuding  tree  ; 
How  bleet,  ye  flowers  that  ronnd  her  blaw — 

Ye  catch  the  gluncos  o'  her  e'e  I 

Guirus — Oh,  vat  ye  wha  's  in  yon  town 

Ye  see  the  e'enin  sun  upon  ? 

The  fairest  dame's  in  yon  town 

That  e'enin  sun  is  shining  on. 

How  blest,  ye  birds  that  round  her  sing 

And  welcome  iu  the  blooming  year  1 
And  doubly  welcome  be  the  Spring, 

The  season  to  my  Lucy  dear ! 

The  sun  blinks  blythe  on  yon  town,  • 

And  on  yon  bonie  braes  of  Ayr; 
But  my  delight  in  yon  town. 

And  dearest  bliss,*  is  Lucy  fair. 

•  In  Thommn  mininnlpt,  'Joy.' 


Without  my  Love,  not  a'  the  charms 

0'  Paradise  could  yield  me  joy ; 
But  ^'io  me  Lucy  in  my  arms,  glv* 

And  welcome,  Lajiland'a  dreary  eky  ! 

My  cave  would  bo  a  Lover's  bower 

Tho'  raging  Winter  rent  the  air ; 
And  she,  a  lovely  little  flower 

That  I  wad  tent  and  slielter  there.  wooM  on  for 

Oh,  sweet  is  she  in  you  town 
Yon  pinking  sun 's  gane  down  upon ; 

A  fairer  than  's  in  yon  town 

His  setting  beam  no'er  shone  upon. 

If  angry  Fate  is  sworn  my  foe 

And  sulTring  I  am  doom'd  to  bear  ; 
I,  careless,  quit  aught  else  be-low. 

But  e\Kav  ntu,  siKire  me  Lucy  dear  1 

For  while  life's  dearest  blowl  is  w.iriii, 

Ae  thought  frao  her  shall  ne'ei  depart ;  Ona 

And  she,  as  fairest  is  licr  fonu. 
She  has  the  truest,  kindest  heart  1 

Lucy  Johnston,  daughter  of  Wynne  Jolmston  of  Hilton, 
was  niarrioil,  2M  April  1793,  to  Riclianl  Alexander  Oswald 
of  Auehincniive,  in  the  county  of  Ayr.  Charles  Kirkpittrick 
Shaqm  averred  thnt  she  was  at  this  ])erio<l  '  well  turned  of  thirty, 
unil  ten  years  older  than  her  husband;  but  still  n.  channing 
creature.'  A  portrait  of  Mrs  Oswald  appears  in  The  Ltind  of  Barnf, 
where  a  brief  notice  of  her,  giving  a  different  view  of  her  age, 
concludes  r  '  Alas  for  beauty,  fortune,  afloction,  and  hopes  !  This 
lovely  and  accomplished  woman  had  not  blessed  Ht  Oswald  above 
a  year  beyond  this  period  when  she  fell  into  pulmonary  consump- 
tion. A  roinovol  to  a  warmer  climate  was  tried,  in  the  hope  of 
restoring  health,  but  she  died  at  Lisbon  in  January  1798,  at  an 
ago  little  exceeding  thirty.* 


I 


TO     MR    JAHII    JOBXSOK.* 

Mv  DKAK  Friend— Witliont  any  kpoloKy  for  mj  Umbbm,  wbU'te- 
deed  wil)  admit  of  no  apology,  I  p 
new  Bont'B,  together  with  a  ■' 
time  a(,'o. 

'  The  Bub  o'  DniiiUaoe '  ramaiiM  to  Im  wM«d  in  ytMir  fl 
Take  it  from  the  Orpktiu  Caltdonimt:  U  yoa  ban  BOt  tUi  Book,  I  will 
Rend  ynu  n  reading  of  it.  At  the  end  of  tU*  wt  (Iba  hob  with  th^  la 
the  Tea-UMe  JfueeUony)  let  the  old  wordi  follow— 

OLD    WOBDB. 


AodlllliDdTQi 
H;  bMkl«  U  broken,  it  a 

And  «« 11  gM  dun  the  '  Bob  (^  D 
In  gud  to  the  VDod,  to  tlw  wood,  to  the  wood, 

Twk  gud  to  tbs  irofid,  ihne  Ottn  hum  : 
An  t  be  dk  weel  babbit,  weel  bobhit,  weel  babbit, 

An 't  be  Dm  veel  Iwbbit,  we  '11  bob  it  icain. 

Another  song— 'A  healtli  to  Betty  :'  See  tlie  Orp/ieut  GUedtmitu, 
vol.  lat 

Another  eong — 'The  carl  he  cam  o'er  tlie  cmft:'  tor  hy  far  the  beet 
Ret  »f  this  Bee  bIbo  the  Orphent,  vol.  lat. 

Another  song — '  For  o'er  long  billing  here.'  For  Uiia,  we  the  Oipkeui, 
vol.  2.1. 

Another  boiib— 'Ewe  huglits.  Marion'— a  quite  difTerent  not  from 
tlie  one  you  liave  already  pnblishe.!.  See  for  thii,  the  OrjiMtvt, 
vol.  2d, 

Another  song — 'My  Jockey  blytlie  for  what  tliou'n  done:'  for  tlila 
nee  aluo  the  Orpheiu,  vol.  2.1.  Though,  liy  (he  by,  tliia  ia  nearly  the 
Maine  ^r  with   ■  Had   1  the  wyte  she  bade  ine,'  a  song  you  already 


Another  Bong — 'John  Ochiltree  :'  see  in  the  Orpheiit,  vol.  2d. 

Another  nong — '  Willie  "h  rare  and  Willie's  fair  ;'  I  do  not  remember 
if  you  have  it  already  in  any  of  yonr  fonr  t-olnmeM ;  if  ynii  have  not  y«t 
inserted  it,  you  will  find  it  in  tlie  Orpheiu.  vol.  2d. 

Another  song— '  Here 'a  a  health  to  them  that'sawa'  was  publidied 
Bome  time  ago  by  Corrie — in  a  single  sheet. 


ra  Dnb  pilnlfd  fRnn  tha  UH.  in  I 


i1  Portrait  Oslltij,  Xdlnburgh. 
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ADOtlier  Boug — '  The  «u]il  niao's  mare 's  detul : '  see  the  lui  in  Airtft 
Stleclion  and  the  wurdn  in  tbe  Seolt  NigklingaU. 

'  Foirly  ehote  of  her  '—get  the  olJ  words.  \  But  let  me  have 

'  Wlien  I  waa  a  jonng  tliinf '(,,.,,       _,     >     the  veraes  to 
'IcbappitattheBtudy'  }  get  the  old  word*.  (     ^^^^^^^ 

'H&zel  green:'  send  lue  the  tnnefind  I  will  fnrniali  words. 
'  Jenny'x  bawbee : '  take  the  old  versea  you  nienUoD. 
■Gude  night  and  joy  Le  wi'yon  a':'  let  this  be  your  lost  eong  of  all 
in  the  Collection  nnd  set  it  to  the  old  words ;  and  after  them  insert  my 
'  Gude  night  and  joy  be  wi' you  a',' which  yon  will  Gnd  in  ray  Poem*: 
The  old  words  are — 


Tba  night  is  my  deputing  nigbt. 
The  iDorD '»  the  day  I  maon  »w« ; 

There  '■  no  s  friend  or  fae  o'  mino 
Bnt  wIbIicb  that  I  were  swa. 

'What  I  hae  done,  for  lake  o'  wit, 
I  never,  never  can  reoi' : 


I  will  overliAul  Ritson,  in  my  next ;  and  I  have,  beeidea,  ten  or  a  dozen 
songs  to  send  you. 

Two  new  Bubecribeis  to  your  Mntenm,  please  insert  in  jour  list  and 
forward  tbe   volumes,  fonr  each,  by  tbe  very  fint  Carrier  to  their  le- 
xpective  places  of  abotte.    Let  theiu  know  how  to  remit  you  tlie  cash, 
and  it  is  on  demand.    They  are- 
James  Gracie,  Bank  of  Scotland's  Office,  Dumfries. 
Archibald  Bicbardson,  Brewer,  Newton  Danglas. 

Your  book  is  here  coining  in  to  be  a  great  favorite^  A  Singing- 
MnHter  in  this  place  has  borrowed  my  copy  and  bos  learned  ten  or  a 
doxeii  uf  tlieni,  which  he  sings  on  all  occasions.  As  be  is  very  popular 
here  and  has  much  in  liis  power,  I  do  not  know  but  it  wonid  [be]  sonud 
l>o)iey  in  you  to  present  bim  with  a  copy. 

Inclosed  is  a  job  which  I  1>eg  yon  will  finish  pretty  soon.  It  is  a 
Bill,  as  you  will  see,  for  a  tavern.  The  Tavern-keeper,  Hyslop,  is  a  good 
honest  fellow,  and  as  I  lie  under  particular  obligations  to  him.  I  request 
that  yon  may  do  it  for  him  on  the  most  rensonable  torms.  If  there  is 
any  fancy  that  you  would  wjitb  to  introduce,  hy  way  of  additional  orna- 
ment, let  nie  know ;  but  I  think  tbe  siitipler  it  is,  tbe  bettor.  Tbe  tavem 
is  at  the  sigii  of '  The  Globe,'  for  which  reason  It  must  have  a  Globe  at 
top.  I  think  the  model  of  the  Bill  which  is  enclosed  is  a  goml  size ;  but 
yon  are  a  better  judge.  Let  me  have  a  proof  sheet,  ere  yon  finish  it.  I 
write  you  in  a  day  or  two.    Yoore  ever, 

R.  Burns. 


UFB  AND    WORKS  OF  BUBNa. 


Mv  Dear  Friend — Mr  Ciurks  will  hnve  acijiuiinUid  you  with  I 
Dnfortunatc  rensiitiit  o(   my   loug  «ilence.     Wliun   I   get  >  Utile  i 
health,    you    sliall    hear    from    lue    al    lull's    on    the  nubjeet  of    tlw  i 

I  am  highly  |>lciu-e<I  with  Hyslop's  bill ;  only  yon  havi-,  in  ] 
lack,  mis»iiell  two  wonls.  The  article  'Podtages  kikI  \kiiM  '  you  liftV«  , 
made  '  Porterages  and  poitcr  :'^i)ray  alter  that.  In  tho  artlclo  '  PJiin 
and  Tobbacco' yoa  have  spelt  Toliacco  tlius,  'Toblioccai'  wbereaaibis  I 
Bpeh  with  a  oingle  b,  thus—'  Tubaiwo.'  Wiien  you  have  amcniled  llwM  % 
two  faults,  which  please  do  directly,  throw  atT  fire  linndred  oojiMn,  aai  | 
aend  them  by  the  very  finit  coach  or  fly.  Farewell  I  my  erer-valmd 
Friend  1  H.  BUBMS. 

Wtd  Hoday  Noon. 


My  Dear  Frismd— For  Hy»1o]i'ft  jdate,  ninny  thanks  for  your  good- 
ness. I  have  niiule  liiin  n  presviit  u[  it^n  present  hi^  well  dcHcnrnt  kI 
my  band.  Thank  you  likewise  for  the  copies  uf  my  Volunteer  Bollail  i 
our  friend  baa  done  indeed  well  i  Ta  chaste  and  beantifiil ;  I  have  not 
met  with  anything  haa  pleased  me  bo  much.  Von  know  I  tun  do  con- 
muaseur :  but  that  I  am  nn  amateur  will  be  allowed  tne.  I  return  yon 
your  packet  of  8011^0 ;  and  in  e.  day  or  two,  by  poHl,  expect  to  benr  at 
lar^e  from  yoiira  alTectionately,  R.  liuKNii. 


Wo  have  seen  Bums,  during  this  apring,  fightinf;  for  a  Liberal 
in  nn  election,  striving  to  prove  liis  enbstantial  devotion  to  th« 
British  constitution  by  playing  the  volunteer  soldier,  and  all  tho 
time  working  at  Scottish  eongs.  He  may  be  shown  now  in 
another  light— as  a  humble  Excise-officer,  trying,  by  oxplanatioo^ 
to  ward  off  censure  for  sonio  trifling  irreRiilaril.y  in  a  matter  of 


TO    MR   JOHN    GDQAB,    I 


CE,    EDtKBUBOH. 

3S()i  AfTU  ITM. 
by  the  wine-acconnt  of 


Sib— I  understand  that  I  nni  t«  incu 
this  district  not  being  sent  in.     Allow  nie  t<)  stal*  llie  followitig 
stances  to  you,  which,  if  Ibej'  <to  not  apologise  for,  will  at  leaxt  extenuate, 
my  imrt  of  the  oflence. 


iEH3.iii 


ir.ity  1.1 


i.,buivl.. 


r 
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Tlie  general  ietler  was  put  Into  uiy  lioiida  sometime  about  tlie  betnn- 
ning  of  tliii)  month,  as  1  was  tben  in  cliar^  of  the  diBtricl,  Mr  Findlater 
being  iiiilbtpoBed.  I  iin  mediately,  as  far  an  in  my  power,  made  a  survey 
of  tUe  vvine-Btocks ;  and  wliere  I  coulil  not  personally  survey,  I  wrote 
the  officer  of  the  divieiou.  In  a  few  days  more,  and  previous  to  collec- 
tion-week, Mr  Findlater  resunieil  charge ;  and  as,  in  the  coarse  of  col- 
lection, lie  would  have  both  the  officers  by  him  and  the  old  books  among 
his  hands,  it  very  naturally  occurred  to  me  the  wine-account  businesa 
would  rest  with  liini.  At  the  close  of  that  week,  I  got  a  note  from  tlie 
collector  that  the  account-making-np  was  thrown  on  my  hands.  I  im- 
mediately set  about  it;  bnt  one  oflicer's  books  (Janie«  Graham  of 
Sonqnhnr)  not  being  at  hand,  I  ivrote  liim  to  send  me  them  by  first  poet. 
Mr  Graham  has  not  thought  proper  to  pay  the  least  attention  to  my 
request;  and  to-ilay  I  liave  sent  an  expreiw  for  his  stock-book. 

TliU,  sir,  is  a  plain  state  of  facta  ;  anil  if  I  muitt  still  be  thought  cen- 
surable, I  liupe  it  will  be  considered  tliat  this  ofticiating  job  being  my 
firat,  I  cannot  lie  supposed  to  be  completely  master  of  all  the  etiquette  of 
tbe  businesB. 

If  my  supposed  neglect  is  to  be  laid  before  the  Hononr&hle  Board,  I 
beg  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  accompany  tlie  comjiloint  with  this 
letter.    I  am.  Sir,  your  very  humble  servant,  Uobt.  Uuuns.* 


It  appears  from  Dunis'a  roceut  letter  to  Mr  Oswald  that  hs 
was  in  tho  liubit  of  subutitting  his  verses  to  tho  juilgiucut 
of  his  friend  Syme.  He  liad  another  critical  friend  in  Collector 
Mitchell,  who  liitd  been  educated  for  the  Cliitrcli.  At  his  death 
there  was  found  in  hia  repositories  a  whole  sheaf  of  first  copies 
of  pooniB  and  songs  by  Hunia,  on  which  it  was  understood 
that  he  had  been  asked  to  give  his  opinion.  Tho  bundle  was 
lost  by  the  family,  and  has  never  since  been  heard  of. 

In  1826  Dr  Robert  Chambers  had  a  conversation  with  John 
Syme  of  Byedale  about  IJums.  Synie  lie  found  to  be  essentially 
a  Scottish  gentleman  of  '  tho  old  school ' — a  well-bred  bon-Hvant, 
with  a  rich  fund  of  anecdote,  'He  referred  with  pride  and 
pleasure  to  the  meetings  he  had  liad  with  Burns  in  tho  same 
room  in  which  I  now  found  him  living  (in  a  villa  called  Kye- 
dale,  on  the  Galloway  side  of  the  river).  He  expatiated  on  the 
electric  flashes  of  the  poet'a  elo<iuence  at  table,  and  on  the  burning 
satiric  shafts  which  he  was  accustomed  to  launch  at  those  whom 
he  disliked  or  who  betrayed  any  affectation  or  meanness  in  their 
behaviour.     I  particularly  remember  the  old  gentleman  glowing 

•  an  •  Bunta  aud  tha  KxdH,'  V<d.  IIL,  Appudii  HI.,  {k  MS. 


over  the  diKomfitare  of  a  too  oonndoata  Ami^tiTGa,  i 
entertaining  himssif,  Burnt,  «nd  M>mo  othn^  lingned  with  aemr 
in  hand  over  a  fresh  boUla  of  clsrat,  which  he  eTidentlj  vidwd 
to  be  forbidden  to  dnw— Ull  Bumg  transfixed  him  bj  »  flom- 
parison  of  his  preaent  position  with  that  of  Abraham  lingw 
ing  over  the  filial  aaerifice.'  Another  eouTenii  of  tha  poot^  wit 
referred  to  a  person  who  bored  a  eompany  for  a  consideFabla  tuM 
with  references  to  the  maof  great  people  he  had  labdj  boHi 
vieitiiig : 

No  more  of  jom  titled  aeqnalntaiieea  boaat 
And  in  what  lordly  tb^tm  ym  'tt  been  t 

An  Insect  is  still  bat  an  insect  at  most, 
Tbongh  It  crawl  on  the  bead  of  a  qneen  I 

Syme,  in  1S29,  gave  the  following  ■oconnt  of  tha  poraoMl 
Appearance  of  Bums  at  the  time  of  their  intimaojr:  "Iba  poaA 
expression  varied  perpetually,  acoording  to  the  idea  that  pndomt 
nated  in  his  mind ;  and  it  was  beantifhl  to  remaric  how  well  Uw 
play  of  his  li|>B  indicated  the  sentiment  he  was  abont  to  utter. 
His  eyes  and  lips — the  first  remarkalile  for  lire,  and  the  second 
for  flexibility — formed  at  all  times  an  index  to  his  mind,  and, 
OS  sunshine  or  shade  predominated,  you  might  have  told,  a 
jiriori,  whether  the  company  was  to  bo  favoured  with  a  wiii- 
tillation  of  wit,  or  a  sentiment  of  benevolence,  or  a  bunt  of 
fiery  indignation.  ...  I  conlinlly  concur  with  what  Sir  Walter 
Scott  says  of  the  poet's  eyes.  In  liia  animated  momenta,  and 
particularly  when  bis  anger  was  roused  by  instances  of  tergiverair- 
tion,  meanness,  or  tyranny,  they  were  actually  like  coaU  of  living 
fire.' 

liunis  not  only  red|)ected  Symo's  critical  capacity,  bat  liad  a 
sincere  affection  for  liini.  Sending  him  a  dozen  of  porter  from 
tho  Jerusalem  Tavern,  Dumfries,  the  poet  accompauied  the  gift 
with  a  coiitplimentary  note  : 

Oh  bad  the  malt  thy  strengtli  of  mind, 

Or  liops  tlie  flavour  of  tliy  wit, 
Twere  <lriitk  for  KikI  of  liiiiimii  kiml— 

A  gift  ttmt  even  for  Syiiiu  were  lit  1 

At  Syma's  own  house,  being  pressed  to  stay  and  drink  mon^ 
Burns  hesitated ;  then  taking  up  a  tumbler,  be  scribbled  on  it : 
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Tliera  '■  DeuUi  iu  tb«  cup,  luu  b«w«re  I 

N<Ly,  mair,  there  ia  diuigor  in  toncUiog  t  mon 

But  wlia  can  avoid  tlie  fell  Hnara  ? 

Tlie  intm  and  hia  wine  'b  sae  bewiteliing  I 

So  late  as  tlie  I7th  December  1795,  when  Buriis  was  in  declining 
liualtli,  being  invited  by  Syme  to  dino,  with  a  promise  of  tlio 
best  company  nnd  tlie  lieat  cooking,  ho  accompanied  hia  apolt^y 
with  It  einiiiar  coniplinietit : 

No  more  of  your  gneats,  be  they  tilled  or  not, 

And  cookery  the  firat  in  the  nation : 
Who  ix  proof  to  thy  p«reonal  convene  and  wit 

h  proof  to  all  otlier  t«tiiptatioa. 

Synie  was  iindoubtodly  a  man  of  some  talent,  hut  he  had  the 
dofectH  of  a  lively  temporamcnt.  He  waa  in  all  probability  carried 
nway  by  his  imt^inatioii  in  his  account  of  the  composition  of 
'  Scots  wha  line,'  as  well  as  in  a  less  plenaing  story  of  which 
several  veraiuna  have  been  (jiven  to  the  public* 


ROBERT    BURH8    TO    OEOKOE    THOHSON.t 

[After  transcribing  the  song,  'Oh,  wat  ye  wha 'a  in  yon  town!'  tiie 
poet  writes :) 

Voiir objection  to  the  last  two  stanzas  of  my  sohr  'Let  nie  in  this  ae 
night'  does  not  strike  mo  as  just.  You  will  take  notice  that  my 
heroine  is  replying  quite  at  lier  ease  ;  ami  when  she  talks  of  '  faithless 
man  '  she  gives  not  tlie  least  reason  to  liclievc  lliat  she  fiwuks  from  lier 

*  It  n1it«  to  >  coiiTflmtlon  on  iiania  partlcului  of  BURit'i  penonil  coiiilucb  vlilrli 
ilpveiiiiigiiat  RysiUle.  'I  flight  hivs  ipolien  duggi-ni.'uy* 
111  them  :  Bum*  fhook  to  tlis  Inmoat  flbn  of  !><■  fning,  utl 
■cUiliiol :  "  Wliit  I  wilt  thoii  IhiiB,  «ikI  In  mine  own  home!- 
with  nlnom,  tlist  he  duheil  hlmuir  down  on  Die  noor.' 
nliiekllT  coinmunlated  to  ths  piibllo  In  in  irtlclB  tii  the 
r  Smtt,  iiniliis  tni|artiince  ninie  to  ba  atlHlieil  to  II.  When 
the  iiiittei  wu  rinidlr  ImmtigsUiil,  nothliiK  more  (Wild  ba  auhatantliited  th*n  Uwt  Synie 
and  Bum*  hiul  one  eveninR  baconie  Hrfoua  ill  the  inlilnt  ot  their  nMrrjr-niaking— that 
some  nhialon*  by  the  one  to  the  InTpilarfllni  at  the  other  led  to  aoma  nnck-berolea 
very  aiiitabia  to  theoccaxfon,  Biinis  tmichlnE  tlin  hrtd  of  hin  aword-cane,  M  hliitfnit  that 
he  niijtht  ivenite  uiy  Inillgnlty,  and  Syme  making  a  tnele  atert  in  reaponae,  with  the 
wonia:  -What I  Inmlnenwn  hnuMT'  ItiMvei?  natiinl  that  Bymn  ahonld  rotain  Imta 
vmpie  recollection  of  the  IneUlent;  but  ho  cannot  be  a«iiiitteil  or  ciilpable  careleanrwi 
In  allawInK  It  to  come  befora  the  worbl  witli  a  ahade  of  Bertaudien  attached  to  wliat  wa« 
nothing  more  than  apieceof  rhodomont«<le. 
I  In  nrJDlnal  there  la  no  data  or  port-mark.    Cnnia  gin*  ai  a  data  Hay  ITW. 


toohplH»ato. 

leofthet: 

Mr  Byin. 

.,  ■hnt 

I  did  vt 

•word. 

having  b 

QwrtfTlt  Bnln 

.-bySifl 

kills  me  wf  d/sda/„i 
Say,  Was  thy  I,ffi„ 
^"'^  ''oard  the  t  ^^^  ""'^ 

^-•^^  poor  hearts  tC 

''""  ^  ^«««e  to  c«^ 
WiT     ''^^'•'  t"  languish 


Eveiy  hope  is  fled  ; 

Evet7  fear  is  terror ; 
Slumber  even  I  dread : 

Every  dream  ia  horror. 

Hear  me,  Pow'rs  Divinu  ! 

Oh,  iu  pity  liear  me  ! 
Take  aught  else  of  mine, 

But  my  Chloria  spare  roe ! 

How  do  yon  like  the  foregoing?  As  to  my  adilrcua  to  tlie  wooillark, 
'Jolinie  Cope'  ia  an  air  will  do  it  vary  well.  Still,  whetlier  it  be  the 
association  of  ideas,  I  cannot  say,  but  there  ia  a  aqnalidity,  an  absence 
of  elegance,  in  the  aeutiitient  and  expression  of  that  air  that  does  not 
altogether  snit  the  spirit  and  delicacy  1  have  endeavoured  to  trannfuse 
into  the  song. 

As  to   Erigliah  verses  for  'Craigiehurn,'  you  have  them   iu  Ritaon'a 

English  Selection,  Vol.  1st,  aong  23nd,  by  Sir  Walter  Raleigli,  beginning 

Wrong  not,  iweet  Uistren  of  iny  heart 

'TheLamniy'is  an  air  that  I  do  not  ninch  like.  'Laddie,  lie  near  me' 
1  am  busy  with.    And,  in  general,  have  them  all  in  my  eye. 

The  Irish  air  '  Humours  of  Glen  '  is  a  great  favorite  of  mine,  and  as, 
except  the  silly  veiaee  in  'The  poor  Soldier,'  there  are  not  any  decent 
worda  for  it,  I  have  written  for  it  as  followa : 

CALEDONIA. 

Tune— flunwur*  of  Gltn. 

Tlieic  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  Foreign  Lands  reckon, 

Where  bright-beaming  summers  exalt  tlie  perfume ; 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  breckan,  bnckm 

Wi'  the  bum  atealing  under  the  lang,  yellow  broom  ; 
Far  dearer  to  me  are  yon  humble  broom  bowers, 

Where  the  blue-bell  and  gowan  lurk,  lowly,  unseen  ;       daiiy 
Fur  them,  lightly  tripping  aroang  the  wild  flowers, 

A-listening  the  linnet,  oft  wanders  my  Jean. 

Tho'  rich  is  the  breeze  in  their  gay,  sunny  Tallies, 

And  cauld,  Caledonia's  blast  on  the  wave; 
Their  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  skirt  the  proud  palace. 

What  are  they  T— The  haunt  of  the  Tyrant  and  Slave  I 


TWAS    NA    II  KK    BONIK    1 

TvsE—lAiddi 

Twos  na  her  boni<»  blue  e*e  m 
Fair  tho'  she  bo,  tliat  was  iie\ 
Twas  the  dear  smile  when  na* 
Twas  the  bewitching,  sweet,  s 

Sair  do  I  fear  that  to  hoi)e  is  di 
Sair  do  I  fear  that  despair  maun 
But  tho'  fell  fortune  should  fate 
Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom 

Chloris,  I  *m  thine  wi'  a  passion  6 
And  thou  hast  plighted  me  love  ( 
And  thou  'rt  the  angel  that  never 
Sooner  the  sun  in  his  motion  woi 

Liet  me  hear  from  you. 


OEOROE   THOMSON    TO    I 

You  must  not  think,  my  good  Sir.  i 
enhance  the  value  of  mv  €n**^  ■  ' 
worthy  arti*-*   ' • 
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I  cnnnut  exprewi  tlie  feoling  of  tuliiiiratiou  witli  wbicb  I  bave  read 
yODT  pallietic  'Aildrew  to  tlie  Woodlark,'  yonr  eleyant  ponet.fiic  on 
Caledonia,  and  your  afiecting  verses  nn  Clilorin's  illDOsa.  Every  re- 
peated periiBnl  of  tliese  given  new  deliylit  The  otlier  song  to  '  Laddie, 
lie  near  uie,'  though  not  equal  to  these,  in  very  iileaaing.  G.  T. 


BOBKRT   BUBNS  TO   OEORQE    TR0U30N. 

HOW  CRUEL  AKE  THE  PARRNTSl 

ALTERED   FROM  AN    OLD  ENGLISH  SONG. 
Tune— iToAn  Anderton,  my  Jo. 
How  cruel  are  tlie  patants 

Who  riches  only  prize. 
And  to  the  wealthy  booby 

Poor  woman  sacrifice ; 
Meanwhile  the  haplesa  Daughter 

Has  but  a  choice  of  strife ; 
To  shun  a  tyrant  Father's  hate — 

Become  a  wretched  wife. 

The  ravening  hawk  pursuing; 

The  trembling  dove  thus  flies, 
To  ahun  impelling  ruin 

Awhile  lier  pinions  tries ; 
Till  of  escape  despairing, 

Ko  shelter  or  retreat, 
She  trusts  the  ruthless  falconer 

And  drops  beneath  his  fecL 


MARK  YONDER  POMP  OF  COSTLY  FASHION. 

TvvZ—DeU  tak  the  Wart. 

Mark  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fashion 

Bound  tlie  wealthy,  titled  bride  : 

But  when  compared  with  real  passion 

Poor  is  all  thitt  prinoely  pride. 


Wtaat  us  Uieii  ■bowy  tmanuw  f 

What  KK  tbeii  noiqr  pleunraa  I 
The  gajr,  gaudy  gUn  of  rtnity  uid  ut: 

The  poIUh'd  jewal'a  blue 

May  dmw  tho  wond'iiDg  gaio, 

And  courtly  grandsni  bright 

The  fancy  may  deligh^ 
But  nerar,  nerer  can  come  neai  the  heart. 

But  tlid  you  lee  my  deamt  Chlorii 

In  simplicity's  array ; 
Lovely  as  yonder  sweet  opening  flower  i^ 

Shrinking  from  the  gaze  of  day. 

0  then,  the  heart  alanninj^ 

And  all  reeiatlest  charming 
la  Love's  delightful  fetter*  she  ohaina  the  wiUinsnd  I* 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown, 

Even  Av'rice  would  deuy 

His  worshipp'd  deity, 
And  feel  thro'  every  vein  Love's  raptures  roll. 

Well  >  tliis  in  not  aniiu.  Yoa  see  how  I  answer  your  onlem:  year 
tailor  cnuld  not  be  more  punctu|il.  I  ani  just  now  in  a  high  fit  of 
poetizing,  provided  tliat  the  Btrait-jaeket  of  Criticism  don't  core  me. 
If  you  can,  in  a  post  or  two,  administer  a  little  of  the  Intozioitiiig 
pntinn  of  your  applause,  it  will  nvise  your  humble  servant's  frenqr  to 
any  height  yon  want.  1  am  at  tliis  moment  'holding  high  convene' 
with  tlie  MuBcs  and  liave  not  a  word  to  throw  away  on  such  a  Proeaie 
dog  as  yon  are.  R  IL 


ROBERT     BURN9     TO     GEORGE     THOMSON. 

IMaw  17W,) 

Ten  thousand  thanks,  my  dear  Sir,  for  your  elegant  present ;  thougli  I 
am  sdliamed  of  tlie  value  of  it  tieing  bestowed  nn  a  man  who  has  not  fay 
any  means  merited  such  an  instance  of  kindncHs.  I  have  shewn  it  to  two 
or  three  ju<lges  of  the  &nl  abilities  here,  and  they  nit  agree  with  me 
tn  classing  it  a  first-rate  production.  My  phJK  is  me  Jt«MpacUf 
[recognisable]  that  the  very  joiner's  apprentice  whom  Mrs  Bums 
employed  to  break  up  the  parcel  (I  was  out  of  town  tliat  day)  knew 
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it  at  onc«.  Yon  m«y  depend  upon  iiiy  care  that  no  person  sliall  have 
it  lu  tlieir  power  to  take  the  least  aketeh  from  it.  My  most  graMful 
eomplimenta  to  Allan,  that  he  has  honored  my  nutic  Mmte  bo  macli  with 
bia  masterly  pencil.  One  etnnge  coincidence  is  that  the  little  one 
wbo  ia  making  the  felonious  attempt  on  the  cat's  tail  is  the  most 
striking  likeneas  of  on  iti-deedie,  damn'd,  wee,  i-umble-goirie  hursliin 
of  niine,  wbom,  from  that  propensity  to  witty  wickedness  and  monfu' 
niiscliief  wbich,  even  at  iw&  days  auld,  I  foresaw  would  form  the  eCiik- 
ing  featnres  of  his  disposition,  I  named  'Willie  Nicol,' after  a  certain 
Friend  of  mine,  who  u  one  of  the  niastera  of  a  Granimar-scliool  in  a  city 
which  shall  he  nameless.  Several  people  think  that  Allan's  likeness  of 
me  b  more  striking  than  Nasniyth'a,  for  which  I  sat  to  him  half-a-dozen 
times.  However,  there  is  an  artist,  of  very  considerable  merit,  jast  now 
in  this  town,  who  has  hit  the  most  remarkable  likeuesa*  of  what  I 
am  at  this  moment  thai  1  think  ever  was  t&ken  of  any  body.  It  is 
a  small  miniature ;  and  as  it  will  be  in  your  town  getting  itself  be- 
crystallizol,  &c.,  I  have  some  thoughts  of  snggesting  to  yon  to  prefix  a 
vignette  taken  from  it,  to  my  aong,  'Contented  wi'  little  and  cantie 
wi'  mair,'  in  order  [tliut]  the  portrait  of  my  face  and  the  picture  of  my 
mind  may  go  down  the  stream  of  Time  together. 

Now  to  business.  I  enclose  you  a  song  of  merit,  to  a  well-known  air, 
whjcli  is  to  be  one  of  yours.  It  was  wiitten  by  a  lady,  and  has  never 
yet  seen  the  press.  If  yon  like  it  better  tlian  the  ordinary  'Woo'd  and 
married,'  or  if  you  chnse  to  insert  this  also,  yon  are  welcome;  only, 
return  me  this  copy.  '  The  Lothian  Lassie '  I  also  enclose  ;  the  song  is 
well  known,  bnt  was  never  in  notes  before.  The  first  part  is  the  old 
tnne.  It  is  a  great  favorite  of  mine,  and  here  I  liave  the  honor  of 
being  of  the  same  opinion  with  STANDARD  Clakke.  I  think  it  would 
make  a  fine  Andante  ballad. 

Give  the  enclosed  epigram  to  niy  much-valned  friend,  Mr  Cnnningham  ; 
nnil  tell  him  that  on  Wednesday  I  go  tn  visit  a  friend  of  his  tn  whom 
his  friendly  partiality  in  speaking  of  Wie  Bard  in  a  manner  introduced 
me.     I  moan  a  well-known  Militaiy  and  Literary  character.  Colonel 

•  B«  Tol.  II.,  Appendli  II.  Mr  B.  Btrringlon  Niuli,  (bunder  of  tli«  Bnnn  Portmlt 
Soclstj,  deniea  that  Ihs  minlitiin  in  tlia  ScoCtl^  Nitlonul  rortnit  aillery  Is  the  inrtnlt 
by  Ali-mnder  Raid  here  (ind  prolablr  mlio  In  the  letter  to  Mn  Blddel  of  >eth  Jinuicr 
1TM)  reftmd  la  In  >n  mddrsn  delivered  on  t«th  September  lS9e  at  Gliggow,  and  pub- 
Ikihttl  hy  Aleiindpr  Oardnpr,  PaiBlej,  he  Myi :  '  It  li  rldicnloiin  to  siippoM  that  the  joiith. 
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tage  of  the  reasonable  measare  of  official  lepntation  which 
Burns  posBesaed,  had,  with  no  lesa  judgment  thaa  kindaoBa, 
projected  a  plan  for  his  benefit.  Could  tliis  plan  have  been 
executed,  it  wuiild  in  all  probability  liave  been  equally  effectual 
in  providing  him  witli  the  means  of  coiufoi-table  Bubaistence, 
with  a  stimulus  to  mental  exeitioo.  .  .  .  The  plan  was  to 
appoint  him  to  a  respectable  office  at  Leith,  with  an  easy  duty, 
and  with  emoluments  rising  nearly  to  £200  per  annum.  There 
be  would  naturally  have  formed  a  stricter  intimacy  with  his 
literary  jwtrons  in  ]'kliiibui};li.  His  ambition  to  renew  their 
applause  would  have  ui'ged  him  to  employ  bis  leiaure  in  poetical 
compositions,'  ....  Possibly,  now  tlio  blast  of  1792  was  fairly 
over-blown,  and  Bums'a  oSicial  qualifications  liad  stood  the  test 
of  three  more  years,  Mr  Graham  had  revived  his  wcll-uieant 
plnn  and  entertained  some  hopes  of  carrying  it  into  effect. 


TO   WILLIAU   CRKKCH,    ESQ. 

Blluland,  SUM  JVoy  ITM. 

Snt — I  litul  intenileil  to  have  trouliled  you  willi  a  long  letl«r,  biit  at 
present  the  delightfnl  sensations  of  an  omnipotent  Tootliaclie  so  engrotis 
all  niy  inner  man  aa  hi  put  it  out  of  my  power  even  to  write  nonsense. 
Iluwever,  an  in  <h)ty  honnit,  I  approach  my  ItookHeller  witli  an  ofTeiing  in 
my  lianil— a  few  piietic  clinches  [they  consisted  of  seventeen  epigrams] 
anil  a  Hong  :— To  exjiect  any  other  kind  of  oflering  from  tlie  Bhymiiig 
Tribe  would  \ie  to  know  them  nmch  lesa  than  yon  do.  I  do  not  pretend 
that  there  is  nmcli  merit  in  these  morrfatix,  hut  I  have  two  reasons  for 
sending  them  ;  prima,  they  are  mostly  ill-natureil,  so  are  in  nnison  with 
my  present  feelings,  while  fifty  troo|in  of  infernal  spirits  are  driving  post 
from  ear  to  ear  along  my  jaw-bones  j  and  teeondly,  they  are  so  short  that 
yon  cannot  leave  off  in  the  middle  and  ho  hart  my  priile  in  the  idea  tliat 
yon  founil  any  work  of  mine  too  heavy  to  get  through. 

1  have  a  request  to  l)eg  of  yon,  and  I  not  only  1>eg  of  you,  but  conjure 
yon— by  all  yonr  winhes  and  hy  all  your  hopes,  that  the  muse  will  *iiare 
the  satiric  wink  in  the  moment  of  your  foildcs ;  that  she  will  warble 
the  song  of  rapture  ronnil  your  hymeneal  couch  ;  and  that  she  will 
shed  on  your  tnrf  the  honest  t«ar  of  elegiac  gratitnde  I  Grant  my 
retinest  as  speedily  as  possible.— Send  me  hy  the  very  first  fly  or  coach 
for  this  place,  three  co)>ies  of  the  last  edition  of  my  |>oeniH,  which  place 
to  my  acconnt. 

Now,  may  the  good  things  of  prose  and  the  good  things  of  verse  come 
among  thy  hands  until  tfaey  be  tilled  with  the  good  tMngt  of  Ikit  H/fl 
prayeth  Robt.  Burns. 


It  is  very  probnble  that  about  tliis  time  atid  titi<l< 
iiiHueiice  mentioned  iii  hia  letter  to  Ctcccb  Uuriiit  cuniiKiwHl 


AODRESS    TO    THE    TOOTH  AC  HK,* 

Aty  LtiTse  u|K)n  your  veiiom'd  eUuig, 
That  ahoote  my  torttir'd  gooms  ulniij; 
All'  tliro'  niy  lug  giea  monie  a  twaiiij 

\Vi'  £1111  wing  veiigeaiicu, 
Tearing  my  itervM  wi'  bitter  paug, 

Like  racking  ougiucH  1 

A'  down  my  beanl  the  iilavcre  trickle, 
1  tlirow  the  wee  etooU  o'er  the  mickle, 
Wliilo  round  the  fire  the  giglets  keckle, 

To  SCO  mo  louft 
An',  raving  nirul,  1  wii^b  a  heckle 

Were  i'  their  doup  I 


When  fevers  bum  or  ague  freezes, 
Bbeumatics  gnaw  or  colic  squeezes, 
Our  neebcrs  eympatbiae  to  ease  iis 

Wi'  pitying  moan ; 
But  thee  t — thou  liell  o'  a'  diBeascs, 

They  mock  our  groan  ! 

'  Tli»  OB\t  miniitrript  of  Uiln  poem  known  to  be  tn  eiiKlance  fi  In  tlis  posMMlon  of  Ixnd 
DlyUuwaal.  Of  JllliSa>ttDaagluwtlU>(Libn»y  Edition  of  the  Ifonli  itf  Jlobtrt Bunu, 
vol.  il.,  p.  379):  '  Colonel  CimplMll  of  Blytlinnoal  liming  liitliiuled  to  our  publldier  tint 
hs  pommne*  ncopy  ntOie  Kllinnriiock  Battioii(17g«)  with  crruiii  pieceii  iiiKiilieil  In  Bnrtu'a 
liand writing  on  If  fly-lnves,  we  were  lately  Aivoum)  with  an  Inepectlon  or  the  imraToliinie. 
It  1*  in  tlie  nioit  perfect  condition  ;  and  sltliough  tliereia  Do  preientAtloii  IniwrlpUoa  Ob 
II,  «r  concluil*  tlmt  11  inuat  have  been  preuntttl  by  the  bard  (o  one  of  htn  diiUngulabad 
liatroiii,  becanH  he  hu  copied  into  It  an  early  venluii  of  hl>  hrewell  iin?ig  "The  glooiur 
Mght  li  gathering  rait"— the  variationa  in  which  eiactty  cornepond  witli  the  Stair  HB. 
On  the  other  ny-]eavea  he  haa  inacrlbed  the  poem  which  roTini  tlie  toxt*^"  Addreu  to  Qm 
Toothache'-^nd  the  handwriting  quits  eDTTsapoNile  with  tliat  of  tiis  ikrewell  eong;  hano* 
He  innit  conclude  that  thli  ia  the  production  of  the  aanie  i>eriod.'  A>  I.onl  Ulythawood 
hu  declined  to  allow  me  to  lea  ttaii  volume,  I  *in  iinible  to  nay  whether  It  la  In  the  fKSm 
coren  or  ha.  been  bonnd,  and  Uie  lia  I'laerlod.    Tlie  latter  i»  the  more  probable.    In  any 

ai  ibKlalely  csnclnalTe  ngarding  the  dale  wlien  the  poem  waa  conipoeeil.    The  met  tbat 
Unnu  did  not  Inclnla  tba  poem  In  uiy  of  hl>  edlthma  k  inon  to  t1>a  poinL— W.  W. 


Uf  a'  the  tmm'rous  huiuau  doob — 
lU-liairsts,  daft  bargains,  cutty -etooU,* 
Or  worthy  frien'a  laid  i'  tlio  mooU, — j 

Sad  sight  to  see  I — 
The  tricks  o'  knaves  or  fash  o'  fools — 

Thou  bear'st  the  giee  1 

Whare'er  that  place  bo  priests  ca'  Hell, 
Whare  a'  the  toues  o'  misery  yoll, 
Au'  raukud  plagues  their  numbers  UHl 

In  dread  fu'  raw, 
Thou,  Toothache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell 

Aiiiaiig  them  a'  1 

0  thou  ^riiit,  misehiuf-jiiakiiig  chlel, 
That  gars  the  notes  o'  discord  squoel 
Till  humankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore  a  slioc -thick, 
Gie  a'  the  &es  o'  Scotland's  weal 

A  towmond'a  toothache. 


ROBSRT    BURNS    TO    aEORQE    THOMSON.]: 
KNGLISH   BONO. 

FORLORN,    MY    LOVE,    NO    COMFORT    NEAlt. 

Tune— Xet  me  in  this  at  Night. 

Forlorn,  my  Love,  no  comfort  near, 

Far,  far  from  thee  I  wander  here  ; 

Far,  far  from  thee,  the  fate  severe 

At  which  I  most  repine,  Love, 

Chorus — Oh,  wert  thou.  Love,  but  near  me; 
But  near,  near,  near  me ; 
How  kindly  thou  wouldst  cbear  me 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  Love> 

*  Slool  or  npanuniw. 

I  niflmli  covend  cp  beneath  the  churchjmrd  mould. 

1 11i[i  letter  hu  no  date  or  ivMt-iiiuk-    In  Cnrrle'i  aeriea  It  li  placed  BrroceoiulT  after 
tlMt  whlck  krra  (bllmn  It. 


i(j  j»()is()ii  rortuiic  s  r\ 
Let  iiie  not  l>n*ak  tliv 
Ami  siv  that  lalo  is 

]>nt  dreary  though  the 
Oh,  let  me  think  we  ye 
That  only  ray  of  solace  i 
Can  on  thy  Chloris  sh 

How  do  yon  like  the  foregoing  ?    I  have 
80  mnch  for  the  speed  of  my  Pegaans ;  bnt  ^ 


ROBERT     BURNS     TO     OEOR 

8C0TISH     BALL  A 

LAST  MAY  A  HKAW 
Tune— 7%c  Lothian  Xc 

Last  May  a  braw  wooer  cam  down  th 
And  sair  wi*  bis  love  he  did  deave 

I  said  there  was  naething  I  hated  lik 
Tbe  deuce  gae  wi'  him,  to  believe  r 
The  deuce  gae  wi'  him,  to  believe  i 

He  spak  o'  the  darts  in  my  bonie  bla 
And  Yow'd  for  my  love  he  was  dyi 

I  said  he  might  die  when  he  liked — i 
The  Lord  forgi'e  me  for  Ivin-  ' 
The  Lor*'''    •' 
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Uut  wlial  wad  ye  think )  in  a  fortnight  or  leea 

The  deil  tuk  liis  taste  to  gue  near  her  1 
He  up  the  Giitcslack  to  my  blauk  cousin  Bess, 

Guesa  ye  how,  the  Jad  I  I  could  bear  her,  could  bear  lior !  juia 

tiuosa  ye  how,  the  jad  I  I  could  bear  her  I 

But  a'  the  tiieet  week  aa  I  petted  wi'  care,  nnb 

I  gaed  to  the  tryste  o'  Dalgarnock  ;  Ur 

And  wha  but  my  fine,  fickle  lover  waa  there, 

I  glowr'd  ae  I  'd  Been  a  warlock,  a  warlock,  —iriaoi'boKio 

I  glowr'd  as  I  'd  seen  a  warlock. 

But  owre  my  left  shoathor  I  ga'e  him  a  blink,     om— gave-iook 

Least  ucebours  might  say  I  was  saucy : 
My  wooer  he  caper'd  aa  he  'd  been  in  drink. 

And  vow'd  I  waa  his  dear  lusaie,  dear  lassie; 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lussia 

I  Bpiered  for  my  cousin  fu'  couthy  and  sweet,      uki;d-fail  kinoi; 

Gin  she  had  recover'd  her  hearin'. 
And  how  her  new  shoon  fit  her  aiild  ehachl't  feet ; 

But,  heavens!  how  he  fell  a-awearin',  a-sweariu'; 

But,  heavens  I  how  he  fell  a-Bwearin'. 

He  b^ged,  for  Gudesake  I  I  wad  be  Ma  wife, 

Or  else  I  wad  kill  bim  wi'  sorrow : 
So,  e'en  to  preseTvo  the  poor  body  in  life, 

I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-morrow  j 

I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-monow. 


FRAGMENT. 
Tvsz—The  Caledonian  Hunt's  Delight. 
Why,  why  tell  thy  lover 

Bliss  ho  never  must  enjoy  1 
Why,  why  undeceive  him 
And  give  all  his  hopes  the  liel 


■  -,,..     .      ■'•'•' 'ii.'lKe  an,. fi        ""•'  "'   ' 

,,    '  '"■'  '■•*  no  ,„y  ui,.  I.         '*•"'■  """'^-t  I 
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*^ir  tho'  the  Bo< 
"  WeeJ  ken  T 

*'nd  iovo  is  iu  h 
She  '8  bJoomin^ 

^<*  "7  it  chain     ^  *<^rt  ir 

tetter.  pJeiio*°ci^"We  yoa  witJ'tR  ,  ^  ^-o 

•••'  iirst  conve 
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moBter-piece  for  iU  liuiiiour  and  naivete.  Tlie  fragment  for  tlje  'Cale- 
docian  Haat'  is  qiiit«  eoited  to  the  origioa)  measure  of  tite  air,  and  aa 
it  plagues  yoa  bo,  tlie  fragment  muHt  content  iL  I  would  nther,  aa  I 
said  before,  have  bad  haccbanalian  words,  bad  it  so  pleased  tlie  poet ; 
DevertlielesB,  for  ivlial  we  liave  received.  Lord,  make  ua  tliankfnl  1 

G.  T. 

ThontsDii  objected  to  tlie  introduction  of  the  word  Oatcslack, 
and  also  tliat  of  I^algamock,  in  tlie  eoujj  of  tho  '  Biuw  Wooer,'  as 
printed  at  p.  230. 


BOBKBT    BUEN8    TO    OKOHOE    THOMSON 

[JVul-nurl'.  Jn^M3,]i;M. 
YoiiroliJMtion  is  jnst,  as  to  the  venc  of  my  song  [' Forlorn,  my  Love'} 
1  Lope  Uie  folloiviug  alteration  will  piciuie  you. 

Cold,  iltei'i  friends  with  cruel  art 
Poinning  fell  Uiafortone'i  d»t'- 
Let  me  not  break  thy  tutlifnl  liurt. 
And  uj  that  tiite  U  mine,  love- 
Did  t  mention  to  yon  that  I  wish  to  alter  the  lirst  line  of  the  English 
Bonga  to  '  Leiger  m'  clioea,'  alias  '  The  Qiiaker'H  Wife,'  from 

Thine  am  I,  my  taithfol  Fair, 
to- 

Tlune  am  I,  my  ChlolJs  fair! 
If  you  neglect  the  alteration,  I  call  on  all  the  Nine,  conjanctly  aiul 
severally,  to  anatliemalise  yoa  I 

In  'Wliiittle  and  I'll  come  to  ye,  roy  lad,'  the  iteration  of  that  line  is 
tireaonie  to  my  ear.    Here  goes  the  old  liret  four  lines  of  eveiy  stanza,  and 
then  follows  what  I  think  ia  an  improvement — 
0  whlttla,  and  I  '11  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ; 
O  whiitle,  and  1 11  ooms  to  je,  my  lad ; 
Tho'  father,  and  mother,  and  a'  should  gas  mad, 
O  whiitia,  and  1 11  soma  to  ye,  my  lad. 
Alter  to— 

O  whiHtle,  and  1 11  eome  to  ye,  my  lad  ; 
O  whittle,  and  1 11  oonie  to  je,  m;  lad  ; 
Though  father,  and  mother,  and  a'  ihould  gae  mad. 
Thy  Jeany  will  vantare  wi'  ye,  mj  lad. 
In  fact,  a  fair  Dame,  at  whose  shrine  I,  the  Priest  of  the  Nine,  oflier 
np  the  incense  of  Pamassas ;  a  Danie  whom  the  Graces  have  attired  in 
witchcraft,  and  whom  the  Lovea  have  armed  with  lightning — a  Fair  One, 
herttlf  the  heroine  of  tht  tong,  insists  on  the  amendment ;  and  dispute  her 
commands,  if  yon  dare  t 


'^  xNo   MY   ,\ 

*«'  the  the  J« 

And  ay  it  T    "''  ""y  heart 
^'nd  iovo  tJ,at '«  in  j 
A  thief  aae  na»lr,„  • 
^»t  ffleg  aa  Si  ^  °  ""««' 
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thuBB  Uhj's.  I  iDcluae  tiie  Hlieel  Lotti  for  yoor  iusiicctioD  and  llist  you 
may  copy  off  the  Boiig  '0  bonie  was  you  rotsy  brier.'  I  do  not  know 
whether  I  am  lifjlit ;  but  that  aoa^  pleases  iiic ;  and  an  it  is  extremely 
|)raliable  that  Clarke's  newly-roused  celestial  B[iark  will  be  soon  einotbered 
in  the  fogs  of  Indolence,  if  you  like  the  song,  it  will  go  na  ScotUh 
itrgtt  to  tlie  air  '  I  wiRh  my  love  waa  in  a  mire ; '  and  poor  Mr  Erskine'a 
Engtisli  lines  may  follow. 

I  incloHC  you  a  '  For  a'  that  and  a'  that '  which  was  never  in  print : 
it  is  a  much  nuperior  song  to  mine.  I  have  been  told  that  it  waa  com- 
posed by  a  lady.  R.  B. 

In  this  letter  was  enclosed  a  separate  sheet  containing  the 
following  pieces  for  Cunningham.  The  poet  requested  Thomson 
to  see  the  sheet  into  that  gentleman's  hands. 

TO   MR   ALEXANDER   CUNNINGHAM. 


Now  spring  has  ciad  tlie  grovu  in  green 

And  strewed  the  lea  wi'  flowers ; 
The  furrow'd,  waving  corn  is  seen 

Rojoico  in  fostering  showers. 
While  ilka  thing  in  Nature  join 

Tlieir  sorrows  to  forego, 
0  why  thus  all  alone  are  mine 

The  weary  steps  o'  woe. 

The  tront  within  yon  wiuipling  bui-n 

That  glides — a  silver  dart, 
And  safe  beneath  the  shody  thorn 

T>elies  the  angler's  art : 
My  life  was  ance  that  careless  stream, 

That  wanton  trout  woa  I ; 
But  Love,  wi'  unrelenting  beam, 

Has  scorcU'd  my  fountains  dry. 

The  little  floweret's  i>eacefnl  lot 
In  yonder  cliff  that  grows — 

Which,  save  the  linnet's  flight,  I  wot, 
Nae  ruder  visit  knows — 


c 

^^^^^^H 

n 
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UfE   A.VU   WORKS  OP    UUHKM. 

\Viid  miii>i ;  till  Imvo  has  o'er  lue  put 
And  Uiahted  a'  luy  bloom,                     ^M 

Ami  nuw  beiioath  tlio  witlicriug  blugt         ^H 
My  youth  ami  joy  coiiaume.                     ^^ 

1 

The  wakenM  lov'rocit  wwbliiig  spriag^ 

iMfc                J 

And  climbs  the  early  «fcy, 

J 

Wiiiuowing  blytlio  lior  dewy  wiiigs 

fl 

111  moniiiig's  rosy  oyy ; 

H 

- 

As  lillle  Tuckt  I  sorrow's  power, 

^^^H 

Until  tlie  rtowery  simni 

^^^^H 

( ir  witching  love,  in  liiQkleas  huur, 

^^^^H 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  aim. 

^^H 

O  lind  my  fate  been  GreenUnd  Bnovw, 

^^1 

Or  Afric'a  burning  zone, 

^v^^l 

Wi'  man  Hiid  nature  loaga'd  luy  foes, 

So  Peggy  ue'er  I  "U  known  ! 

The  wretch  vIiubo  doom  U,  '  hope  nae  muir,' 

*tieH 

What  tongue  his  woes  can  toll ; 

Within  whase  boaom  snvo  Despair 

Nae  kinder  spirits  dwell 

0   BONIE   WAS   YON    ROSY    BRIER. 

TUNB-/  w.»ft  my  Love  were  in  a  nwre. 

0  boiiie  was  yon  rosy  brier 

i 

That  blooms  sae  far  free  haunt  o'  man ; 

And  bonie  she,  and  ah,  how  dear ! 

It  shaded  frae  the  e'enin  sun. 

^H 

Yon  rosebuds  in  tho  morning  dew 

B 

How  pure,  aniang  the  leavea  sae  green  ; 

But  purer  wna  the  lover's  vow 

^^^1 

They  nilnoas'd  in  their  shade  yestreen. 

^^^1 

^ 

^ 

DtnirRiBs. 

All  in  its  rade  and  prickly  bowur 

Xliat  criiusoD  rose  liow  sweet  and  fair; 

But  love  is  for  a  sweeter  flower 
Amid  life's  thorny  path  o'  care. 

The  pathless  wild,  and  wini]>ling  luim, 
\Vi'  Chlotis  in  my  amie,  be  mine ; 

And  I  the  world,  nor  wish,  nor  scorn. 
Its  joys  nnd  griefs  alike  resign. 

Wbittkn  cm  the  blank  lkaf  of  a  copy  op  TMB  last 
EorrioN  OF  MY  Poems,  rRESEKTED  to  the  lady  whom, 

IS  so  MANY  FICTITIOUS  HEVERIEB  OF  PASSION,  BUT  WITH 
THE  MOST  ARDENT  SENTIMENTS  OF  REAL  FHIESDSHIP,  I 
HAVE  SO  OFTEN  8UNO  UNDER  THE  NAME  OF  CHIX>RIS  : 

'To  Chix>ri3.'    [See  aitle,  p.  1S6]. 
Une  bagatdU  de  VamitiL  CoiL 


OEOBOB    THOMSON    TO    ROBERT    BUR 


My  deah  SiR—Tltis  will  be  delivered  to  you  by  a  Dr  Brianton,  who 
hag  read  yonr  works  and  pants  for  the  lionoiir  of  yonr  acqoaint&nce.  I 
do  not  know  tlie  gentleman  ;  lint  \m  friend,  who  applied  to  nie  for  tliia 
introilnctinn,  being  an  excellent  young  man,  1  have  no  doiilit  lie  u  worthy 
of  all  acceptation. 

My  eyen  have  jnst  been  gladdened,  and  rny  ndnd  fenated,  ivitli  yonr 
last  packet — full  of  plearant  things  indeed.  'Wiiat  an  imaKinalion  tx 
youiB  I  it  is  Bujierflunue  to  tell  yon  that  I  am  delighted  with  all  the 
tliree  mnge,  as  well  as  with  yonr  elegant  and  tender  verses  to 
Chlorix. 

I  am  Borry  yon  shoiilil  l«  ini1uce<1  to  alter  '  O  wbistle,  and  I II  come  to 
ye,  my  lad,'  to  the  pronnlc  line,  'Tliy  Jeanic  will  venture  wi'  ye,  my 
lad.'  I  ninst  l«  pemiitted  to  My  that  I  do  not  think  the  latter  eiUicr 
reads  or  Hinga  h«  well  ns  tlie  former.  I  wixli,  therefore,  yon  would  in  my 
name  petition  the  charming  Jennie,  u'lioever  she  be,  to  let  the  line 
remiuii  unaltered. 

I  fJionlil  be  linppy  Xn  nee  Mr  Clarke  produce  a  few  aire  to  be  joined  to 
yonr  versee.  Everyboiiy  regrets  tiJH  writing  so  very  little,  an  everj-lwily 
acknowleilgpii  his  ability  to  write  well.    Pray,  was  the  reeolation  formed 
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TO   HR   ROBEBT   CLEflHORM,    FARMER, 
SAUOHTON,    NEAR   EDINBUROH. 

UuHTun,  aiit  AHf.  1T«S. 

My  DEAR  CLEOHORN^lncloaed  yoH  bave  Clarke'H  '  UafTer  Gray.'  I 
hnve  mil  lime  [U>  take  a]  copy  of  it,  mi,  wlieii  you  liave  taken  a.  copy  for 
youivelF,  please  return  me  tlie  original.  I  need  not  caution  you  agtuiiHt 
f^viiig  cojiieH  to  any  other  person.  'Peggy  Baiuwy,'  I  stiall  expect  lo 
find  in  (iiiU'er  (>ray'n  coiiii>any  wlien  he  retuniB  to  Diinifriei. 

I  intended  to  liavo  taken  tlie  advanta(;e  of  the  frank  and  f^ren  you  a 
long  letter;  but  ci'ow  accident  ba«  detained  nic  until  the  PnHt  iit  just 
going.  Pray,  has  Mr  Wrigbt  got  tlio  better  of  bis  frigbt!  and  bow  is 
Mr  Allan!  I  hope  yon  got  all  safe  home.  Dr  Maxwell  ami  IioncHlJohn 
Syme  beg  leave  lo  lie  reiiieinbered  to  yon  all.  They  Imth  ii|ieak  In  high 
terniH  of  the  aciininition  tbey  have  made  to  tbeir  acquaiutiLnce,  Did 
ThuiuRon  meet  you  on  Sunday  T  If  so,  you  would  have  a  wurlil  of  con- 
verwition.  Mrs  Dnmn  joins  in  thanks  for  your  obliging,  rcnj  ohiiginij 
viait.     Yours  ever,  ]{.  liuRNS. 

P.S. — Did  you  ever  meet  with  the  following,  *  Todlin  Hame,'  by  late 
Mr  M'CultocU  of  Airdwell,  Galloway ! 

Alluaion  Iios  several  times  been  made  to  tile  poet's  hatred  of  the 
Duke  of  Quconslwrry.  I'liia  nobleman's  career  on  the  turf  bad 
Raiiiod  him  an  unlovely  notoriety.  Succeeding  to  the  dukedom  in 
1773,  ho  did  not,  with  years  and  honours,  acquire  jiublic  respect. 
To  this  heartless  gmndee,  who  resided  almost  constantly  in  London, 
was  committed  the  chief  territorial  influence  in  Dumfriesshire, 
with  nil  its  political  conaeiiucnces.  Country  gentlemen  bowed  to 
the  yoke ;  but  the  exciseman  of  Dumfries— del igli ted  .it  nil  times 
to 

'  Bun  tha  mean  hurt  thftt  larks  benuth  a  itar'— 
omitted  no  o]>portnnity  of  giving  the  powerful  sybarite  a  laah 
It  was  of  '  Ills  (jroce '  Burns  wrote : — 


How  shall  I  sing  Drumlanrig'a  Grace— 
Disunnled  remnant  of  a  race 

Onco  great  in  martial  story  t 
Ilia  forbears'  virtues  all  contrasteil — 
The  very  name  of  Douglas  blasted— 

His  that  inverted  glorj' ! 


2i0  LITE  ASH  wcnuw  or  Mtm. 

Ilato,  envy,  oft  the  I>ottglu  bow; 
]iiit  lie  lina  superaddoti  mora 

Anil  Huiik  tlmni  in  contempt ! 
Follies  aud  crimes  have  Btiiiii«d  tlio  name, 
But,  (jueeDsberry,  tliino  the  virgin  daiiu. 

From  ai)g)it  that '«  gooil  exempt  I 

A  atitiro,*  founded  on  QuL'nn«l>erry'fl  deaertion  of  the  king  ia 
1789,  hits  bcou  Intely  recovered  : 

ON    THE    DUKE    OF    Ql' EENSIlK  KH  Y. 
As  I  cam  down  the  banks  o'  Nllli 

And  by  UlciirtddBl'a  lia',  man. 
There  I  heB^l  a  pipor  piny 

' Tiim-cDiLli  Wliiga,  awn,  manl' 

Druinlnnrig's  towcra  lian  tint  tbo  powers 

That  kqit  lli«  lamli)  in  awe,  iiiaii : 
The  eagle's  dead,  and  in  his  slcad 

We  've  gotten  a  Iioody-cmw,  man. 

The  tuni-coat  Duke  his  King  foreook 
Wlicn  his  linck  was  at  the  wn*,  man : 

The  rattan  ran  w\'  a'  hia  claii  lU 

For  fear  the  boose  should  fa',  man. 

The  lads  about  the  Imnka  o'  Nith, 

They  trust  his  Gi^ace  for  a',  miin  : 
Dut  he  '11  sair  them  na  he  sair'd  the  King —  mrm 

Turn  tail  and  riu  awn,  man. 

In  1795  the  duke  stripped  liis  domains  of  Drumlanrig,  in 
Durafrieaahire,  and  Neidpath,  in  PeeblesBhire,  of  all  the  wood  fit 
to  be  cut,  in  order  to  fiimish  a  dowry  for  the  Counteaa  of  Yiir- 
mouth,  wliom  he  supposed  to  be  hia  dnughter,  and  to  whom 
Oeorge  Selwyn,  tbo  ctli:brated  wit,  also  loft  a  fortune,  under  the 
(probably  equally  mistaken)  impi-oasion  that  she  was  his.  Worda- 
worth  avenged  on  the  '  degenerate  Douglas  '  hia  leaving  old  Neid- 

•  From  tho  MS.  rn  >  volomi-  {from  Ihs  I.ilimry  or  Blijitel  of  Olsiiriclital)  now  In  tta 
pnunuloii  of  Ilin  Eati  of  Kwibi-ry. 
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path  so  'bef^jared  and  outraged.'  The  vindication  uf  Nature  in 
the  case  of  DTunilaiirig  would  be  a  pleasing  duty  to  Bums.  In 
one  of  his  ridea,  at  all  evente,  he  is  said  tu  liave  inscribed  the 
following  verses  on  the  back  of  a  window-ahatter  in  an  inn  ot 
toll-house  near  the  scene  of  the  devastations : 

VEllSES    ON    THE   DESTRUCTION   OF   THE 
WOODS   NEAR   DRUMLANRIG. 
As  on  the  banks  o'  wandering  Nith 

Ae  smiling  Bimuier-mom  I  strayed,  Ono— luinmR 

And  traued  its  bonny  howes  and  haughs,    iioiiowa-hoimi 

Where  lintiea  sang  and  Iniubkins  played,  iinnew 

I  Silt  me  down  ujwn  a  cmig  vxiy  knoii 

And  drank  my  fill  o'  fancy's  dream, 
\Vliiin  from  the  eddying  deep  below 

Uprose  the  genius  of  the  stream : 

Dark,  like  the  frowning  rock,  hia  brow, 

And  tronhted,  like  hia  wintry  wave, 
And  deep,  aa  aughs  the  boding  wind  %\eh»,  motiit 

Aniang  his  caves,  the  sigh  he  gave — 
'  And  came  ye  here,  my  son,'  he  uricd, 

'To  wander  in  my  hirkcn  sliado)  biniim 

To  muse  some  favourite  Scottish  theme 

Or  sing  some  favourite  Scottish  maid  I 

'There  was  a  time,  it 's  nae  lung  syne,  ai;a 

Ye  might  hae  seen  mo  in  my  pride, 
When  n'  my  banks  sae  bravely  saw 

Tlicir  woody  pictures  in  niy  tide ; 
When  hanging  beech  and  spreading  elm 

Shnilcd  my  stream  sae  clear  and  cooi ; 
And  stately  oaks  their  twisted  arms 

Threw  broad  and  dark  across  the  poo! ; 

'"When,  glinting  through  the  trees,  appearcil 

'llie  wee  white  cot  aboon  the  mill,  »iiov8 

And  peacefu'  rose  its  ingle  reck  diiinnt;  nmokt 

That  slowly  cmtM  up  the  hill. 
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lUit  novr  Uit)  uot  b  Ixue  and  caold, 

lU  bnuicliy  slieltvr '«  lost  sml  ganp. 
And  BCBKu  a  Atiut«d  birk  is  loft 

To  abivor  in  thu  bliul  lu  Unc' 

'Alas!'  Mid  I,  'wlint  ruiifii'  uhaiico 

Hns  twiiiod  yo  o'  your  ctately  Iwea  1 
Hns  laid  your  ruuky  bosom  bare, 

Has  iitripi>tid  Uio  dwdiug  o'  your  bnins  1 
Was  il  the  bitter  easteru  bliut 

I'lint  scattem  blight  in  early  Biirinj;  T 
()r  WI18  't  Uio  wil'fint  HcOKlied  their  Iwiiyli*  Uglituiiw 

Or  cankorworm  wi'  secret  stiiiy'' 

'  Nae  eutiin  blaat,'  the  tprita  npUeil, 

'  It  blew  lu  bera  aa  fiaras  and  fsU, 
And  on  mj  dry  and  Laleaoma  banks  taHM 

Nae  canker-nonna  get  leave  to  dvell : 
Man  I  cruel  man ! '  tbe  gcniua  sighed — 

As  tliTongh  the  cliffa  he  sank  him  down — 
'  The  worm  that  gnawed  my  bonny  trees, 

Thnt  reptile  wears  a  ducal  crown.'  * 

Tito  next  letter,  to  the  Provost  of  I>umfries,  is  oi  specul 
int<:ro3t,  nA  indicating  that  Bunia  took  a  keen  interest  in  the 
alfairs  uf  the  town. 

TO    DAVID    STAIO,    ESQ.,    DUMFRIES. 

I  know,  Sir,  that  anything  wliicli  relatw  to  the  Bnrgli  of  Dnmfrin'a 
inlerestn  will  engage  yoar  reailicHt  attention,  bo  bLkU  make  no  apolofif 
for  this  letter.  1  hare  heva  fur  xonie  time  turning  my  attention  to  « 
hrancli  of  your  good  town's  revenue,  where,  I  lliink,  there  is  much  to 
a:neu<l :  I  mean  the  'Twa  PcniiieB '  on  Ale.    The  firewera  and  Viotnallwa 
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within  the  jarisiliclinn  pay  accarntely ;  but  three  Common  Brewers  in  the 
Bridgeiiil,  whose  conxuiiipt  is  nltuoHt  entirely  in  Dumfries,  pay  nothing  ; 
Aniian  Itrewer,  who  diiily  acnils  in  great  quantitiea  of  ale,  pays  nothing  ; 
becaiine  in  Iwtli  aaen  Ale  Certiticatei  are  never  asked  for:  and  of  all 
the  Englisli  Ale,  Porter,  &c.,  scarcely  any  of  it  pays.  For  my  pari,  I 
never  recunteil  an  Ale  Certificate  in  Dumfries,  an<l  I  know  most  of  the 
other  OKicera  are  in  t)ie  sunie  preilicament.  It  makes  no  part  of  oar 
oRiciat  duty,  atid  hesideii,  until  it  in  universally  assesHed,  on  all  Dealeni, 
it  strikes  nie  as  injustice  to  assess  one.  I  know  tliat  our  Collector  lias 
a  iier-centage  on  the  Collection :  bnt  as  it  Is  no  great  object  to  him  he  gives 
Iiiuiself  no  concern  as  to  what  is  brought  in  to  the  town.  The  Supervisor 
wonM  suit  yuii  better.  He  is  an  abler  and  a  keener  man  and,  what  ia 
all  important  in  the  business,  such  is  his  nfticial  influence  over,  and  power 
among  his  Officers,  that  were  he  to  signify  tiiat  such  was  liis  wish,  not  a 
'  pennie '  wuuhl  l>c  left  uncotlecteil.  It  is  by  uo  means  the  case  with  the 
Collector.  The  Olticei's  are  imt  so  immediately  anmng  his  iiands,  and 
tliey  would  not  pay  the  same  attention  io  his  mandates. 

Your  lirewera  here,  the  Kichanlsons,  one  of  whom,  Gabriel,*  I  aurvey, 
pay  annually  in  '  twapennies,'  about  thirty  pounils,  and  they  complain, 
with  great  justice,  of  the  unfair  balance  against  them,  in  their  com- 
petition with  the  Bridgend,  Annan  and  English  Traders.  As  they  are 
respectable  clmractei-s,  both  as  Citizens  and  Men  of  Business,  I  am  sure 
they  will  meet  with  every  encouragement  from  the  Magislvacy  of  Dnni- 
friefl.  For  their  sakes  partly  1  have  interested  myself  in  this  bnsiness, 
bnt  stilt  riiucli  uiore  on  account  of  many  obligations  which  I  feel  myself 
to  lie  under  to  Mr  Staig's  civility  and  goodness. 

Could  I  lie  of  the  smallest  seivice  in  any  thing  he  has  at  heart,  it 
wonld  give  me  great  pleasure.  I  have  been  at  some  pains  to  ascertain 
what  your  annual  loss  on  this  business  may  be,  and  I  have  reason 
to  think   it  may  amount   fully  to  one  thint  of  what  you  at  present 

These  crude  hints.  Sir,  are  entirely  lor  your  private  use.  I  have  by  no 
means  any  wish  to  take  a  sixpence  from  Mr  Mitchell's  income ;  nor  do  I 
wisli  to  serve  Mr  Findlater  :  I  wish  to  shew  any  attempt  I  can,  to  do 
any  thing  that  might  declare  with  wliat  uncerity  I  have  the  honor  to  be, 
Sir,  your  obligeil  humble  servant,  BotiT.  BubHb. 

F,S. — A  variety  of  other  methods  might  be  pointeil  oat,  and  will  easily 
occur  to  yonr  reflection  on  the  subject.  K.  B.t 

The  Provost  was  so  impressed  by  Bums's  opinion  that  he  took 
the  advice  of  counsel.     That  being  identical  with  the  poet's,  the 

■  Oabriel  RichinlMin,  oncof  thsmcst  popular  elti»Tit  of  DiimfHes  whll«  Bnrni  llvtd  In 
It,  bsoamsPravoKt  In  ISOl.    Hsilinlln  ISSOit  theig«  griiliC]r.ona. 

t  Thli  1«tl«r  wu  tint  publbhsd  In  the  DwDfrta  CnHtr  In  1868.  Wa  hsn  collated  It 
■lUi  the  MH.-Dciir  In  the  Biinii  Uoiiiinient  at  Klliiienioek. 


.  ..ml  in  connection  with  tii« 
tho  poems.      Mr  ruttison  i)assed  tliroii 
visit   his   Ijiotlicr,  ;i  clergyman,   residii. 
accompanied  by  his  son,   who  was  the 
three   travelling   oil   horseback.      The 
afterwards  resided  at  Cambroe,  Lanarli 
meeting.     When  they  rode  up  to  the  i 
standing  on  the  stairs,  whom  Mr  Pattisoi 
'He  who  had  remained  motionless  till 
steps  and  caught  my  father  by  the  hand, . 
am  delighted  to  see  you  here  ;  how  do  yoi 
this  was  our  immortal  bard.     My  father 
hope  you  will  dine  with  me  at  four  o*cloi 
replied  the  poet.     "Then,  may  I  beg  of  y> 
pliments  to  your  friend  Dr  Maxwell,  and 
he  will  do  us  the  pleasure  of  joining  us  T'     j 
father  sat  down  at  the  head  of  the  table,  Di 
and  the  grammar-school  boy  opposite  Bunu 
century  has  passed  away;  but  the  recoUec 
fresh  and  green   in  my  memory   as  if  tht 
occurred  yesterday.     It  was,  in  fact,  a  new 
I  had  never  before  sat  after  dinner ;  but  noi 
chair  till  late  at  night,  or  rather  early  in  tl 
Maxwell  and  my  father  were  highly-giftei 
poet  was  in  his  best  vein.     I  can  never  for 
glorious  intelligence  of  his  countenance,  the 
musical  voice,  and  those  matchless  pvoc  -  ' 
to  flash   fire  an#^   -* 


^^B^^maSa 

an  impresBtou  on  n  mere  boy,  who  liad  read  nothing,  and  who  dooa 
not  renicmber  to  have  heard  Bums  named  till  that  day.'* 


TO    HR3    WALTKB    RIDDEL,    HALLEATHB. 

I  have  perused  with  great  pleaanre  your  elegiac  vereea.  In  two  or 
three  insl«mce8  I  mark  iuequalitiee,  rather  than  faults.  A  line  that  in  an 
onlinary  mediocre  producljon  niiglit  pass,  not  only  without  censDre  but 
with  applauBe,  in  a  brilliant  conipoxitioo  glares  in  all  its  native  halting 
inferiority.  The  last  line  of  the  second  stanza  I  dislike  most.  If  yon 
cannot  mend  it  (/cannot,  after  heating  my  brains  to  pap),  I  would  almoet 
leave  out  the  whole  stanza.    A  Dien  je  vons  recommends.  R.  B. 


[Duumiia,  A*fuil  1TD5.I 

I  think  there  is  little  donbt  bnt  that  your  intei-eat,  if  jadicioiuly 
ditecteil,  may  procure  a  Tide-waiter's  place  for  yonr  proteg^,  Shaw; 
bat  alas,  that  is  doing  little  for  him  !  Fifteen  pounds  per  annum  is  the 
■alary ;  and  the  perquisites,  in  some  lucky  stations,  such  aa  Lcitli,  Glasgow, 
Greenock,  may  be  ten  more ;  bat  in  such  a  place  aa  this,  for  instance, 
they  will  hardly  amount  to  five.  The  appointnient  isnot  in  the  Excise,  but 
in  tiie  Customs.  The  way  of  getting  apjiointeil  is  just  the  application  of 
Great  Folks  to  the  Com  mission  em  of  the  Cuatoms:  the  Almanack  will 
give  yon  their  names.  The  Excise  is  a  superior  object,  as  the  salary  is  fifty 
per  annum.  Yon  mention  that  he  lias  a  family :  if  he  has  more  than  three 
children,  he  cannot  be  admitted  as  an  Excise  Officer.  To  apply  there,  is 
the  same  business  as  at  tlie  Cnstonis.  Garthland,  if  yon  can  command  hb 
■incere  zeal  in  tlie  caai>e,  is,  1  think,  able  to  do  either  the  one  or  the  other. 
Find  out,  among  your  acqutiintances,  who  are  the  private  friends  of  the 
Commiasioneni  of  the  particular  Board  at  which  yon  wish  to  apply,  and 
interest  them — the  more,  the  better.  The  Commissioners  of  both  Boards 
are  people  quite  in  the  fashionable  circle,  and  must  be  known  to  many  of 
your  friends.  I  was  going  to  mention  some  of  your  Female  acquaintance 
who  might  give  yon  a  lift,  hut,  on  recollection,  your  interest  with  the 
Women  is,  I  believe,  a  sorry  busineea.  Somuch  the  better! 'tis  God's  jndg. 
mmit  Dpon  yon  for  making  snch  a  despotic  nseof  your  sway  over  the  Men. 

You  a  Kepnblican  !    You  have  an  Empire  over  ns  j  and  you  know  it 

too  :  bnt  the  Lord's  holy  name  be  praised,  yon  have  something  of  the  same 
propensity  to  get  giddy  (intoxicated  is  not  a  lady's  word)  with  power ; 

'  Tlili  Bitnct  la  glTim.  wllh  urn 
If  br  John  Fstll»i 
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In  tlio  autumn  (»f  1795  L 
tracttMl  illness  of    liis   infant 
far  away  frum  liim  that  he 
grave.*     He  was  in<leed  so  p; 
was  su8p<»ndtHl.' 

TO    MRS   WALTER    Iv 

Madam- -A  Koverc  donu^tic  ini»l 
ont  of  my  Iioml  for  hoiuu  time  past 
btiidieH.    I  am  much  corre8iN)ndence 
Clarke^H  Sonatas  arc  of  no  uhc  to  me 

That  yon,  my  Friend,  may  nevei 
bincerely  prays 

According  to  Currie,  tlie  i>oet^ 
year  before  his  deatli — that  is,  froi 
to  give  way.  A  friend  who  cal 
that  year  found  him  ailing.  He 
and  said  :  '  I  am  beginning  to  foe 
man.'  But,  indeed,  we  Imve  hi 
MrsDunlop,  of  25th  June  1794,  tl 
with  a  punishment  for  the  foil 
of  a  flying  gout,  though  he  ho})e( 
mistaken  in  their  di« — 
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wu  confined  with  an  'acciduuUl  cuuiplaint,*  from  October  1T95 
till  the  January  following.  Professor  Walker,*  on  the  other 
hand.  Bays  he  paased  two  days  with  him  in  November,  and 
observed  no  unfavourable  cluuige  in  hia  looks,  his  spirits,  or  bis 
appetite. 

'Circumstances,'  saya  Walker,  'having  at  that  time  led  me 
to  Scotland  after  an  absence  of  eight  years,  during  which  my 
intercourse  with  Bums  had  been  almost  suspended,  I  felt  myself 
strongly  ]ironipted  to  visit  him.  ]*'ot  tliis  purpose  I  went  to 
Dumfries,  and  called  upon  him  early  in  the  forenoon.  I  found 
him  in  a  small  house  of  one  storoy.f  He  was  sitting  on  a 
window-seat  reading,  with  the  doors  open,  and  the  family  arrange- 
ments going  on  in  his  presence,  and  altogether  without  thet 
appearance  of  snugnosa  whicli  a  student  requires.  After  con- 
versing with  liim  for  some  time,  he  proposed  a  walk,  and 
promised  to  conduct  me  through  some  of  his  favourite  haunts. 
We  accordingly  quitted  the  town,  and  wandered  a  considerable 
way  up  the  beautiful  banks  of  tlie  Kith.  Here  he  gave  me  nn 
account  of  hia  latest  productions,  and  repeated  some  satirical 
ballada  which  he  liad  composed,  to  favour  one  of  tlie  candidates 
at  the  last  borough  election. J  .  .  .  He  repeated  also  his  frag- 
ment of  an  (Mle  to  Liberty^  with  marked  and  peculiar  energy, 
and  showed  a  disposition,  which,  however,  was  easily  repressed, 
to  throw  out  peculiar  remarks  of  the  same  nature  with  those 
for  which  he  had  been  repreliended.  On  finishing  our  walk, 
he  passed  some  time  with  mo  at  the  inn,  and  I  left  him  early 
in  the  evening,  to  make  another  visit  at  some  distance  from 
Dumfries. 

'On  the  second  morning  after,'  continues  the  professor,  'I 
ntumed  with  a  friend,  who  was  acquainted  with  the  poet, 
and  we  found  him  ready  to  pass  a  part  of  the  day  with  us  at  the 
inn.     On  this  occasion,  I  did  not  think  him  quite  so  interesting 

•  It  hH  VDT  uluimlly  been  uanlnsd,  Uut  on  unount  at  the  aUniloiii  inide  In  loina 
Of  tha  lut  IsUen  Hums  ever  wrala  to  the  chunctar  of  hli  illiien  in  tlie  end  ol  ITM, 
Uut  Wmlker  In  mlltr  ililted  Duma  In  17M.  On  the  Dibar  huid,  It  le  lanlr 
powdble  that  Buma  tecovemi  inmclcnUy  Chough  only  tainponrll;.  In  ITW,  to  mxin 
MB  old  ttlmd.  Lo  wi;  caae  It  li  but  l^ir  to  Walker  to  leproduca  hii  umUvt  m  he  hlmHlt 
a>relt. 

i  Hart  Walker  li  nndonbledlT  In  arror.    ThehooM  [•onaoftwn  Boort. 
-  1  Poaalblr  tba  ballade  on  the  KlrkciulbnubC  claotlon ;  ridt  npra. 

I  We  hava  a  tngmant  oT  thii  poeiu  in  a  letter  ot  the  poet  to  Mn  Ihinloii,  dated  June  U, 
ITH. 
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US  lie  had  appeared  at  his  outset  His  odnvezsation  was  too 
claboi-atc,  and  his  expression  weakened  by  a  freqneut  endeavour 
to  give  it  artificial  strength.  He  hud  been  accustomed  to  speok 
for  applause  in  the  circles  which  he  frequented,  and  seemed  to 
think  it  necessary,  in  making  the  most  common  remark,  to  depart 
a  little  from  the  ordinary  simplicity  of  language,  and  to  oouch  it  in 
somctliin^r  of  epigrammatic  point  Li  his  praise  and  censare^  he 
was  80  decisive  as  to  render  a  dissent  from  his  judgment  diffi- 
cult to  be  reconciled  with  the  laws  of  good-breeding.  His  wit 
was  not  more  licentious  than  is  unhappily  too  venial  in  higher 
circles,  thougli  I  thought  him  rather  unnecessarily  free  in  the 
avowal  of  his  excesses.  Such  were  the  clouds  by  which  the  plea- 
sures of  the  evening  were  partially  obscured,  but  frequent  comsca- 
tions  of  genius  were  visible  between  them.  When  it  b^gan  to 
grow  late,  he  showed  no  disposition  to  retire,  but  called  for  fresh 
supplies  of  liquor  with  a  freedom  which  might  bo  excusable  as 
wo  were  in  an  inn,  and  no  condition  had  been  distinctly  made^ 
though  it  might  easily  have  been  inferred,  had  the  inference  been 
welcome,  that  he  was  to  consider  himself  as  our  guest ;  nor  was  it 
till  he  saw  us  worn  out  that  he  departed,  about  three  in  the 
morning.  .  .  .  Upon  the  whole,  I  found  this  last  interview  not 
quite  so  gratifying  as  I  had  ex]^ected ;  although  I  had  discovered 
in  his  conduct  no  errors  which  I  had  not  seen  in  men  who  stand 
high  in  the  favour  of  society,  or  sufficient  to  account  for  the 
mysterious  insinuations  which  I  hnd  heanl  against  his  character. 
He  on  this  occasion  drank  freely  without  being  intoxicated,  a  cir- 
cumstance from  which  I  concluded,  not  only  that  his  consti- 
tution was  still  unbroken,  hut  that  he  was  not  addicted  to 
solitary  cordials ;  for  if  he  had  tasted  liquor  in  the  morning 
he  must  have  easily  yielded  to  the  excess  of  the  evening.'  The 
grotesque  de  haul  en  baa  style  in  which  Walker  here  treats 
Burns  needs  no  comment,  and  has  been  mercilessly  criticised 
by  John  Wilson.  llie  poet,  in  his  own  time,  was  too  apt 
to  bo  regarded  in  this  manner  by  well-wishers,  as  well  as 
by  enemies. 

It  was  probably  at  the  end  of  the  year  that  the  poet  addressed 
a  short  rhymed  epistle  to  Collector  John  Mitchell,  asking  the 
loan  (or  the  return)  of  a  guinea,  and  bidding  farewell  to  folly 
*  for  ance  and  aye.' 


TO   COLLECTOIt    MITCHELL. 

Fricud  of  lUo  Poet,  tiicl  anil  Icul, 
Wlia  wanting  tlice  iitijrlit  beg  or  eteiil ; 
Alake,  alake,  tho  meiklo  Deil 

Wi'  a'  liis  witches 
Are  at  it,  skclpin  jig  an'  reel 

In  my  poor  jioucln-s ! 

I  niudeatly  fu'  fain  wild  hint  it, 
That  Oiic-pouiid-oiio,  I  saii'ly  want  it; 
If  wi'  tho  hizzio  down  yc  aciit  it. 

It  would  be  kind  ; 
And  while  luy  heart  wi'  lifc-hlood  diluted 

I'd  bear't  in  mind! 


So  niay  the  Auld  Yeat  gang  out 

To  aee  llio  New  eonio  bdeii,  groaning 

Wi'  douhle  pluiity  o'er  the  loaiiin 

To  thee  an<l  thine : 
Domestic  peace  and  comforts  crowniu 

Tlio  halo  design  I 


POSTSCIIIPT. 

Yc  'vc  heard  this  wlule  how  I  've  Iwen  ticket,  itnick 
And  by  fell  Death  was  neatly  uicketl  cutoir 

Grim  loon !  He  got  luc  by  tho  feckct  wifatomi 

And  sair  mo  sheuk  ;  nre-^iiaok 

But  hy  gude-hick  I  lap  a  wicket  good-iucii— Ubinjj 

And  tnra'd  a  ncuk.  comer 

But  by  that  healtli,  I  've  got  a  share  o'  1 1 
And  by  that  lire,  I  'm  promised  mair  o'  't  I 
My  hale  and  weel,  I'll  take  a  caro  o'  't   hmiih— prcMpmity 

A  tentior  way :  n>on  onrui 

Then  farewell  Folly,  hide  and  hair  o'  't. 

For  ance  and  aye  I 


CHAPTER   IV. 


DUMFRIES  (JANUARY  TO  JULY   26,    1796). 

HE  new  year  made  a  moet  unpropitiouB  openings  owing 
liirgely  to  the  failure  of  the  previous  harvest  Meetings, 
riots,  and  evidences  of  general  discontent  alarmed  the 
ministry,  nnd  towards  the  close  of  the  year  it  was  resolved 
to  place  some  additional  restrictions  upon  the  liberty  of  speech  and 
assembly.  The  result  was  the  passing  of  the  celebrated  Sedition 
Bill.  The  broken  ronmants  of  the  Whig  party  were  greatly  exasper- 
ated by  the  measure,  and  notable  among  the  protests  against  it  was 
that  made  at  a  public  meeting  held  in  the  Circus — afterwards  the 
Adclphi  Tiieatre — in  Edinburgh,  Henry  Erskine,  then  Dean  of  the 
Faculty  of  Advocates,  presiding.  The  Tory  majority  of  the 
Scottish  bar,  seeing  their  Dean  thus  engaged,  as  they  said,  in 
'  agitating  the  giddy  and  ignorant  multitude,  and  cherishing  such 
humours  and  dispositions  as  directly  tend  to  overturn  the  laws,' 
resolved,  at  the  approaching  annual  election  to  the  deanship,  to 
oppose  Erskine's  reappointment  It  was  a  most  painful  step  for 
them  to  tike,  Erskine  being  a  favourite  with  all  parties  and  classes ; 
but  they  were  resolute  to  follow  the  course  which  they  believed 
public  duty  dictated.  Throughout  the  whole  of  December  a  news- 
paper war  raged  upon  the  subject,  and  *  Parliament  House '  had 
never  known  a  more  agitating  crisis.  At  length,  on  the  12th 
of  January  1796,  the  election  took  place,  when  Dundas,  the  Lord 
Advocate,  was  preferred  to  Erskine  by  a  majority  of  123  to  38 
votes.     The  dejwsed  dean  was  deeply  mortified.     In  the  vexation 
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of  the  moment,  he  went  that  night  b)  his  door,  uiid 
hewed  off  from  it  witli  a  coal-axo  the  Lrasa-])lato  ivhiili  hore 
the  title  lie  hnd  lost.  The  iiborala  thi'uughout  the  country 
heard  the  news  with  a  liittemess  Iwyoiid  all  common  mcasuru. 
It  was  not  likely  llwt  Bums  would  allow  the  slight  ]iut  uixin 
his  friend  to  pass,  esjiecially  as  a  Diitidas  was  the  iusti'ument. 
He  circulated  the  following  tiallad  on  the  etfnir  : 


THE   DEAN   OF   THE   FACULTY. 

A    KEW    BALLAD. 
TUNB— TAe  Dmgon  of  WantUy. 

Dire  was  the  hate  at  Ohl  Ilarlaw 

That  Scot  to  Scot  did  carry  ; 
Ami  dire  the  discord  Ijaiigsiilc  saw 

Tor  beauteous,  hapless  Mary. 
But  Scot  to  Scot  no'ur  mot  so  liot 

Or  were  moro  in  fury  seen.  Sir, 
llian  'twixt  Hal  and  liob  for  the  fiimuus  job, 

Who  should  be  the  Faculty's  Dean,  Sir. 

Tliis  Hal  for  genius,  wit  nml  lore 

Among  \.\w  lirst  was  niimlH'.r'd ; 
ISut  pious  Bob,  'inid  lenniing's  store 

Commandmcut  the  Tenth  rcmomber'd. 
Yet  simple  Bob  the  victory  got 

And  won  his  heart's  desire  : 
Wliicb  shows  that  Heuven  can  boil  Ihe  (wt, 

Tho'  the  Deil  jiiss  in  the  lire. 

S<iuiro  Hal,  besides,  had  in  this  case 

Pretfinsions  rather  brassy ; 
For  talents,  to  deserve  a  place, 

Are  quill  iii  cat  ions  s:iucy. 
So  their  worships  of  the  Faculty, 

Quite  sick  of  Merit's  rudeness, 
Chose  one  who  should  owe  it  all  (<I'ye  see  7) 

To  their  gratia  graco  end  goodness ! 


253  UVm  AND   WOKU  or  BDSXi. 

Aa  once  on  PigyEli  tmif^d  wu  tlu  m^% 

Of  &  son  of  CiTonmcinon, 
80,  may  1m^  on  this  Tiag^h  boight 

Bob's  purblind  mental  tUol 
Nbj,  BobbT'a  montb  nuj  be  open'd  ye^ 

Till  for  eloquence  yoa  bail  bin, 
And  Bweor  that  he  hu  the  Angel  met 

That  met  the  Am  of  Bebuun. 

In  your  beretia  nna  may  ye  live  and  die^ 

Ye  heretic  Eigbt-aod-Tbirty  I 
But  accept  ye  mblime  minority, 

My  congratnlatioua  hearty  1 
With  yonr  bonora,  aa  with  a  oertaiu  Kiii|^ 

In  your  aerrants  this  is  sbikin^ 
The  more  incapad^  they  tring 

The  more  tbey  "re  to  your  liking  t 

It  ia  not  unworthy  of  note  that  this  was  one  occasion  when 
the  two  greatest  of  Scotland's  modem  great  men  may  be  said  to 
have  met  in  the  struggle  of  public  life — for  while  Bums  thus 
at  a  distance  backed  Henry  Erekine,  the  name  of  Walter  Scott  is 
found  in  the  roll  of  those  who  opposed  and  voted  against  him. 


TO  MR   BOBT.  CLEOHOBN,  BAUOHTON  HILLS. 

0    THAT'S    THE    LASSIE    O'    MY    HEART. 
TVKK— if orag. 
O  wat  ye  wha  that  lo'es  me, 

And  has  my  heart  a-keepiiig ! 
0  sweet  is  she  that  lo'es  ma, 
As  dews  o'  summer  weeping, 
In  tears  the  rose-buds  steeping : 

Chorus — 0  that 's  the  lassie  o'  my  heart, 
My  lasaie,  ever  dearer ; 
0  that  'b  the  queen  o'  woman-kind, 
And  ne'er  a  ane  to  peer  her.        to  ba  hn 


If  thou  shalt  meet  a  laseie 

In  yrnce  and  beauty  cliarining ; 

That  e'on  fhy  chosen  laeaic, 

ErewliilQ  thy  breast  sac  warming, 

Ilad  ne'er  sic  powers  alarmiiij;.  inch 

If  thou  hnet  heard  her  talking, 
(And  thy  attention  'b  jilighted,) 

'Hiat  ilka  body  talking  evnjroiw 

But  }ier  by  tliee  is  sli^'hted. 
And  thou  art  all-del  iglited. 

If  thon  liast  met  this  fair  one, 

Wlicn  frae  her  tlioii  hast  parted. 
If  every  other  fair  one 
But  her  thou  host  deserted, 
And  thou  atX  brokcn-heai'ted  : 

0  that's  the  kseie  o'  my  hcuil, 

Hy  lassie,  ever  dearer ; 
0  that's  the  queen  o'  woman-kind. 
And  ne'er  n  ane  to  jieer  her. 

Mir  EVER  DEAR  CleOHORN— Tlie  foregoing  timl  })een  sent  yon  long 
ago,  but  for  rcaxonH  n'liicli  you  ntny  have  huanl.  Since  I  siiw  jnii,  1 
have  been  much  the  child  of  dlHastcr.  Scarcely  began  to  recover  tlie 
lo«  of  on  only  ilnufjhter  and  ilarling  child,  I  became  iiiyRcIf  tlic  viclim 
of  a  rheumatic  fever,  which  brcmRlit  iiie  to  tlie  IxmlerH  of  tliu  gi'iivc. 
After  many  weeka  of  a  niek-lieil,  I  nin  JDst  l>egiiining  lo  cranl  iiIhiiiI. 

Tlianki,  many  lliankH  for  my  '(Jnwiii  DonKlnx.'  ThU  will  iirubably 
be  delivered  to  you  liy  a  frieixl  of  mine,  Mr  Kluiidcll,  Surgeon,  wlimii 
yon  may  rememl)CT  to  have  scon  nt  my  hmwe.  He  wantH  to  inr|ulre 
after  Mr  Allan.  Best  compUnicntH  to  the  aiuiablest  of  my  fricuilH,  Mrs 
Cleghoni ;  and  to  little  Mins,  tliougli  nhe  will  xcarce  reniendier  nic ;  and 
to  my  thuniler- scared  friend,  Mr  Wight.    Yours,  K.  ItiiRNS. 

[Dunrsiia,  January  ITM.J 


TO    HRfl    WALTER    RIDDEL. 

Drurun,  auk  Jnnuirf  ITOS. 

I  cannot  express  my  grstltadG  to  you  for  allowing  me  a  longer  pemsal 
^  AnaehartU.  In  fact,  I  never  met  with  a  bonk  that  liewitched  nteso 
mneli ;  and  I,  as  a  member  of  the  library,  inuKt  warmly  feel  the  obliga- 
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tioii  you  have  laid  us  under.  Indeed,  to  me  Uie  oliljgation  is  stitnger 
than  to  any  other  individual  of  our  eoeiety,  as  Anaehartu  is  an  indis- 
pensable (leHidei-atnm  to  a  son  of  the  MnaeB. 

The  health  you  wished  me  in  your  morning's  card  is,  I  think,  flown 
from  me  for  ever.  I  have  not  been  able  to  leave  my  bed  to-day  till 
an  hour  a<;o.  These  wickedly  unlucky  advertisementi  I  lent  (I  did 
wrong)  to  a  fiiend ;  and  I  am  ill  able  to  go  in  quest  of  him. 

The  MuHes  have  not  quite  forsaken  me.  The  following  detached 
stanzas  I  intend  to  interweave  in  some  disastrous  tale  of  a  shepherd 

*  despairing  beside  a  clear  stream.* 

[Tlie  'detached  stanzas*  were  the  second,  third  and  fourth  of  the 

*  Scottish  Song  *  sent  through  Thomson  to  Cunningham  on  8d  August 
of  the  previous  year,  and  of  which  Bums  had  seemingly  forgotten. 

Tlie  same  sheet  contained  also  several  of  his  songs — the  ballad  '  Bonie 
Jean  *  among  them.] 

I  cannot  help  laughing  at  your  friend's  conceit  oi  my  picture ;  and  I 
siis])ect  you  are  playing  off  on  me  some  of  that  ftbthionable  wit  called 
humbug,  Apro^His  to  pictures,  I  am  just  sitting  to  Reid  in  Uiis  town  for 
a  miniature ;  and  I  think  he  has  hit  by  far  the  best  likeness  of  me  erer 
taken.  When  you  are  at  any  time  so  idle  in  town  as  to  call  at  Reid*s 
])ain ting- room  and  mention  to  him  that  I  spoke  of  such  a  thing  to  you, 
he  will  shew  it  to  you,  else  he  will  not ;  for  l»oth  the  miniature's  exist- 
ence and  its  destiny  are  an  inviolable  secret  and,  therefore,  very  pro|)erly 
trnst<Hl,  in  part,  to  you. 

Have  you  seen  Clarke's  Sonatas,  the  subjects  from  Scots  Airs  ?  If  not, 
send  for  my  Copy.  R.  B. 

TO    TIIK    SAME. 

Bar  accident,  meeting  with  Mr  Scott  in  the  street,  and  having  the 
miniature  in  a  book  in  my  pocket,  I  send  you  it,  as  I  understand  that  a 
servant  of  yours  is  in  town.  The  painter,  in  my  opinion,  has  spoilt  the 
likeness,  lieturn  me  the  bagatelle  per  fii-st  opportunity.  I  am  so  ill  ra 
to  1)0  scarce  able  to  hold  this  miserable  peit  to  this  miserable  |)ai>er. 

R.  B. 

According  to  popular  tradition,  *  early  in  tho  month  of  January, 
when  liis  liealth  was  in  tho  course  of  improvement,  Burns  tarried 
too  lato.  at  a  jovial  party  in  the  Globe  Taveni.  Before  returning 
home,  lie  unluckily  remained  for  some  time  in  the  oi)en  air  and, 
ovor[>owor(Kl  by  the  (effects  of  tlio  liquor  he  had  dnink,  fell  asleep.* 
In  thost*  circumstances  and  in  the  peculiar  condition  to  which  a  severe 
medicine  liad  reduced  liis  constitution,  a  fatal  chill  penetrated  to 

*  Tho  licad  of  the  GIoIm)  Inn  CIo.s<<  at  the  jioint  whem  it  Jotnn  with  what  ia  now 
81iake4i)en)  Street  has  been  i>oint<'«l  out  as  the.  pince  whore  nurns  fell  aaleep.  In  the 
Close  n  flight  of  ntone  steps  leails  to  a  loft  above  a  stable.  It  has  also  been  said  that  it 
was  on  the  lowest  of  those  that  Bums  sat  down  on  leaving  tlie  Inn. 
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bis  bones ;  he  reached  home  with  the  Hceds  of  a  Theuinntic  fever 
already  in  posxesxion  of  his  weakened  frame.'  No  evidence  has 
ever  been  given  of  tlio  trutli  of  this  story,  which  liears  a  suspicious 
reseml>lu)oo  to  a  aiinilnr  one  that  ia  tolil  to  account  for  the  com- 
paratively early  death  of  Shakespeare.  Heron,  Bums's  iiist  bio- 
grapher, makes  no  mention  of  feativitiua  in  a  tavern.  Neither 
Cnrrie  nor  I^ickhart  alludes  to  tlio  GIoIm  Inn.  The  one  says  '  he 
dined  at  a  tavern  and  returned  lionio  alKtut  three  o'elock  on  a 
very  cold  morning^,  benuml)cd  and  intoxicatod.'  Tlio  otlier  says 
'  Bums  was  so  exceedingly  imprudent  as  to  join  a  festive  circle  at  a 
tavern  dinner,  where  ho  rcmaineil  till  about  three  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  It  has  l>ei?ii  said  that  lie  fell  asleeji  upon  the  snow 
on  his  way  home.  It  is  certain  tlint  next  morning  ho  wan  ncuRihle 
of  on  icy  numbness  through  all  his  joints.'  Lockhart  exjircssly 
states  that  this  taveni  dinner  took  place  'a  few  days  after'  writing 
to  Mrs  Dunlop  on  Slat  Jainiary.  In  that  case  the  unlucky 
festivities  nmst  have  occurred  not  'early  in  January,'  but  early  in 
Febniary.  It  seenii*  strange,  to  say  tlin  least,  that  BurnH's  com- 
panions, if  they  saw  tluit  he  was  intoxicated,  did  not  see  hiuk  to  his 
house,  which  was  only  a  very  short  Wiilk  from  tlie  Globe  Inn,* 
instead  of  allowing  him  to  fall  asleep  in  the  snow.  Finally,  in 
1854,  Thimiarf  'ITiorbum  of  Ryediile  made  a  Bi>ecial  and  leuf^tliy 
investigation  into  the  matter,  at  the  sjwcinl  n'ljuest  of  Pr  Iiol>ert 
Chamliers.  Hn  foinid  that  the  bulk  of  such  local  evidiiiicc  as  was 
then  available,  ami  which  was  entirely  Imsed  on  goRsip,  was  tn  the 
effect  that  Burns  fell  asleep,  not  outside  the  inn,  but  in  it,  being 
overcome,  less  by  liipior  than  by  weakness  induced  by  rheumatism 
and  the  drugs  ho  hail  taken  to  counteract  it,  and  that  his  pecoiid 
illness  was  the  result  of  a  chill  whicli  going  out  of  a  hot  room  into 
the  cold  air  of  a  severe  winter  night  would  adequately  account  for. 
It  is  oidy  fair  to  Burns  to  state  tliat  in  all  ht^  letters  he  makes  no 
allusion  to  a  juirticular  '  indisci'elion '  as  having  hastene<l  the  end 
wldch  he  calndy  contemplated.  From  theso  one  would  gather 
nothing  more  than  that  his  deatli  was  the  result  of  '  a  relapse,'  after 
a  flight  recovery  from  the  attack  of  rheumatic  fovcr  tliat  aujiervene^l 
on  the  extreme  physical  and  mental  prostration  causeil  by  his 
daughter's  death.     The  Globe  Inn  triulition  may  Ui  tnie,  or  there 

•  Tlifra  ■«  lhr«  ronlM  by  whicti  I)iinn'«  hoiiM  nn  h*  mwhwl  from  Iha  Olohe  Inn. 
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may  be  an  cleiuoiit  of  truth  in  it ;  but  it  cannot  be  r^;aided  as  an 
authentic  i)ortion  of  Bums's  history. 

It  is  quite  certain  that  ou  the  28th  January  Bums  was  suffi- 
ciently well  to  attend  the  Mason  Lodge  and  recommend  for  entiy 
as  an  apprentice  James  Georgeson,  a  Liverpool  merchant  Next 
day  ho  sent  his  Edinburgh  friend  Peter  Hill  his  annual  kipper, 
or  dried  salmon,  with  a  brief  letter — ^but  saying  nothing  about 
his  illness. 

TO   MB   PETEB  HILL. 

DUMFEin,  fMk  /ammarff  ITM. 

My  dear  Hill— By  the  chaise,  the  driver  of  which  bringB  you  this,  I 
send  your  annual  Kipper ;  bat  ou  the  express  oondiUon  that  yoa  do  not, 
like  a  fool  as  you  were  last  year,  put  yourself  to  five  times  the  value  in 
ex][>en8e  of  a  return. 

I  have  just  time  to  beg  that  you  will  make  my  best  oompliments  to 
my  fair  friend  Mrs  Hill,  Cameron,  'my  kinsman'  and  Bamsay*  'my 
yoke-fellow  in  the  Lord !  *  God  ho  with  you  all  I  In  a  week  or  ten 
(lays  thou  slialt  hear  at  large  from  thine,  R.  BURNS. 

In  a  letter  written  two  days  later  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  he  gave  an 
account  of  his  illness,  which,  with  its  'after  many  weeks  of  a 
sick-bed/  would  seem  to  imply  that  he  was  in  bed  at  the  time 
he  is  osserted  to  have  been  at  the  OIoIjc  Inn. 

TO    MRS    DUNLOP. 

DiiMFRlBS,  81f<  Jauvnry  1790. 

These  many  months  yon  have  been  two  packets  in  my  debt — what  sin 
of  i<j;iiorance  I  have  committed  ngiiinst  so  highly  valued  a  friend  I  am 
utterly  at  a  loss  to  guess.  Alas  !  Mailam,  ill  can  I  afford,  at  this  time, 
to  l>e  deprived  of  any  of  the  small  remnant  of  my  plea.<«ures.  I  have  lately 
drunk  deep  of  the  cup  of  affliction.  The  autunm  n)hl)ed  me  of  my  only 
daughter  and  darling  child,  and  that  at  a  distance  too,  and  so  rapidl}',  as 
to  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  pay  the  last  duties  to  her.  I  had  scarcely 
begun  *  to  recover  fmm  that  shock,  when  I  became  myself  the  victim  of 
a  most  severe  rheumatic  fever  and  long  the  die  spun  doubtful;  until 
after  many  weeks  of  a  sick  bed,  it  seems  to  have  turned  np  life,  and  I 
am  l>eginning  to  crawl  across  my  room,  and  once  indeed  have  been  before 
my  own  door  in  the  street. 

When  pleasure  fascinates  the  mental  sight, 

Affliction  purifies  the  visoal  raj, 
Bcligion  hails  the  drear,  the  untried,  night, 

And  shuts,  for  ever  shuts !  life's  doubtful  day. 

R  B. 

*  *  Scnrcely '  here,  an  in  tlie  Inlt^r  to  Cleghom  at  p.  248,  would  seem  to  render  it  barely 
I)ORRtble  that  Walker  vinited  Bums  in  November  1795,  as  he  professed  to  have  done. 


Tbe  comnuuidant  of  the  Volunteer  corps  had  sent  to  make 
inquiry  about  his  health.     Bums  replied  in  rhyme. 

TO    COLONEL    DE    PEYSTEB. 
My  honor'd  Colonel,  deep  I  feel 

Your  interest  in  the  Poet's  weal :  nifm 

Ah !  now  ama'  heart  hoe  T  to  speel  dimb 

The  steep  Parnassus 
Surrouuded  thus  by  bolua  pill 
And  potion  gliuse& 

0  what  a  canty  warld  wore  it  i*pp» 
Would  pain  and  caro  and  sickness  spare  it, 
And  Fortune  favor  worth  and  merit 

As  they  deeerve, 

And  ay  a  rowth — roast  beef  and  claret ! —  plenty 

Syne,  wlia  wail  starve  ?  Then— would 

Dsme  Life,  tho'  fiction  out  may  trick  her. 
And  in  paste  gems  and  frippery  deck  her. 
Oh  I  flickering,  feeble  and  unaicker  imwrtmiii 

I  've  found  her  still — 
Ay  wavering,  like  the  willow-wicker, 

Tween  good  and  ill  1 

Then  that  curst  carmagnole,  auld  Sntan,* 

Watfihea,  like  baudrona  by  a  ratton,  the  ax^nt 

Our  ainfu'  saul  to  get  a  claut  on  ciuWi 

Vi'V  felon  ire ; 
Syne,  whip !  hia  tail  ye  11  ne'er  cast  saut  on —  wit 

He 's  aff  like  tire. 

Ah  Nick !  ah  Nick  1  it  is  na  fair, 
First  showing  us  the  tempting  ware — 
Bright  wine  and  bonie  lasses  rare — 

To  put  us  daft ;  "U'l 

Syne  weave,  unseen,  thy  spider  anara 

O'  Hell's  dnmned  waft !  "oof,  »E»ving 

•  BlUn  !•  here  eomp*™!  undoini.HinenUplly  (o  ■  Mii«ulotl«  of  llie  Frencli  BbvqIu- 


1  iiy  sicker  treasure  ! 

Sm(.u,  lii'ds  o'er  gowdio,  ill  lu*  gan, 
Ami,  like  a  sliee])-liead  on  a  tangs, 
Thy  girnin  laugh  enjoys  his  pangs 

And  murdering  wrestle 
As,  dangling  in  the  wind,  ho  hange 

A  gibbet's  tassel 

But  lest  you  think  I  am  uncivil 
To  plague  you  with  this  draunting  d 
Abjuring  a'  intentions  evil, 

I  quat  my  pen  : 
The  Lord  preserve  us  frae  the  Devil  I 

Amen  I  Amen  !  * 

*  Colonel  Arents  Schnyler  de  Peyster  died  at  DumMen  in  No^ 
was  believed,  of  ninety-nix  or  ninetywMven.  He  had  held  the  it 
eighty  years.  In  early  life  he  commanded  at  Detroit,  Michilima 
Upper  Canada,  during  the  Seven  Tears'  War,  when  he  disUnguL 
the  Indians  from  the  service  of  the  French.  To  pursue  an  obitu 
Courier :  '  The  deceased  also  served  in  various  otlier  parts  of  Nort 
Colonel  Schulyer ;  and  after  being  promoted  to  the  rank  of  col 
many  years  the  8tli  Regiment,  he  retired  to  DumfHes,  the  naMv 
the  faithfiil  follower  of  his  fortunes  in  every  situation— in  cam] 
savage  tribes  and  polished  communities— in  the  most  distant  st 
well  as  in  walled  and  garrisoned  cities.  .  .  . 

'  At  the  stormy  period  of  the  French  Revolution,  the  zeal  an( 
were  again  called  into  exercise,  in  the  embodying  and  trainin 
Dumfries  Volunteers.  On  this  occasion,  his  military  ardour  & 
successfully  did  be  labour  in  his  vocaUon,  that  in  the  course 
aasociatM  in  arms  displayed  nearly  aU  the  steadiness  and  prec 
line.  Of  this  corps,  the  author  of  '  Tam  o'  Shanter'  was  an  nH"i 
even  heard  it  whispered  that  the  t»»^»-*- 

fnnrlnAfta  fof  ^»*- 


Dr  Currie  says  of  Boms  at  this  period:  'His  appetite  now 
began  to  fail;  hie  hand  shook,  and  his  voice  faltered  on  any 
exertion  or  motion.  His  pulse  became  weaker  and  more  rapid, 
and  pain  in  the  lai'gor  joiiite  and  in  the  hnnds  and  feet  deprived 
him  of  the  enjoyment  of  refreshing  sleep.  Too  much  dejected 
in  hia  spirita,  and  too  veil  aware  of  hie  real  situation  to  entertain 
hopes  of  recovciy,  he  was  ever  musing  on  the  approaching 
desolation  of  his  I'aniOy,    and   his   spirits   sank  into  a  uniform 


EOBOE  THOMSON  TO  KOBSRT  BURNS. 


Uk  Ft.  Kte. 


The  pause  yon  have  made,  my  dear  Sir,  is  awful  t  Am  I  never  to 
hear  from  yon  agdn  T  1  know,  and  I  lament  how  much  you  have  lieen 
afflicted  of  late ;  but  t  trust  that  retarnin^;  health  anil  spirite  will  now 
enable  you  te  resume  the  pen,  and  delight  ub  with  your  mnoings.  I 
have  Mtill  about  a  dozen  Scotch  and  Irish  airs  that  I  wish  'married  to 
imninrtftl  verse.'  We  have  several  tnie-bom  Iriehmen  on  the  Scottish 
list;  but  they  are  naturalised,  and  reckoned  our  own  good  snbjectd. 
Indeed,  we  have  none  better.  I  believe  I  before  told  you,  that  I  have 
been  much  jirgtul  by  some  friends  to  publish  a  collection  of  all  onr 
favourite  aire  and  songs  in  octavo,  embellishctl  with  a  numlier  of  etchings 
by  onr  ingeniouH  friend  Allan  ;  what  is  your  opinion  of  tliis  T        G.  T. 


ROBERT    BITRNB    TO    OEOROE    THOMSON. 

Fibnarfl-nK. 

Many  thanks,  my  dear  Sir,  for  year  handsome,  elegant  present  to 
Mrs  B.,*  and  for  my  remaining  volume  of  P.  Pindar.  Peter  is  a  delightful 
fellow  and  a  lirst  favorite  of  mine.  Now  te  business.  How  are  yoa 
paid  by  your  subscribers  here!  I  gave  yon  in  tlie  names  of  Kobert 
lUddel  of  GlenricUel.  and  his  brother,  Walter  Ri.ldel  of  Woodley  Park. 

knew  him  bnt  rlwlire  Ihiit,  up  to  th«  period  of  bla  lut  IllDtM,  hli  mind  ippeiired  u  ictiva 
BDd  hl>  Intillect  u  vlgoraui  m  they  vrn  flltjr  yetn  igo.  Wh«n  the  *emlh»r  pemiitUd, 
lie  iUll  b»1c  hli  iccnutoinsl  nmini,  and  wilked  round  the  UllUird-Ubli',  nr  bestroda  hla 
gjgsntic  charHot,  apparantly  wlUi  u  little  dlfflcnltT  aa  i  man  oT  inliWla  ag*  When  aa 
inonntwl,  we  haveoB#ii  Ikncied  w«  bahald  tn  him  the  1  ■" 

■  A  nhawl. 


....  oiiiiipc  ot  Hoddaiii,  >vitli  the  second  set  of  So, 
so  f'li.'ir'M^  liiiu  {icc(H(lin<'lv,     Mr  (lonlon  of  Kenim; 
tlie  SifUf/s  only,  nnknown  to  nie  at  the  time,  in 
N\  here  I  was  (^jncerned,  paid  tlie  10s,  Od,  to  niy  ace 
your  dehitor. 

I  am  much  pleased  with  your  idea  of  publiishin^ 
songs  in  octavo,  with  etchings.  I  am  extremely  > 
assistance  in  my  power.  The  Irish  aii^s  I  shall  < 
the  task  of  finding  verses  for.  I  have  already,  you 
with  words,  and  the  other  day  I  strong  up  a  kind  of 
Hibernian  melody  which  I  admire  much. 


HEY    FOR    A    LASS    WT    A    T( 
TUNK — Balifiamona  and  ora, 

Awa'  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  beauty's  alarms, 
The  slender  bit  beauty  you  grasp  in  your  arn: 
O  gie  me  the  lass  that  has  acres  o'  charms, 
O  gie  me  the  lass  wi'  the  weel-stockit  farms. 

Chorus — Then  hey,  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher. 
Then  hey,  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher 
Then  hey,  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher ; 
The  nice  yellow  guineas  for  me. 

Your  beauty  's  a  flower  in  the  morning  that  1 
And  withers  the  faster,  the  faster  it  grows ; 
But  the  rapturous  charm  n*  f^-  ' - 

Til 
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If  Iku  will  do,  yoi)  liitve  now  four  of  my  Irish  eDgagement — Humon 
of  Glea,  Captain  O'Keiui,  Oonagli'a  Waterfall,  and  Balinamona  and  Ora. 
In  my  Iiy-paat  MiiigB  I  dislike  one  thing— the  name  Chloria.  I  meant 
it  as  the  fietitions  naiue  of  a  certain  lady,  knt,  on  second  thonghta,  il 
is  a  hifiih  incongmity  to  have  a  Greek  appellation  to  a  Scotch  pastonil 
ballad.*  Of  thU  and  some  things  else  in  my  next :  I  hare  more  amend- 
tnenta  to  propose.  What  yon  once  mentioned,  of  '  flaxen  locks,'  is  jost : 
they  cannot  enter  Into  an  ekgaat  description  of  beauty.  Of  this  again. 
God  bleat  you  t  R.  B. 


OBOROE    THOHSOM     TO    ROBBBT    BDRNS. 

[FO).  ITSe.] 

Yoar  '  Hey  fur  a  Lasa  wi'  a  Toclier '  is  a  moet  excellent  song,  and  with 
yoD  the  subject  is  something  new  indeed.  It  is  the  first  time  I  have 
seen  you  debasing  the  god  of  self-desire  into  an  amatenr  of  acres  and 
guineas. 

I  am  happy  to  lind  yon  approve  of  my  pm|)0><cd  octavo  edition.  Allan 
has  designed  nnd  etched  abont  twenty  plates  for  that  work.  Indepen- 
dently of  the  Hogartliian  hnmour  with  which  they  abonnd,  they  exhibit 
the  character  and  costume  of  the  Scottisli  peaMintrj'  with  inimitable 
felicity.  In  this  respect,  ho  liimHelf  twyti,  they  will  far  exceed  the 
aqnatlnta  platen  he  did  for  the  'Gentle  Shepherd,'  Iiecause  in  the  etching 
he  sees  clearly  what  lie  is  doing,  but  not  so  witli  the  aquntinta,  which 
he  could  not  manage  to  his  mind.  The  Butch  Boors  of  Ostade  are 
Bcnrccly  more  characteristic  and  natural  Ihnn  the  Scottish  figures  in 
tl)ose  etehings.  G.  T. 

Some  yooTs  before,  as  baa  been  seen.  Bums  had  taken  a 
kindly  zealous  interest  in  James  Clarke,  a  schoolmaster  at 
Moffat,  whom  he  believed  to  bo  a  worthy  man  siifTcring  under 
unrighteous  pcTsecution.  Ho  bad  lent  Clarke  a  considerablo  sum 
of  money.  The  debt  had  probably  lain  for  years  unnoticed  by 
Burns,  although  money  was  never  plentiful  with  him  and  a  few 
debts  of  his  own  hung  over  his  bead.  Now,  when  liis  salary 
waa  reduced  and  medical  expenses  were  added  to  bis  ordinary 
outlay,  Bums  was  obliged  to  beg  his  old  friend  to  repay  either 
tho  whole  or  part  of  the  loan.  Clarke,  who  was  now  in  good 
cireumstanccB  as  a  toocber  at  Forfar,  answered  on  the  18th 
February,  and  his  letter  reveals  by  reflection  the  condition  of 
Bums's  afTairp,  as  well  as  tho  kind  feelings  with  which  he  bad 
inspired  the  writer : 

'  Our  poet  never  eipliEnnd  whst  ninis  ha  would   hsva   mbsUtntMl  for  Clilorii,— 


.,,... will V,  I  nave  not  vet  nibUed  off.  Be  so  k 
iliMnterest«Ml  fiieii(lslii|>  liad  made  an  inipressit 
elVace.     lielieve  nie,  niy  dear  Burns,  youi>  in  .sinci 


Grace  Aiken,  a  daughter  of  Burns^s  early  f; 
of  Ayr,  had  occasiou  this  spring  to  pass  thi 
her  way  to  pay  a  visit  in  Liverpool.     *  Walki 
towards  the  residence  of  her  friend,  Mrs  Coj 
tall,  slovenly-looking  man,  of  sickly  asjwct,  wh 
an   exclamation   which   made  her   turn   rounc 
but  80   changed   from   his   former  self  that   . 
have   recognised  him,  except  by   his  voice, 
him  playfully  if  he  had  been  going  to  pass  ht 
he  spoke  as  if  he  felt  that  it  was  proper  fo 
to   let  his  old  friends  be  the  first  to  hold  fc 
friendship.     At  her  pressing  request  he  accomp; 
Copland's  house ;  he  even  consented,  after  muc 
home  and  dress,  so  that  he  might  return  at  fou 
spent  the  evening  cheerfully,  and  retired  aboul 
circumstance  is  worthy  of  notice,  because  neit 
nor  any   of  her  friends — all   members   of    the 
Dumfries — had  any  objection  to  entertaining  o 
The  hostess  had  not  seen  him  for  a  considerabl 
no  cause  affecting  his  reputation.' 

Bums  was  well  enough  on  the  14th  of 
a  meeting  of  the  Mason  Lodge.  On  this 
Adam  Gordon,  brother  of  his  friAn*^  ^--^ 


'It  W[i8  hoped  by  some  of  liie  friends,'  eays  Dr  Curm,  'tlint  if 
Le  could  live  through  the  months  of  fiiring,  the  suuueedhi};  season 
might  restora  him.  But  they  were  disappointed.'  'ITio  month  of 
May  came  in  with  more  than  common  geuiahty;*  but  it  could 
only  chanu  the  poet's  sense,  it  could  not  iufuso  new  vigour  into 
his  Inngiiid  frame.  '  Being  now  entirely  kid  aside  from  dnty, 
Bums  understood  that,  as  was  usual  iu  such  cases,  his  salary 
would  bo  reduced ;  niid  this,  ns  may  well  bo  believed,  was  no  small 
addition  to  his  distress.  I>r  Curriu  says  that  tlie  Board,  to  tlieir 
hunonc,  continued  his  full  emoluments;  but  it  ajipears  that  their 
resolution  to  do  bo  did  nut  reach  the  poet  in  time  to  bring  him  any 
comfort.  It  is  certain  that  a  young  'esi>ectant'  of  Excise,  named 
Stobie,  did  duty  for  him  all  the  time,  presumably  with  the  object 
of  earning  for  him  thu  reduced  pay.  Dr  Currie  also  states  that 
*Mr  Graham  of  Fintry,  hearing  of  the  poet's  illness,  though 
imacquaiiited  with  its  dangerous  nature,  made  an  offer  of  his 
assistance  towards  procuring  him  the  means  of  preserving  his 
hcntth.'  Tlie  letter  containing  this  offer  was  dated  on  the  15th 
July,  so  that  the  poet  coidd  not  have  received  it  more  than  a 
couplo  of  days  before  consciousness  left  him.t 

(M  ra.  17K.— BiiniB  prewtit.  On  thli  ncmlou,  p]it1l]i  Ditcher,  Bnq.,  at  3il  ipgt.  of 
DnKOOiiB,  now  qiuirl«r«l  in  DiiiiiMcb,  is  cntend  utiiiraiiticc. 

11M  Uaf  IT».— niinii  piTMuC  C-tiu.  Fye,  Cajiuiiii  Wilirr,  Wntiuii.  ind  PunJov,  u( 
M  not.  ot  DngDuiiA,  nil  aclmitlAl  u  BiimtiUcei. 

■Id  JVoy  ITB!.— numii  imiwit. 

Uk  Jmu  i;>:.— Bunia  i>n>u)nt.  Ed.  Aiidrawa  at  the  Dragcxiiiii,  uiil  John  Sj-iue,  Sm[.  ot 
UaI  bretUren,  Kitliout  teea. 

— Th*  Miiior  mnlur  [Bnnih]  iitencnt.    8«n.  Cbrk,  Junr.,  ^dmltleil  w 


BU  Da.  ITM.— Burni  iiot  mrnUonHl. 

38U  Jan.  ITM.— Burn*  preaent  Appwral  Mr  J»inni  OtOTBWon,  mmrbt.  In  IJrorpool, 
wbo  hrlng  rcromlnendnl  b;  Bnibher  Biinia,  wu  luliuitted  ■piiniitlce.  HIa  tttt  apldlod 
tomuils  ilanvfliig  ttaa  «ip«nara  ot  ttii-  uiEhb 

Ulh  April  i;M.-llurD«  prcittnt.    Capt.  Aclani  Ganlon  ailnilttfl  ap]ircitllce. 

181k  Ajirll  ITOH.— BuniK  iiut  iiMiillonei], 

*  ■  It  la  tlie  flimt  Tsthfi  Iu  the  world.  The  whols  coitntry  Ik  covrnd  with  pKta  luid 
bloaKHua ;  and  tho  aun  ablnca  perpstiiallr  Uiroii|!h  a  1l|[lit  out  wind,  wliii-li  would  luivs 
bfiHight.TnulKnfroiii  Boalou  alnca  11  brsun  to  blow.'— Jr/rry  luAiiCroltcr,3ul1i  Maj'lTM. 
— CnrKMiKI'B  LIfi  efUoA  Jrf rts. 

t  'Anothar  r^ri^  or  cnidty  Xan  bHn  UrDncht  forward  agsiii>t  tha  BoanI— that  of 
nfttdiig  Ilia  mil  Hlaiy  iluriim  hi)  lUnMa,  *hli:li  a  little  ti|>1uiatioii  will  act  la  nnhlo.  A 
tarjMn  invloua  to  llila  (inrhal,  an  addltbMi  of  £lli  iwr  aiinain  hail  been  made  to  tha 


264  UFE  AND  W0RK8  OP  8011X8. 


ROBERT    BURNS    TO    OKOROK    TH01I80N. 

Alas !  my  dear  Thomaoo,  I  fear  ii  will  be  eoiimlime  ere  I  Uuie  mj 
lyre  again  t  *  By  Babel  etreamsy'  &e.  Almoat  ever  nnee  I  wrote  yoa 
last,  I  have  only  known  eziatonoe  by  tlie  prewnre  of  the  hmwj  band  of 
Sickness ;  and  have  ooontod  Time  by  the  repereiwiioiis  of  Fain  I  Rhes* 
niatism,  Cold  and  Fever  have  formed,  to  ma»  a  teniUe  Trinity  In  Unityy 
which  makes  me  cloee  my  ^es  in  mleery-and  open  them  withoat  hope. 
I  look  on  the  vernal  day,  and  ny  with  poor  Ftargaamm  i 

*  8sy,  whenfoie  has  aa  ill-iBdalffeBt  Heavm 
lii^t  to  th«  oonlortlM  and  wietobed  fiviar 

This  will  be  delivered  to  yon  by  a  Mn  Hyalop,  Landlady  of  the  Gloha 
Tavern  here,  which  for  theee  many  yean  baa  been  nqr  HowfT/  and 
where  our  friend  Clarke  and  I  have  had  many  a  nieny  aqnoen.  I 
mention  this,  because  she  will  be  a  veiy  proper  band  to  bring  that  aeal 

you  talk  of. 

I  am  highly  delighted  with  Mr  Allan's  etehinga.  •  Woo'd  an'  Married 
an'  a' '  is  admirable !  The  gnmqnng  is  beyond  all  praise.  The  eaqntadon 
of  the  figures,  comformable  to  the  story  in  the  ballad,  is  absolutely  fault* 
leHs  perfection.  I  next  admire  *Tumimspyke.*  What  I  like  least  is 
'Jeuny  said  to  Jocky.'  Besides  the  female  being  in  her  appearance 
quite  a  virago^  if  you  take  her  stooping  into  the  account,  she  is  at  least 
two  inches  taller  than  her  lover. 

salaries,  accoinpan{e<I  with  the  condition  of  being  stopped  to  ofBcen  not  doing  duty.  TMs 
still  exi8te<I  in  Bunis's  Ume,  and  he  was  no  wmve  treated  tlian  others  in  stmilar  dream- 
stances  of  iiidisposition.  It  is  here  incumbent  on  uie  to  mention  that  CJommlasioBer 
Graham,  regretting,  I  have  no  doubt,  his  inability  to  comply  with  the  poet's  wishes  as  to 
the  f^ill  salary,  sent  him  a  private  donation  of  £5,  which,  I  believe,  nearly  or  totally  cxmi- 
pensated  the  loss.'-— Alkxakder  Fikdlatbb,  in  GUugow  CourieTt  March  1834. 

*  Tliis  famous  hostelry  in  DumfHes,  thus  directly  declared  by  Bums  to  be  his  'howff  * 
(favourite  resort),  is  still  used  as  au  inn,  being  Na  44  in  one  of  the  High  Street  closes,  and 
opiKwite  the  head  of  Assembly  Street.  It  is  of  three  Htore>'s ;  and  Mr  William  M'Dowall, 
the  historian  of  Dumfries,  says  that  'eighty  years  ago  it  must  have  been  one  of  the  best 
middle-class  tenements  of  the  town.*  It  has  undergone  little  change  since  the  poet's  time. 
His  'howff'  projwr  is  a  small  snuggery  on  the  ground-floor,  enterctl  through  tlie  kitchen. 
One  of  its  nooks  displays  the  words  '  Bunis's  Comer,'  and  contains  an  arm-chair  in  which 
he  used  to  sit.  Above  the  fireplace  is  a  cartoon  representing  Coila  casting  her  mantle  of 
inspiration  over  the  poet,  while  on  each  side  is  a  picture  of  the  '  rough  bur-thistle,'  fhmi 
which  he  turned  aside  his  weeding-hook,  'to  spare  the  symbol  dear.'  Two  small  panes 
of  glass  in  the  window  of  a  room  on  the  second  floor  bear  the  mark  of  his  diamond.  One 
of  the  inscriptions  consists  of  the  choms  of '  Ix)vely  Polly  Stewart ;'  the  other  is : 

*  Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 
Ck>ming  thro'  the  grain, 
Gin  a  iKxly  kiss  a  Ixxly, 
The  thing 's  a  bo»ly*s  ain.* 

Mrs  Smith,  the  present  proprietrix  of  the  Globe  Inn,  possesses  several  articles  which  are 
declared  to  be  Bunm's.  These  include  his  punch  bowl  and  one  of  tlic  cluirs  with  which  lie 
comiiieiiced  housekeeping. 
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1  will  tliojok  you  much  for  a  nnraber  or  two  of  llist  iiingauDe  you 
nientioQ.  Poor  Clegliorn  1  1  sincerely  Hympatliise  with  him.  Haiipy 
I  »m  Ui  think  tUat  lie  yet  haa  a  well-gronDilcd  hope  of  health  knd 
enjoyment  in  tliU  world.  Ab  for  rue — but  that  ia  a  dantttinff  Bubject ! 
Parewellltl  K.  B. 


OEOBOE    THOMeO^     TO     ROBERT     BURNS. 

tik  May  ITM. 

I  need  not  t«ll  yon,  my  good  Sir,  what  concern  the  receipt  of  yonr 
lut  gave  nie,  anil  how  much  I  RympathiM  in  yoiir  auReringe.  But  do 
not,  I  beseech  you,  give  yourself  up  to  despondency,  dot  apeak  the 
language  of  denpair.  The  vigour  of  your  couatitntion,  I  trust,  will  Boon 
Bet  you  on  your  feet  again  ;  and  then  it  b  to  be  hoped  yon  will  bob  the 
wisdom  and  the  neeesaity  of  taking  due  care  of  a  life  so  valnalile  to  your 
family,  to  yonr  friends,  and  to  the  world. 

Tmsting  that  your  next  will  bring  agreeable  acconnta  o(  your  con- 
valemence,  and  returning  good  apirits,  I  remtun,  witli  sincere  regard, 
yours,  G.  T. 

P.S.—Mtr  Hyslop,  I  doubt  not,  delivered  the  gold  aeal  to  yon  in 
goo«l  conditjoii. 


ROBEET     DURHS    TO    OEOROE    THOMSON. 

(DiU :  ntoHt  ISIh  May  ITfNL] 

Hr  DEAR  Sir— tnctoseil  ix  a  Cerli(icat«  which,  though  a  little  different 
from  Mr  M'Knight's  model,  I  su|>poBe  will  amply  answer  the  purpose ; 
and  I  lieg  you  will  prosecute  the  miscreants  without  mercy.  When 
your  Publication  is  finisheil,  I  intend  puhlishing  a  Collection,  oii  a  cheap 
plan,  of  all  the  aonga  I  have  written  for  yon,  the  Mttseiim,  &e., — at  leasts 
of  all  the  songs  of  which  I  wish  to  be  calle«l  tlie  Autlior. 

I  do  not  propose  thia  ho  much  in  the  way  of  emolument,  as  to  do  justice 
to  niy  MuHC,  lest  I  should  be  blamed  for  tmsh  f  never  saw,  or  lie  de- 
frauded by  other  clnimauta  nf  what  is  jnstly  niy  own.  The  post  is 
going;  I  will  wrihJ  you  again  to-morrow.  Many,  many  thanks  for  the 
lieanlifiil  seal.*  It.  B. 

Tlio  certificate  prt-Hxed  liy  Tliomsoii  t*'  liii*  second  lialf-volunK', 
imblislicil  1798,  was — 'I  Do  horehy  certify  niid  declare.  That  au. 
the  Songs  of  my  writing,  puhlisliud  nn<I  tii  be  pulilished  by  Mr 
Gooips  Thomson  nf  Eiiiulmrgh,  nru  so  published  by  my  iiiithority. 
And  moreover,  Tlint  I  never  eniimwercil  any  oilier  person  what- 
ever to  publisli  any  of  the  Songs  written  by  mo  for  his  Work. 


av  yj  IJ  K  n  T     II  i:  R  N  S     T  O     (i  t 

M^■  I)i:ai:  Sii{— I  onoo  meiitioiicMl  to  y 
;nlmii(Ml     '  llcic's  a  health  to  tliein  that's 
you  took  any  notice  of  it.     I  have  ju>*t  l>eei 
and  I  l)e^  leave  to  recoinniend  the  air  to  ; 
have  only  begun  Avith  it. 

JESSY. 

Altho'  thou  maun  never  be  mil 
Altho*  even  hope  is  denied  ; 

Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing, 
Than  aught  in  the  world  besii 

Churiis — Here 's  a  health  U)  ane  I  loe 
Here 's  a  health  to  ano  I  loe 
Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile 
And  soft  as  their  parting  teu 

I  mourn  through  the  gay,  gaudy 
As,  hopeless,  I  muse  on  thy  eh 

But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet 
For  then  I  am  lockt  in  thy  an 

[I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile  ; 
I  guess  by  the  love-rolling  e'e ; 
But  why  urge  the  tender  confess! 
'Gainst  fortune's  fell   n»-"  ^   ' 
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I  bftvs  no  ooplea  of  the  MuigB  I  liava  sent  yon,  and  I  li&ve  taken  a 
fauey  to  review  tlieiii  all,  uid  poMilily  may  mend  i>oiiie  uf  them ;  bo, 
when  yoa  have  complete  leisure,  I  will  thank  yon  for  either  the  Ori^inata 
or  copies.  I  liad  rather  be  the  author  of  five  well-wjitteu  songs  than  of 
ten  otherwiM.  My  ventea  to  '  Canld  Kail '  I  will  snppresa ;  as  also  those 
U)  'Laddie,  lie  near  me.'  They  are  neither  worthy  of  niy  name  nor  of 
yonr  book. 

I  have  great  hopes  tliat  the  genial  influence  of  the  approaching 
■amnier  will  set  me  to  rightB,  but  as  yet  I  cannot  boast  of  returning 
health.  I  have  now  reason  to  believe  that  my  complaint  is  a  Hying 
gont — a  d— nable  business  I 

Do  1st  me  know  how  Cleghom  is,  and  remember  nie  to  him.— Ynnrs 
ever.  It  Burns. 

IP.S. — ]ThiB  should  have  1)een  delivered  to  you  &  n)onth  ago,  but  my 
friend's  tmnk  miscarried  and  was  not  recovere<l  until  he  came  home 
again.*     1  am  still  very  poorly,  but  should  like  much  to  hear  from  you. 

R.  II. 

Jessj,  a  sister  of  Bums's  brother -cxcisemnn  Lewiin<,  niul  the 
heroine  of  the  song  mentioned  in  this  lettvr,  was,  altlioiigh  theu 
but  eighteen  years  of  age,  a  ministering  nngel  in  Bums's  liousu 
during;  the  whole  of  tliis  dismnl  jjcriod.  It  is  (juite  chHractorislic 
of  Burns  and  a  proof  of  his  artistic  thoroiighnesa  to  find  hint,  even 
in  his  present  melancholy  circumstances,  iningining  himself  ns  tlio 
lover  of  his  wife's  kiml-henrted  young  friend,  ns  if  the  jiosilion 
of  an  inamoiata  were  the  most  exalted  in  which  liis  fancy  cnuld 
place  any  woman  he  admired  (ir  towards  whom  lie  felt  gratitude. 

'llus  is  not  the  only  poem  Bnma  ndilrefecd  to  Jessy  I^ewars. 
Ho  called  on  her  one  morning  and  offercd,  if  she  would  jilny  him 
any  tune  of  wliich  she  was  fond,  to  write  new  versus  to  it.  She 
sat  down  at  her  ]>tan()  and  played  over  several  times  the  air  of  an 
old  song  begin II in;:; — 

The  robin  cam  to  the  wren's  nest, 

And  keekit  in,  and  keckit  in :  iauk«ii 

0  weet  's  me  on  your  auld  pow  I  uhi  hnd 

Wad  ye  lie  in  !  wad  ye  be  in  T 
Ye  'se  ne'er  get  leave  (o  lie  without.,  Vb  iimn 

And  I  within,  and  I  within. 
Ah  land's  I  liae  an  auld  clout  dIiI  ng 

To  row  you  in,  to  row  you  in,+  rou 

■  Tha  lettar  spitHin  to  hiis  been  ilMpctdied  bjr  ixxt  on  tlic  ITUi  Junt.     CuitM 
nnucnniiUblr  dlvMu  the  letter  In  twd 
1  Thb  Mt  oTolil  mng  ii  (rom  Jafanxm'*  WiifnB.  song  WS. 


Oh,  wert  thou  in  the  cauld  bias 

On  yoiidor  lea,  on  yonder  lea, 
My  jdaidie  to  the  an^'ry  airt, 

I  'd  shelter  thee,  I  'd  shelter  tl 
Or  did  Misfortune's  bitter  storms 

Around  thee  blaw,  around  thee 
Thy  bield  sliould  be  my  bosom, 

To  share  it  a',  to  share  it  a'. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste 

Sae  black  and  bare,  sae  black  an* 
The  desert  were  a  paradise, 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  t 
Or  were  I  monarch  o'  the  globe, 

Wi'  thee  to  reign,  wi*  thee  to  reigi 
The  brightest  jewel  in  my  crown 

Wad  be  my  queen,  wad  be  my  qu< 

Many  years  after,  when  Bums  was  only  a  n 
Lewars  was  spending  her  quiet  years  of  widowh 
or  her  knitting  in  a  little  parlour  in  Maxwel 
attracted  the  regard  of  Felix  Mendelssohn,  wl: 
divined  the  feeling,  beyond  common  love,  whic 
through  them,  and  married  them  to  a  new 
|)athetic  air. 

Parliament  being  dissolved  in  May,  there  was  i 
June)  for  the  Stewartry  of  Kirkcudbri"^^*^ 
this  occasion  bv  f^-  "^ 


their  wares  were  called  by  the  general  name  of  Troggin.  Bums 
put  his  ballad  io  the  mouth  of  a  troggcr,  with  the  characten  of  the 
Galloway  |>arty  for  his  stock. 


BUY    BBAW    TBOGGIN: 

AN    EXCELLENT    NEW   SONG. 

TUME— Buy  Broom  Daomi, 
Wha  will  buy  my  troggin, 

Fine  election  ware, 
Broken  trade  o'  Broughton,* 

A'  in  high  repair  T 

Ckorua — Buy  brow  troggin  "n* 

Fiae  the  banks  o'  Dee ! 
Wha  want  troggin 
Let  them  come  to  me  ! 

Here  'a  a  noble  Earl's 

Fame  and  high  renown,t 
For  an  auld  sang — 

It  'a  thought  the  gudes  were  atown.    goodi-moim 

Here  'a  the  worth  o'  Brougliton 

In  a  needle's  e'e. 
Here  'a  a  reputation 

Tint  by  Balniagliie-I  L«t 

Here  *s  an  honest  conscience 

Might  a  Frince  adorn, 
Frae  the  Downs  o'  Tinwald  — 

80  woB  never  worn !  § 

Here  'a  ita  atufT  and  lynin, 

Cardoncaa'a  head — 1| 
Fine  tor  a  soger, 

A'  llio  wqIo  o'  lead.  cimke 

•  Hunrny  of  Bronghton.    bee  p.  198.  i  Ths  Karl  of  GiUowiy 

t  aordoa  of  BalRu^ihle^    Bn  p.  108. 

1  An  (Iluiilori  to  John  Riuhby,  irho  nxtiled  it  llnindd  Downi. 

«  HiixwrllnrCuiloiwu.    HMp-lW. 


'^'i;'-' '«  «;'..oW,..i  bean-,,, 

H«;«  '8  Satan's  picture 

^T""S  Poorlt^Ztle 
Sp^'wJin'  as  a  taecj      ' 

»«« '«  the  font  whc^  Do 
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tlio  electiuii ;  but  lie  was  dead  before  the  petition  was  considered. 
Allan  Cunniugliam  aaya  :  '  It  was  one  of  the  dreams  of  his  day — 
in  which  Burns  indul^'ed — that,  by  soma  miraculons  movement, 
tlie  Tory  couneolbrs  of  the  king  wonid  bo  dismisa^,  and  the 
Whiga,  with  the  Prince  of  Wales  at  their  head,  rule  and  reign 
in  their  atead.  That  Heron  aided  in  strengthening  tbia  "  devout 
imngination  "  is  certain  :  but  then  tlie  Laird  of  Kurrouglitreo  was 
the  victim  of  tlie  delusion  himself.' 

Dr  Currie  says :  '  The  sense  of  his  poverty  and  of  the  approach- 
ing distress  of  his  infant  family  pressed  lieovily  on  Burns  aa  he 
lay  on  tlie  bed  of  duath  ;  yet  be  alluded  to  his  indigence,  at  times, 
Avith  sometJiing  nppouching  to  his  wonted  gaiety.  "What 
business,"  said  he  to  l>r  Maxwell,  who  attended  bim  with  the 
Utmost  zeal,  "hus  u  physician  to  waste  his  time  on  me)  I  am 
a  poor  jiigeon  not  wortli  plucking.  Alas  1  I  have  not  feathers 
enough  u[ioii  mo  to  carry  me  to  my  grave."'  In  even  a  gayer 
B])irit  he  would  sometimes  scribble  verses  of  compliment  to  Jessy 
Lcwars,  as  she  tripped  alwut  the  house.  The  story  goes  that  '  his 
surgeon,  Kir  Brown,*  one  day  brought  in  a  long  sheet,  containing 
tlie  particulars  of  a  menagerie  of  wild  beasts  which  he  had  just 
l>ecn  visiting.  As  Mr  Itrown  was  handing  the  slicet  to  Miss 
Lewars,  Bums  seized  it  and  wrote  upon  it  n  couple  of  versos 
with  red  chalk ;  then  handed  it  to  KlisR  I^wars,  saying  that  it 
was  now  fit  ti>  Ixi  presented  to  a  lady.'     The  verses  were : 

Talk  not  to  me  of  savages 

From  Afric's  burning  sun  ! 
No  savage  e'er  can  rend  my  heart 

As,  Jessy,  thou  hast  done. 

But  Jcssj's  lovely  hand  in  mine 

A  mutual  faith  to  plight — 
Not  even  to  view  the  heavenly  choir 

Would  be  so  blest  a  sight. 

On   another    occasion,    while    she    was    in    the   sick-room,    ho 
took    up  a  crystal  goblet  containing  wine  end  water,  and  after 
writing  upon  it  the  following  verses  in  the  character  of  a  Toast, 
presented  it  to  her  : 
*  Pr  Hwnll  In  cominonly  antlmtood  to  >>liva  bttn  Banu'i  wh  mtdlntl  ittsndMil. 
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Fill  me  with  the  rosy  wine ; 
Call  a  toast — a  toast  divine ; 
Give  the  Poet's  darling  flame — 
Lovely  Jessy  be  her  name : 
Then  thou  mayest  freely  boast 
Thou  hast  given  a  peerless  toast 

Miss  Lewars  complaining  of  indisposition,  he  said,  that  to  provide 
for  the  worst,  he  would  write  her  epitaph.  He  accordingly  in- 
scribed the  following  on  another  goblet^  saying :  '  That  will  be  a 
companion  to  the  Toast : ' 

Say,  sages,  what 's  the  charm  on  earth 

Can  turn  Death's  dart  aside! 
It  is  not  purity  and  worth, 

Else  Jessy  had  not  died. 

\Mien  she  recovered  a  little,  the  poet  said:  'There  is  a  poetic 

reason  for  it,'  and  wrote  the  following : 

But  rarely  seen  since  Nature's  birth, 

The  natives  of  the  sky ! 
Yet  still  one  seraph 's  left  on  earth. 

For  Jessy  did  not  die. 

Then  he  would  joke  with  her  about  her  admirers,  and  speculate 
on  her  matrimonial  destiny.  'There's  Bob  Spalding,'  he  would 
say  :  *  ho  has  not  as  much  brains  as  a  midge  could  lean  its  elbow 
on  ;  he  won't  do.'  And  he  generally  wound  up  with  the  remark, 
that  *  being  a  poet,  he  was  also  a  prophet — for  anciently  they  were 
the  same  thing  —  and  he  could  therefore  foretell  that  James 
Thomson  would  be  the  man ' — a  prediction  which  time  fulfilled.* 

At  tlie  approach  of  the  4th  of  Juno,  Mi*s  Walter  Riddel  asked 
him  to  go  to  the  Birthday  Assembly,  to  show  his  loyalty,  and  at 
the  same  time  b^ged  a  copy  of  a  song  he  had  lately  written. 
He  answered  as  follows : 

*  JeHsy  Lewars  married  James  Tliomson,  a  writer  in  Dumfries,  on  Sd  June  1799.  He 
dieil  on  5th  May  1849,  at  the  age  of  seventy-five.  She  8i)ent  her  widowhood  in  Maxwell- 
town,  where  she  died  on  26th  May  1855,  at  the  age  of  seventy-seven.  She  is  buried  quite 
close  to  the  Hums  Mausoleum,  the  tombstone  of  the  Tliomsons  being  fixed  in  the  wall 
on  the  KuutU  side  of  it.  John  Lewars,  Bums's  flriend,  rose  to  be  Supervisor  of  Excise,  and 
died  in  1820,  at  the  age  of  fifty-seven. 


TO    MRS    RIDDEL. 

DDHraiis,  4ft  Jxtu  17M. 

I  am  in  xuch  miserable  health  as  to  be  utterly  incapable  of  Hlietving  my 
loyally  iu  any  way.  Rackt  bm  I  am  witli  ihcuiiialiiiiiin,  I  meet  every  face 
with  a  greeting  like  that  uF  Balak  to  ItoliuLni — '  Cuiiie  curse  me  Jacob ; 
and  come  defy  me  Israel  1 '  So  say  I^'  Come  cm-se  me  that  east  wiiui  j 
and  come,  defy  me  the  north  t '  Would  you  have  me  in  bucIi  circuin- 
Htancefl  copy  yon  out  a  love-BOiig?  No  1  if  I  mast  write,  let  it  1>e 
Sedition,  or  Blasphemy,  or  something  else  tliat  begins  with  a  It,  to  that 
I  may  grin  with  the  grin  of  iniquity  and  rejoice  with  the  rejoicing  of  an 
ajHMtate  angel. 

— '  All  g[>od  to  me  is  lost, 

Eril,  be  thou  my  good  I ' 

I  may  perliaps  see  yon  on  Saturday  ;  but  I  will  not  be  at  the  ball. 
Why  should  l!  'Man  delights  not  me,  nor  woman  either  I'  Can  you 
supply  me  with  the  song,  'Let  na  all  be  unhappy  together!' — Do,  if  you 
can,  andoblige/«pni(iireinu^rn6/e.  It.  11. 

The  progrcsa  of  his  disease  and  the  gradiinl  setting  nf  his  hopes 
of  life  are  best  shown  in  the  letters  he  wrute  nt  this  time. 
That  which  follows  was  addressed  to  his  fnend  the  Bchoolmaster 
of  Forfnr,  who  hnd  sent  him  in  February  a  small  installment  of 
his  long  overdue  debt.  Ho  had  nsked  money  from  Clarke  in 
February;  a  small  sum  to  account  hod  been  promptly  sent,  and 
ho  now  requests  a  further  instalment.  Such  a  fact  shows  tbo 
stiaits  to  which  he  was  reduced  by  his  illness  and  the  reduc- 
tion of  his  salary,  and  how  little  was  required  to  help  him 
out  of  his  difficulties. 

TO  KR  JAMES  CLARKE,  SCHOOLMASTER,  rORFAB. 

My  Dear  CLABKE-Still,  stjll  the  victim  of  affliction ;  were  yon  to 
see  the  emaciated  figure  who  now  holds  tiie  pen  to  you,  yon  would 
not  know  yonr  old  frienil.  Whether  I  shall  ever  get  about  again,  is  only 
known  to  HIM,  the  Great  Unknown,  wlioee  creature  I  am.  Alas,  Clarke, 
I  liegin  to  fear  tlie  worst  1  Aa  to  my  individual  self,  I  ant  tranquil ;— I 
would  deepise  myself  if  I  were  not ;  hut  Bums's  poor  widow  and  half 
a  dozen  of  liia  dear  little  ones,  iielpless  orphans  !  there  1  am  weak  as  a 
woman's  tear.*     Enough  of  tliis  !  'tis  half  my  disease  1 

1  duly  received  your  lost,  inclosing  tlie  note.f  It  came  extremely  iu 
time,  and  I  am  mucli  obliged  to  your  punctuality.  Again  I  must  reqaest 
yon  to  do  me  the  same  kindness.  Be  so  very  good  as,  by  reliim  of  post, 
to  incloae  me  another  note,  I  tmst  you  con  do  it  without  much  inconveni- 

*  'Bnlltm  weaker  than  kvoinui'i  Uar.'—TroUuaiiil  Crsiida, 
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encc,  aiid  it  ivill  serionaly  oIiligB  me.  If  I  mmt  go,  I  leave  a  few  friends 
1>eliiiid  me,  wliom  I  eliall  regret  while  consdoaBtieM  retn&iiia.  I  know  I 
elmll  live  in  tlieir  rememlittince. 

Adieu,  dear  Clarice  I  Tti&t  I  ihall  ever  eeij  yon  agalii,  is,  I  am  afmid, 
liii;Iily  in]prol)aIile.  B.  BUBNS. 

DuHFUES,  June  3M,  ITM. 

TO  HR  JAHBS  JOHNSON,  BDIHBUBOR. 

Diwnm  IJuM  1TV&1 

How  are  yon,  my  dear  Friend?  nnii  how  comM  on  yoar  fifth  volnme! 
You  limy  |iro1iably  tliink  tliat  for  Bome  time  past  I  liave  neglected  yim 
and  your  work;  liiit,  alas,  t)ie  hand  of  pain,  and  bottow  anil  care  lull 
lliene  many  months  lain  heavy  on  me  1  Penonal  and  domeaUe  affliction 
liavc  almost  entirely  banished  tliat  alacrity  and  life  with  which  I  used 
to  woo  the  niml  Muse  of  Scotia.  In  the  meantime,  let  ua  finisli  what 
we  have  no  well  began.  The  gentleman,  Mr  Lewan,  a  particular  friend 
of  mine,  will  bring  ont  any  proofs  (if  they  are  ready)  or  any  nieaeage 
you  may  have.    Farewell  I  B.  Bubnb, 

Turnover. 
'  IJiine  16],  Yoii  nhoiild  hat'c  liail  thin  when  Mr  Lewnra  called  on  yon ; 
but  Ills  Rftildlo-liagH  miscarrietl.  I  am  extremely  {inxioim  for  your  work, 
as  indeed  I  am  for  every  thing  concerning  you  and  your  welfare.  You 
are  a  KnM\,  worthy,  lioncat  fellow,  and  liavo  a  (,'oo<I  right  to  live  in  this 
world,  liecixuse  yon  dcMervc  it.  KTany  a  merry  meeting  thin  Pnlilication 
lias  given  iis,  and  ]H»sibly  it  may  give  us  niore,  thoiigli,  alas  1  I  fear  it. 
This  protracting,  slow,  consuming  illnees  wliicli  hangs  over  me  will,  I 
doubt  much,  niy  ever-dear  fiiend,  arrest  my  sun  liefore  lie  ha»  well 
reached  hia  middle  career,  and  will  turn  over  the  Poet  to  far  other  and 
more  im|>ortant  coneemR  than  ntndying  the  hi'illiancy  of  Wit  or  the 
pathos  of  Sentiment.  However,  Hope  ia  the  conljal  of  the  Ininion 
heart,  and  I  endeavour  to  cheriRli  it  as  well  a«  I  can.  Let  me  hear 
from  you  nn  soon  as  convenient.  Your  Work  is  a  groat  one;  and 
though  now  that  it  in  near  finishcil,  I  nee,  if  wc  were  to  iH'gin  ngnin, 
two  or  three  things  tliat  might  lie  mended,  yet  I  will  venture  to  pro- 
phesy, that  to  future  ages  your  Publication  will  be  the  text-book  and 
Bland  aril  of  Scoltisli  Song  and  Munic. 

I  am  asliame«l  to  aok  another  favor  of  yon,  because  you  linve  lieen  bo 
very  gooil  already  ;  hut  my  wife  has  a  very  particular  friend  of  hers,  a 
young  laily  who  sings  well,  to  whom  Kho  wishes  to  prcticnt  ?^«  Sfiitt 
Mmiral  Miisctim.  H  you  have  a  Hparc  copy,  will  you  lie  so  obliging  as 
to  send  it  by  the  very  Urst  Ply,  as  I  am  anxious  to  have  it  soon.* 

Yours  ever,  R,  Iti^nxs. 

•  '  111  t1il>  Immble  >n<l  <lel[nts  muiner  dlil  i<oor  Itiimi  uk  for  a  copy  of  the  wnrk  of 

l™ilmilS4(n-iu(na(,n(l«rol,oiulmH«(«(«)i«.,'    TheedlWr  1i«  »cflii  180 
IMh  own  hinil  inr  tlm  jruKwn.'-rsoHint. 
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On  the  day  that  he  wrote  this  letter,  Bums  was  retnovod  to 
Brow,  a  village  on  the  Solway,  in  the  hope  t)iat  be  might  benefit 
by  bathing,  country  quarters,  and  riding. 

In  anewer  to  his  request,  Johnson  sent  three  copies  of  the 
Mmeum,  one  of  which  the  Poet  presented  to  Jessy  Lowars.* 
It  was  inscribed : 

TO     MISS    JESSY     LEWARS. 
Thine  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair. 
And  with  them  take  the  Poet's  prayer : — 
Thnt  Fate  may  in  lier  fairest  jmgo, 
With  oveiy  kindliest,  host  presage 
Of  future  bliss,  enroll  thy  name  : 
While  native  worth,  and  spotless  fame, 
And  wakeful  caution  lo  Iwware 
Of  ill,  but  chief  man's  felon  snare  ; 
All  blameless  joys  on  earth  wo  find. 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  nijnd  : — 
These  be  thy  Guardian  and  Reward  ! 
So  prays  thy  faithful  friend,  the  Bard. 

It.  Burns. 


RODEItT    BURNS   TO   OEOROE  THOMSON. 

Brow,  4M  July  ITOD. 
My  DGAn  Sir— I  received  your  wings ;  bnt  my  liealtli  is  so  jirecariouii, 
any  ilan;,'eroutiIy  situaleil,  Mint,  as  a  Inst  effort,  I  am  here  at  sea-1>fttljiiiK 
qnarteiK,  lleHicleR  my  inveterate  rheumatism,  my  appetite  is  quite  gone ; 
anil  I  am  so  eniactateil  an  to  bo  scarce  able  bi  support  iuy»elF  on  my  own 
legs,  AIbb  !  is  this  a  time  for  me  to  woo  tlie  MnscsT  However,  I  am 
Htill  anxiously  willing  to  Hcrve  yimr  work,  and,  if  possible,  sliall  try.  I 
would  not  like  to  see  anotlicr  eiiiplnycil,  imletw  you  coulil  lay  yonr  hand 
npon  a  poet  wliosc  productions  would  lie  equal  t«  tlic  rest.  Yon  will 
sec  my  alterations  and  remarks  on  the  mar^^n  of  caeli  song.  My  address 
is  still  Dnmfrics.     Farewell  !  and  God  bless  yon  !  R.  HuRNS. 

Mrs  Walter  Riddel,  who  was  herself  in  poor  health  at  this 
time,  was  living  at  a  place  not  far  from  the  village,  and  hearing 
of  Bums's  arrival,  alio   invited  him   to  dinner,  and    sent  her 
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caniago  fur  him,  ub  lie  was  unable  to  walk.  'I  was  struck,' 
sliQ  t<aid  ill  a  contidential  lutter  to  a  friend  written  soon  sfter, 
'with  hia  appearance  on  enteilng  tlie  room,  llie  stamp  of 
death  was  imprinted  on  his  features.  He  se«med  already 
touching  the  hrink  of  eternity.  His  fiiet  salutation  was: 
"Wdl,  madam,  have  you  any  commands  for  the  other  world  t" 
I  replied,  that  it  seemed  a  doubtful  case  which  of  us  should 
be  there  soonest,  and  that  I  hoped  lie  would  yet  live  to  write 
my  epitaph.  He  looked  in  my  face  with  an  air  of  great 
kindness,  and  expressed  hia  ctoicem  at  seeing  me  look  so 
ill,  witli  his  accustomed  sensibility.  At  table  he  ate  little 
or  nothing,  and  he  complained  of  having  entirely  lost  the 
tone  of  his  stomach.  We  had  a  long  and  serious  couveisa- 
tion  about  his  present  situation,  and  the  approaching  termi- 
notion  of  all  his  eartlily  prospects.  He  spoke  of  his  death 
without  any  of  the  ostentation  of  philosophy,  but  with  fimmeas 
as  well  as  feeling,  as  an  event  likely  to  happen  very  soon,  and 
which  gave  him  concern  chiefly  from  leaving  his  four  children 
do  young  and  unprotected,  and  his  wife  in  so  interesting  a 
sitimtion^ — in  hourly  expectation  of  lying-in  of  a  fifth.  Ue 
mentioned,  with  seeming  pride  and  satisfaction,  the  proitiisitig 
genius  of  his  eldest  son,  and  the  flattering  marks  of  approbation 
he  bad  received  from  his  teachers,  and  dwelt  particularly  on  his 
hopes  of  that  boy's  future  conduct  and  merit.  His  anxiety  for 
bis  family  seemed  to  hang  heavy  upon  liim,  and  the  more  j>eTliBps 
from  the  reflection  that  he  had  not  done  them  all  the  justice  he  was 
so  well  qualified  to  do.  PaBsiiig  from  tliis  subject,  he  sheweil 
great  concern  about  the  care  of  his  literary  fame,  ond  particulorly 
the  publication  of  hia  posthumous  works.  Ho  sold  ho  was  well 
aware  that  his  death  would  occasion  some  noise,  and  tliat  every 
scrap  of  his  writing  would  be  revived  against  him  to  the  injury 
of  Ilia  future  reputation  :  that  letters  and  verses  written  with 
iingunrdcd  and  improper  freedom,  and  which  he  earnestly  wished 
to  have  buried  in  oblivion,  would  be  handed  about  by  idle  vanity 
or  malevolence  when  no  dread  of  liia  resentment  would  restrain 
them  or  prevent  the  censures  of  shrill-tongiied  malice  or  the 
insidious  sarcasms  of  envy  from  pouring  forth  all  their  venom 
to  blost  hia  fame. 

'  He  lamented  tliat  be  had  written  many  epigrams  on  persons 
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against  wlioui  he  untertained  no  enmity,  and  whoBO  chttntcters  he 
should  be  sorry  to  wound ;  and  many  indifferent  poetiool  pieces 
which  ho  feared  wonld  now,  with  all  their  im perfection b  on  their 
bead,  be  thrust  upon  the  world.  On  this  account,  he  deeply 
regretted  having  deferred  to  put  hia  papers  in  a  state  of  arrange- 
ment, as  he  WHS  now  quit«  incapable  of  the  exertion.'  The  lady 
goes  on  to  mention  many  other  topics  of  a  private  nature  on 
which  he  spoke.  'The  conversation,'  she  adds,  'was  kept  up 
with  great  evenness  and  animation  on  his  side.  I  had  seldom 
seen  his  mind  greater  or  more  collected.  There  was  frequently 
a  considerable  degree  of  vivacity  in  his  sallies,  and  they  would 
proliabjy  have  had  a  greater  share,  hnd  not  the  concem  and 
dejection  I  could  not  disguise  damped  the  spirit  of  pleasantry 
he  seemed  not  unwilling  to  indulge. 

'We  parted  about  sunset  on  the  evening  of  that  day  (the  5th 
July  170C);  the  next  day  I  saw  him  again,  and  we  parted,  to 
meet  no  more  I ' 


TO    ALEXANDER    CU>NIHGHAH,    R8Q. 

Bnow,  S(n-Inlik(ii!]  Qnnrtm,  Tfk  Jvly  ITM. 
My  dear  CUNNINaHAH— I  received  youre  here  tliia  nionient  and  am 
indeed  highly  flattered  with  the  ajiprolHition  of  the  litcinry  circle  yon 
mention ;  a  literary  circle  inferior  to  none  in  the  tn-o  kingdoms.  Alaa  I 
my  fricnil,  I  fear  the  voice  of  tlie  liard  will  soon  bo  lieard  among  yoo  no 
more  I  Far  these  eight  or  ten  montlie  I  have  been  ailing,  Bometimee 
bedfast  anil  sometimes  not ;  bat  these  last  three  months  I  have  been 
tflrlnred  with  an  excruciating  rheiinmtisni,  which  lion  reihiced  nie  to 
nearly  the  last  stage.  Yon  nctually  wonU!  not  know  me  if  you  aaw  me. 
Pale,  emaciated  and  so  feeble  as  occasionally  to  need  help  from  my 
clwur— my  spirits  fle<l  !  fled  I — hnt  I  can  no  more  on  tlie  auhject — only 
the  me<1ica1  folks  tell  me  tliat  my  last  and  only  chance  is  bathing  and 
country  qnarters,  and  riding.  The  ilence  of  the  matter  is  this  ;  wlien 
an  Exciseman  is  off  dnty,  his  salary  is  reduced  t^  £35  inRt«ad  of  £fiO. 
AVliat  way,  in  the  name  of  tlirift,  aha!!  I  maintain  myself  and  keep  n 
home  in  coimtry  qnarters — with  a  wife  and  five  children  at  home,  on 
ji;35  *.  I  mention  this  becanse  I  had  intended  to  lieg  yonr  utmost 
interest  and  all  the  friends  yoti  can  muster,  to  move  our  Commissionera 
of  tlie  Excise  to  grant  me  Uie  fnll  salary — I  dare  say  you  know  them 
alt  personally.  If  they  do  not  grant  it  nie,  1  must  lay  my  account 
with  an  exit  truly  en  poile.  If  I  die  not  of  disease,  I  must  perisli  with 
hunger. 
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I  have  sent  you  one  of  the  songB  (Lord  Gregory) ;  the  other,  my  memovy 
docs  not  serve  uio  witli  and  I  have  no  copy  here ;  but  I  shall  be  at  home 
soon,  Avhen  I  will  send  it  you.  Apropos  to  being  at  home,  Mrs  Burns 
threatens  in  a  week  or  two  to  add  one  more  to  my  paternal  charge, 
which,  if  of  the  right  gender,  I  intend  shall  be  introduced  to  the  world 
by  the  respectable  designation  of  Alexander  Ourmingham  Burm.*  My 
last  was  Jatnes  Glencaim,  so  you  can  have  no  objection  to  Uie  oom|}any 
of  nobility.    Farewell!  ROBT.  BUSNS. 

TO   TUB   8AHK.t 

Did  Thomson  shew  [you]  the  following  song,  the  last  I  made  or  prob- 
ably will  make  for  some  Ume?    The  air  Is  my  favorite — 
[Cliorus  and  verses  1  and  2  of  Sere  *e  a  health  to  one  I  loe  dearJ] 

I  shall  be  impatient  to  hear  from  you.  As  to  me,  my  plan  is  to 
address  the  Board  by  petition,  and  then  if  any  friend  has  tlirown  in  a 
word,  'tis  a  great  deal  in  my  favor.    Adieu  1  B.  BUBMS. 


TO   HB  GILBEBT   BUBNS. 

Brow,  Sunday,  10th  July  1796. 
Dear  Bbotheb — It  will  be  no  very  pleasing  news  to  you  to  be  told 
that  I  am  dangerously  ill  and  not  likely  to  get  better.  An  inveterate 
rhcuiiiatisni  has  reduced  me  to  such  a  state  of  debility,  and  my  ap])etito 
i8  HO  totally  gone,  that  I  can  scarcely  stand  on  my  legs.  I  have  been  a 
week  at  sea-l>athing,  and  I  will  continue  there,  or  in  a  friend's  house  in 
the  country,  all  the  summer.  God  keep  my  wife  and  children  ;  if  I  am 
taken  from  their  head,  they  will  be  poor  indeed.  I  have  contracted  one 
or  two  serious  debts,  partly  from  my  illness  these  many  months,  ])artly 
from  too  much  thoughtlessness  as  to  the  ex])ense  when  I  came  to  town, 
tlmt  will  cut  in  too  much  on  the  little  I  leave  them  in  your  hands. 
Kemember  me  to  my  mother. — Yours,  K.  B. 

On  the  same  day  he  wrote  to  his  fatheivin-law  : 

TO   MB   JAMES   ABMOUB,    M  A  U  C  H  L  I  N  E. 

Bbow,  July  10, 1796. 

For  Heaven's  sake,  and  as  you  value  the  welfare  of  your  daughter  and 
my  wife,  do,  my  dearest  Sir,  write  to  Fife  to  Mrs  Armour  to  come  if 
possible.    My  wife  thinks  she  can  yet  reckon  ux>on  a  fortnight.    The 

*  Cunningham  was  nlso  the  foinily  name  of  the  Earls  of  Olencafm. 

t  Here  first  printed  from  the  MSw  in  the  Watson  Collection,  National  Portrait  Gallery, 
Edinburgh.  It  is  docketed :  'Bums  to  Cunuingliam,  about  a  fortnight  before  the  Bard's 
death.' 
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medical  people  order  me,  aa  I  value  my  exulence,  to  liy  to  Bea-bKthiug 
Nid  cuuutry-quarten,  so  it  u  ten  tlioutHUiil  cliancea  to  one  that  I  sliall 
not  be  ivitliiu  a  dozen  niiloa  of  her  when  lier  liouv  coiiiea.  Wliat  a  situa- 
tion  for  her,  poor  girl,  ivitlionb  a  aiuf^le  friend  by  her  on  biicU  a  serious 
uiotuent  t 

I  liave  now  been  a  week  at  salt-waMr,  and  tliougli  I  think  I  have  got 
Mine  good  hy  it,  yet  I  liave  aoiiie  secret  feare  that  this  business  will  lie 
dangerous,  if  not  fatal.    Your  most  affectionate  son,  B,  B. 

For  many  months  Mrs  Dunlop  had  iQaintained  au  obstinate 
silence,  notwithstanding  Burns's  frequent  letters  to  her.  The 
cause  of  her  silence  has  not  been  explained,  although  various 
reasons  have  been  offered.     The  poet  now  wrote  to  her  for  the 

last  time. 


TO   UBS   DUNLOP. 


A  July  11»a. 


Madah — I  have  written  you  so  often,  witliout  receiving  any  answer, 
that  I  wonlU  not  trouble  you  aj^aiu,  hut  for  the  circuNi stances  in  wliich  I 
am.  An  illness  wiiicli  lias  long  Iiuug  about  me  in  all  probability  uill 
speedily  send  me  beyond  that  bourne  whence  no  travelhr  returns.  Your 
friendsliip,  with  which  for  many  yt-aia  you  honored  me  was  a  friendship 
dearest  to  my  soul.  Your  conversatiim,  and  especially  your  coirespon' 
denco,  wcra  at  once  highly  entertaining  and  instructive.  With  what 
pleasure  did  I  use  to  break  up  the  aeall  The  remembrance  yet  adds 
one  pnlse  more  to  uiy  poor  palpitAting  heart    Farewell  I  1  I 

H-B. 


In  a  letter  to  Mrs  Duulop,  written  by  John  Lewars  for  Mrs 
Burns  on  23d  July,  wo  are  told  that  Bums  had  the  pleasure  of 
receiving  an  explanation  of  Mis  Dunlop's  silence,  and  an  assurance 
of  the  continuance  of  her  friendship  to  liis  widow  and  children ; 
but  though  her  friendly  nttentiona  to  them  are  undoubted,  Mra 
Burns  denied  that  her  husband  rcceiveil  any  explanation  whatever 
of  Mrs  Dunlop's  long  silence. 

After  a  few  days,  sea-bathing  seemed  to  have  in  some  d^ree 
eased  the  poet's  pains,  so  that  he  once  more  began  to  entertain 
hopes  of  life.  At  this  crisiB  ho  received  a  letter  from  a.  Dumfries 
solicitor,  demanding  payment  of  an  account  of  £7,  48.,  due,  or 
overdue,  to  a  draper  for  his  volunteer  uniform.  It  was  generally 
believed  of  this  tradesman  by  his  contemporaries  that  be  would 
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never  have  haniBsod  tlie  poet  for  the  debt ;  indeed,  it  has  been 
TejiTcseiitcd  tliat  Mr  Williameon  (that  was  bu  name)  *  had  placed 
this  and  eomo  other  overdue  accounts  in  the  hands  of  a  eolicitor 
merely  because  it  seemed  the  most  convenient  mode  of  collecting 
them  ;  and  Bums'a  eldest  son  declared  that  the  letter  addressed  by 
Matthew  Fonn  (the  solicitor)  to  his  &thet  did  not  oontsia  any 
threatening  expro3aion&  In  Scotland,  liowever,  a  letter  from  a 
solicitor  is  generally  r^tded  as  a  menacing  step  on  the  part  of 
a  creditor;  and  Bums  was  now  too  depressed  in  spirits  and 
physically  too  weak  to  tnke  a  calm  view  of  the  situation.  He 
bethought  himself  of  two  friends  who,  he  uatotally  believed, 
would  give  him  help. 


TO   KB  JAMES   BUBKBBS,    WBITEB,    H0MTR08B. 

Dijiirain,  mk  Jtdf. 

Mv  DBABEST  CousiN— When  yoQ  offered  me  money  assistance,  little 
dill  I  think  I  should  want  it  ho  soon.  A  rancal  of  a  lialtcnlsHher,  to  whom 
I  owe  a  consitlemUe  bill,  taking  it  into  Iiib  lieiul  that  I  ani  dying,  lina 
commenced  a  process  against  me  and  will  infallibly  put  my  eiiiacialcd 
boily  into  jail.  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  acconimiidnte  me,  aod  that  by 
rctnrn  of  post,  witli  ten  pounds  T  0  James  1  did  you  know  tlie  pride  of 
my  heart,  you  wonid  feel  doubly  for  me  I  Alas  i  I  am  not  used  to  ^leg ! 
The  worst  of  it  is  my  health  wnH  coming  sbont  finely,  you  know,  and 
niy  physician  assures  me  that  melanclioly  ami  low  spiiits  are  half  my 
diaeone  :  guess  then  my  liorrois  when  this  business  1>cgan  i  If  I  hoi)  it 
settle<l,  1  would  be,  I  tliink,  quite  well  in  a  manner.  How  sliall  I  use 
the  language  to  you,  Oh — do  not  disappoint  me  I— but  strong  necessity's 
curst  command 

I  liave  been  thinking  over  and  over  my  brother's  afTurs,  and  1  fear 
I  must  cnt  him  up ;  hut  on  this  I  will  correspond  at  another  tiine, 
particularly  as  I  sbolt  (recpiirc]  your  advice. 

Forgive  me  tor  once  more  mention — by  return  of  post  Save  me  from 
the  horrors  of  a  jail  t 

My  compliments  to  my  frieml  Janies  +  and  to  all  the  rest  I  do  not 
know  what  I  have  written.  The  subject  is  so  horrible  I  dare  not  look  it 
over  ajja in. —Farewell !  R.  ItritNS. 
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ROBERT   BUBNa   TO  GEOROB   THOHBOM. 

BMW,  m  Ou  Sotwaw  Frilli,  UA  /uly  ITM, 

After  nil  itiy  boaated  independence,  catst  neceBaity  compels  me  to 
iiiiplure  you  fur  five  pounds.  A  cruel  «coDndrel  of  a  Habordanlier,  to 
whom  1  owe  an  account,  taking  it  into  liis  bead  that  I  am  dying,  hu 
commenced  a  process  and  will  infallibly  pat  nie  into  jail.*  Do,  for  God's 
Hake,  Bend  me  that  ttaiu  ;  and  tbat  by  relnrn  of  post.  Forgive  me  tbis 
earnestness,  but  tbe  liorror«  of  a  jail  have  made  me  lialf  distracted.  I 
do  not  oak  all  tbis  gratuitously  ;  for  npon  returning  healtb,  I  bereby 
promise  and  engage  to  furnisb  yaa  with  five  pounris'  worth  of  the  neatest 
song-genius  you  have  seen.  I  trieil  my  hand  on  '  KoUiieuiurcbie '  this 
morning.  The  measure  is  so  ditticiilt  tbat  it  is  iiiiposMble  to  infuse 
much  genius  into  the  lines— tliey  arc  on  the  other  aido.  Forgive,  forgive 
inel— Yours,  R.  BVRNS. 

It  was  to  happy  days  spent  on  the  banks  of  tlie  Devon  during 
tlio  5rst  blazo  of  his  fame,  and  to  Charlotte  Hamilton  and  her 
youtliful  loveliness,  that  the  poet's  mind  reverted  at  this  gloomy 
time.    These  lines  were  hia  lost  composition. 

FAIREST    MAID    ON    DEVON    BANKS. 
Tun  E—Sothiemu  rchie. 
Full  well  tliou  knowest  I  love  thee  dear, 
Couldst  thou  to  mnlico  lend  an  ear  t 
U  did  not  Lovo  exclaim  'Forbear, 
Nor  use  a  faithful  lover  eo.' 

ChoriM — Fairest  maid  on  Devon  banks, 

Chryst.ll  Devon,  winding  Devon, 
"Wilt  thou  lay  that  frown  aside. 
And  smile  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do? 

Then  come,  thou  fairest  of  tho  fair, 
Tliose  wonted  smiles  0  let  nie  share ; 
And  by  thy  beauteous  self  I  swear 

No  lovo  but  thine  my  heart  shall  know. 

James  Bumcsa,  though  not  a  rich  man,  immediately  sent  the  Bum 

*  Thonuon  hu  Ldtv  Added  a  not^ 
ha  woold  not  hire  been  in  any  lucl 
lu  liuplore  ihl  Ihiiii  Edlnburgli.' 
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nsked.      Thomson,   who    was    uot   much  better  off  than   Bums 
himself,  inodo  aa  prompt  a  Ksponae,  aiul  sent  £5. 

aSOBOK    THOXSOB    TO    KOBEBT    BUEME. 

[lUkAltolTM.] 

My  DEAR  SiB — Ever  aince  I  received  yoar  inelanelioly  letten  by  Kn 
Hyaloii,  I  Itave  been  raiuinatiiit;  ia  wliat  mumer  I  oonld  eadtvntm  to 
alicvinle  yuur  Bufferings.  Again  anil  again  I  thought  of  a  pecuniMy 
offer,  but  tlio  rMolIection  of  one  of  your  letters  on  thia  lubject,  and  the 
fear  of  ofleiidinf;  yonr  independent  Bpirjt,  checked  my  resolutiou.  I 
tlinnk  yon  heartily,  therefore,  for  the  fiankneas  of  your  letter  of  the  12tb, 
and  with  great  plcoenre  enclose  a  draft  for  the  very  sum  I  proposed  lend- 
in;;.  Would  I  were  Cliancellor  of  the  Exchequer  hnt  for  one  day,  for 
your  Hike  t 

Pray,  my  good  Sir,  is  it  not  possible  for  yoa  to  master  a  volume  of 
jMictry !  If  too  much  trouble  to  you  in  the  pieeent  state  of  your  liealth, 
some  literary  friend  might  t*e  found  hen,  wlio  wonid  select  and  anange 
from  yonr  manuscripts  and  take  upon  Lim  the  task  of  editor.  In  tlie 
uieautiiiie,  it  could  be  advertised  to  be  published  by  HubocriptMn.  Bo 
not  Hhuu  this  mode  of  obtaining  the  value  of  your  labour ;  tomemljer 
Toiio  publibhed  the  llutd  by  8ubscri|ilion.  Think  of  this,  my  dear  Burns, 
and  do  not  reckon  me  intrusive  with  uiy  advice  Yun  ave  too  well  con- 
vinced of  tlie  rct<|)ect  and  friendship  1  bear  you,  to  impute  anything  1 
say  to  an  unworthy  motive.     Yours  fnitlifully,  G.  T. 

Tlie  verses  to  '  IU>t1iieniurchie '  will  answer  finely.  I  am  Lsppy  to  see 
yuLi  can  still  tuno  your  lyre. 

James  Gracic,  banket  in  Dumfries,  8ont  to  inquire  after  the 
pout'ii  hualth  and  to  olfer  liis  carriogo  to  bring  bim  honia* 

TO    JAMES    QRACIE,    ESQ. 

Mr  DEAR  Sir — It  would  be  doing  high  injustice  to  this  |>1ace  nob  to 
acknowledge  that  my  rheumutisius  have  derived  great  benefit  fitim  it 
already  ;  but,  aloH  !  my  Iohs  of  apiwlitG  still  coiitiniiOH.  I  shall  not  nee<l 
your  kind  offer  this  week,  and  1  return  to  town  the  beginning  of  next 
week,  it  not  being  a  tide-week.  I  am  deUining  a  man  in  a  burning 
hurry.     So,  GimI  bless  you  !  U.  B. 

Mrs  liunia's  conditioB  had  of  course  prevented  her  from 
accompanying  her  liusband  to  Brow.  Ho  addressed  her  thus, 
apparently  on  the  14th  : 

•  There  1,1  taaie  nuon  to  Inllaia  UiU  thIa  friend  oBtni  Biirni  pecimiar;  aid  u  well. 
Thia  uii  lUtAl,  on  the  iiitliarity  of  Uia  port'*  eldeit  aoa,  In  m  Isttcr  wrttUii  to  Qr 
)lul»[L  CLuiibun  lu  Febiuary  lUl  by  i.  Oiiiiibell  Gnici«,  tba  binksr'*  gnndMD. 


TO    UBS    BURNS. 

Bbov,  niindair. 

My  dkakest  Lovk— I  Jelayi-d  writing  until  1  could  tell  yon  wli&t  effect 
Ma-batliiiig  wtu  likely  to  pn>duc«.  It  would  be  injustice  to  deny  tliat 
it  UiLH  eoHcd  my  |»iuB,  and,  I  tliink,  linn  tttrcngtliened  ine ;  but  my 
appetJtfi  ia  atill  extremely  bad.  No  fletih  nor  liiih  con  I  swallow; 
|K>iTidgo  atid  milk  ia  tlie  only  Ihing  I  cau  taste,  I  am  very  liappy  to 
bear,  by  [letter  from]  Misa  Jensy  Lewars,  tbat  you  are  all  well.  My 
very  best  and  kindest  compliiiieuta  to  lier  and  to  all  tbe  cUildrcii.  1 
will  aee  you  on  Sunday.    Yuar  affectionate  busband,  R.  B. 


TO    JOHN    CLABK,    ESQ.>    LOGHKRWOODfi. 

[Bbov,]  SBtimlav  luois  CIB  /ily]. 

Mv  DEAR  Sir— My  boors  of  batbing  Iiave  interfered  so  unluckily  as 
to  liave  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  wiiit  on  you.  In  the  meaDtiiiie,  aa 
tlie  tides  are  over,  I  aiixionxly  wish  to  return  to  tiiwn,  aa  I  have  nob 
beard  any  news  of  Mrs  Burns  tliese  two  days.  Dare  I  be  so  bold  as  to 
borrow  your  gig  T  I  bave  a  borse  at  command,  but  it  tlireatens  to  rain  ; 
and  getting  wet  is  perdition.  Any  time  aboat  tbroe  in  the  afternoon 
will  suit  me  exactly.    Yon»  meet  gratefully  and  sincerely, 

R.  Burns. 

John  M'Diarmid,  of  Dumfries,  comrouuicatcd  tho  following  to 
Mr  Lockhart ;  'Kousseau,  we  all  know,  when  dying,  wished  to 
be  carried  into  the  opou  air,  tliat  Iiu  might  obtait)  a  parting  look 
of  tlie  gloriouB  orb  of  day.  A  night  or  two  before  liuma  left 
Brow,  ho  drank  tea  with  Mra  Craig,  widow  of  the  miuistcr  of 
Uuthwell.  Kis  altered  appearance  excited  mucli  silent  sympathy  ; 
aud  the  ovoiiing  being  beautiful,  and  the  sun  sliining  brightly 
throng]  1  the  casement,  Miaa  Craig — after  Mrs  Henry  Duncan* — 
was  afraid  the  light  might  bo  too  much  for  him,  and  rose  with 
the  view  of  letting  down  the  window-blinds.  Bnma  immediately 
guessed  what  she  meant ;  and,  regarding  tho  young  lady  with  a 
look  of  great  benignity,  said:  "Thank  you,  my  dear,  for  your 
kin<l  attention ;  but  oh,  let  him  ehino :  ho  will  not  shine  long  for 
me !"' 

Before  leaving  Brow  Bums  had  a  fresh  attack  of  fever.     Ao- 

■  Hn  Diincui  wu  tha  wifa  ol  Dr  Hsnrr  Duncan,  mJniitar  or  Ruthwell,  lbs  origliubor  of 
nvini«i.b*iilu  in  Scotlanit,  tha  reHcuar  of  the  now  fiiinouK  Ruthwall  Cnw,  aiHl  tha  lint 
dwcribat  of  r«i>Ullui  ruototac*  on  tha  luifUaa  oC  uiciaut  atnli. 
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cording  to  Allan  Cunningliani,  who  was  living  iii  Dotnfrics  at  tlie 
time,  the  poet  '  returned  on  the  IStfa,  in  a  Bmoll  spriug-cart  Ilia 
DBceiit  to  his  house  was  steep,  and  the  cart  stopped  at  the  foot  of 
the  Mill-hole-brae  :  when  he  alighted,  he  shoot  much,  and  stood 
with  difficulty;  be  seemed  unable  to  stand  upright.  He  stooped 
as  it  in  pain,  and  walked  tottering  towards  his  own  door:  his 
looks  were  hollow  and  ghastly,  and  those  who  saw  him  then 
expected  never  to  see  him  in  life  again.'  Dt  Currie,  who  is 
believed  to  have  received  information  upon  the  sulgect  from  Dr 
Maxwell,  says:  'At  this  time  a  tremor  pervaded  his  frame; 
his  tongue  was  parched,  and  his  mind  sank  into  delirium  when 
not  roQsod  by  conversation.' 

On  bis  arrival  Diims  wrote  what  is  supposed  to  he  the  Ust  letter 
or  composition  of  any  kind  penned  by  him.  It  was  addressed  to 
his  father-in-law : 

TO  HR  JAMBS  ARHOUB,  HAUCRLIKK. 

DuHmiBi,  Afaiulair,  IBU  Jtlf. 

My  dear  Sib — Do,  for  Heaven's  sake,  send  Mm  Armour  here  iiiiiiiedi- 
ately.  My  wife  is  hourly  expecting  to  be  put  to  bed.  Good  God  I  what 
asiiuatioD  for  Iier  to  be  in,  poor  girl,*  without  a  friend!  I  relumed 
from  Bca-lmtliing  quarters  to-day  and  my  medical  friends  would  ahuont 
Itei-anade  me  tliat  I  mii  better;  but  I  think  and  feel  tliat  niy  streni^li  is 
BO  gone  that  tlie  disorder  will  prove  fatal  to  me.     Yoar  son-in-law, 

B.  B. 

The  life  of  Bums  was  now  to  be  measured  by  hours  rather  than 
diiys.  To  secure  quietness  in  the  bouse,  hia  four  little  hoys  were 
Heiit  to  John  Lewars's  house.  Jessy  tended  tho  sick  man  assidu- 
ously. Findlater  came  occasionally  to  soothe  Uio  last  moments  of 
liis  friend.  Early  in  the  morning  of  tho  21st  Bums  sank  into 
delirium,  and  it  became  evident  that  natiire  was  well-nigh  ex- 
hausted. Dr  Maxwell,  who  had  watcbed  by  bis  bed  tho  greater 
part  of  the  night,  had  left,  and  the  only  persons  who  remained 
in  tho  room  were  a  couple  of  sympathetic  neigbbours.  The  chil- 
dren wore  sent  for  to  see  their  father  for  the  last  time  in  life. 
They  stood  round  the  bed,  while  calmly  and  gradually  he  sank 
into  his  last  repose  The  eldest  son  subsequently  declared  that 
his  father's  last  words  were  a  muttered  execration  against  the  law 
■  Un  Dnn»  «m  not  ]r«t  thirty  yean  of  ig*. 
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agent  whose  letter  hod  embittereil  the  closing  scene  of  his  life. 
His  mother,  however,  in  the  latest  yean  of  hor  life,  queetioneil 
the  accuracy  of  this  statemont,  and  it  is  at  least  possible  that  the 
son — he  was  only  a  boy  of  ten^may  have    misunderstood   his 

father's  last  ejacuUtiou.* 

elrculitad  >bout  Dum>'i  liteit  ilBys,  ind  which  wu  flnl  given  iiiitillcity  to  by  Mr  Alei. 
Tsfloi  Iiinss,  vliucsM,  Bdfntiurgh,  Iti  1373,  In  the  couns  of  ■  correK]>ani]eiice  between  him 
*l)d>Hrtter'ityUng!i|]nKBir'Allqu>ntoI«tlor'in  theSaitnun,  Tlili  correipandenca  »*> 
prlv>t*lr  printed  In  1S7S  under  the  title  of  Bmtiu  and  Ihc  AtnMn  ModiratiL  Mr  Innee 
Islle  the  itory  till' : 

fttUch  very  high  luthotity^  Uiougli  It  paRH«  tliroiigli  ■ 


mforl 


teiiil 


rmittsl  to 


of  Ihs  Rer.  Sr  HenUenon  of  Glugao,  < 
IImth  thatltls"iIinoat  verbatim  "  u  lereived  by  iiiii 
wbD  lued  tfl  tell  tt  seemingly  kIUi  icnipiiloui  accuncy,  i 
the  pariah  iiilii liter  of  Cir,  who  liail  It  dinct  from  Bii 
giTeu,  butDiMul 


ofQirli 
at  mao. 


uid  I  have 


point  of  rle>>  very  high  autlioitty 
noni  Dr  John  HiUr  of  Glugoir, 
1  iiimt«a  to  hfm  by  Mr  M'Whirr, 
nifa  coiifldint.  Hie  name  le  not 
ng  toDummnthlreor 


ceeald  U 


Into  Dumftiea,  wheii  h«  Itauwl  Biinin  ilttlng  by 
tlmaa  nld],  and  In  great  ireakneid.  On  hia  Inqnii 
h«  waa  Tsry  111  (ndsail,  and  iiroceeiled  to  slpltla 
htnlfbelmswofanylhlngthatnilghf      "       " 


wu4  to  the  toll-bar,  ai 
porter,  Dnrnaialil:  'Tl 
goaeioftr.  Ifeelnonii 
tfllimelfaave'iotlonF 
'Oh,  what 


d  hia  friend,  'putyoui 


n,  with  a  few  varii 
man,  Mr  M'Whln-j 
he  wayalde  (oo  a  i 
Ing  about  hii  health,  Uuma  rsplleil  that 
a  on  his  coniplalnla.  The  friend  aakea 
.  Bumaaaid:  'I  thlnkidrinkorixirter 
m  In  mine,  and  wa  Hill  walk  hir- 
1  bavins  taken  a  dnught  of  the 
Immediately  added  r  '  Yet  It  only 


the  ftiture. 
Into  the  nn 


DfChrlatl 


nore  light')' before 
ilUth,  aiMrM' 


aadlyat 


lie  errand,  aa  1  wna  lea 

lat  1  havef^theref* 

Kot  being  at  that  tli 


«ted  hini  to  the  Saviour,  who  died  fD 

1,  lud  raid  :  '  It  l>  now  a  long  time  *li 

iheu  and  how  he  luu]  loat  It.  '  When  I 
my  htlier'i  honieat  Manc1iIlne(Ta[boltonT)  he  nted  Iomiii 
uient  otaccounla  from  hia  ouatomera  for  tiie  produce  of 

,  one  or  the  mEnhlera  of  A)T.     Having  called  on  him 

heaald  tome  :  "Young  man,  are  you  the  aullior  of  some  li 
having  bronglit  them  out  ofhladeak  he  put  tJiem  into  my 

poet  conreHied,  I  tried  to  evade  an  anawer,  and  laid  :  "  nnen  am  you  get  uienif-  ue 
replied:  "No  matter,  did  yon  writethcmr"  (They  are  Mid  tohaiabeen  acribblad  oo  the 
buk  or  the  nieal  or  other  account  which  Bum*  abacnUy  handed  in  to  thia  cualomer.]  Being 
brought  to  my  confeaalon,  he  Raid  ;  '^Tonng  iiar,  tf  you  are  the  author  of  theae  llnea,  let 
me  (ell  yon  that  you  are  poaieaiad  ota  vei^  uncommon  genlue,  and  Ifyon  improve  It  rightly 
are  deatlned  to  rise  to  great  distinction ;  and  let  me  adviae  yoa  to  t«ke  can  that  you  do  It 
all  justice,  particularly  OM  you  do  not  allow  It  to  be  cramped  with  the  popular  theology  of 
the  day,"" 

■Thla  laat  advice  waa  expanded;  but  Dr  Hendenon  deellnea  toelitrge  fall  memory  wltli 
more  of  It  aa  told  hini,  eicept  that  the  theology  of  the  Shoiter  Catachlim  was  apacliled. 
BelbreqnoUng  Dc  Huli'a  namtlve  of  Burntfs  neit  worda,  I  may  mention  that  the  poet 
la  eahl  afterwards  to  have  describeil  the  Intenia  Intoxication  which  lhl&  the  flnt  appre- 
ciation and  pnlne  which  he  had  ever  experienced,  produced.  "  I  did  not  know  whether 
I  was  on  my  head  or  my  feet  as  I  walked  out."    But  to  readme  what  bean  to  be  his  own 
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Bume's  death  caused  a  geoeral  feeling  of  regret  throughout 
Dumfries  and  its  neighbourhood.  Many  knew  well  the 
generous  character  of  the  tnaii.  AJI  deplored  the  premature 
extinction  of  a  spirit  which,  but  a  few  years  before,  had  flashed 
upon  the  worlil  so  brilliant  a  light,  and  sympathised  with  the 
young  widow  and  liet  helpless  children,  left  almost  destitute. 
Among  the  public  in  general  *  the  same  sentimenta  of  regret  and 

' "  liHvrng  ths  mlnfiUr  irlLh  uUinlihnisnt,  ud  thinking  oT  Ui6  mauling  oT  wliM  lit  bid 
nM  to  ma  u  I  <cu  on  iny  ny  IiomB  I  MM  lo  in)«1f ;  '  Wall,  U»  nilnMcr  kmii  IwUer 
llisn  tna;Mii],  iftlisn  bauy  tinlli  In  Uiem  tliinjii,  wlwt  In  Uia  lua  of  mj  trjrlnB  to  kaqi  mjr 
pamioiii  undar  natrmlntT'  And  n  from  tlutday  I  tbravotTiU  nitnlnt,  *nd  want  beu)- 
loiiR.'   (Or  MMna  audi  ifhnta  axprantog  llbentlon.    Dr  MaEr  ngoii  not  to  ba  iiira  of  ttia 

Mr  Taylor  IniiHuilda  ;  <lt  !•  open  to  anyone  to  aisna  tint  Burna  ma  minUkcii  aa  to 
Ilia  nieanlngortliaadvicaliegaton  Uili  and  other  Dccaalnnafnimhladarlcal  Manila.  Tliat 
1ia  got  Ilia  aclrlca— Ui*t  Die  Incident  happened— I  Iiave  dd  doubt.  Dr  M'KIbIv,  fbr 
eiKiitila,  UMil  lo  iiamM  It  all  hia  life  la  a  oell-known  Diet.'—'  AHqoauto  litlor'— Dr  Jolin 
Gnlnliipr,  a  welMtnown  tiitgaon,  clUien,  and  political  rerompr  of  Sd<nbiii|di,  and  gratid- 
iiepliew  of  Dr  Wllllani  Ualrynipla,  wlio  la 'one  (4  thain<nl)l«ranf  A]rT'  roanUoRad  Intba 

frlHi  gentleiiian,  wlio  rtpoatel  It  t<>  Mr  VWhliT  of  Vrr,  who  In  hIa  turn  reiieated  It  to  Dr 
John  Uidr  of  OlaHKOw,  who  attain  reiimted  It  to  Dr  nundeteoii  ofGlaiieaw,  who  Anally  i^ra 
it  In  writinc  to  Mr  Innti.  lleaaks:  '!»  Itcreillliletliat  bo  Mrly  a  n-oienlllon  or  Uunia'a 
talanta,  If  it  really  occumd,  aliouM  not  liave  Ijeon  heanlof  by  Ciinia  or  by  any  of  Dnnia'a 
numemua  blographan,  tior  rrlatai  bjr  hhi<wlr  or  hla  brotUer,  (liont:h  It  had  canted  him 
■iirhliitenH|!Tatll1citlon!'  Regarding  the  ' corrobonlluii '  or  (be  aUiry  by  Dr  H'Klnlay, 
'Aliquanto  Latlor' reMiarfca— ami  tlita  nUitMnent  baa  not  been  danieil— 'Dr  M'KlnUjIanot 
proiluclble  an  a  wlUieaa  igilniit  the  rallgloiia  chancier  of  DnmH,  or  of  "D'rympla  mild." or 
of  any  one  cliie.  Thers  l>  >  dwiiler  of  hia  history  vhlch,  though  locally  well  known,  baa, 
III  i-oiiaeqtuiiice  of  raelliiga  of  delicacy,  never  been  made  publicly  promliieiiL  lie  waa  Inng 
■luce,  but  artar  the  time  of  Bunm,  and  when  he  mii  ot  ripe  yean,  brought  uniier  tlic 
iiDlice  nr  the  chnitli  autboritlea  for  a  MsmUlotia  onenca^not  hereay,  but  fir  wona— and 
Kan  iniiiKlied  all  too  lanlenlly,  but  alill  >umciently  to  iiiark  hlin  a>  a  man  wlio  had  no  right 
to|irefercli«n(eaof  irreligioiiBgalnitanyother.'    'AHqnanlo  Lallor'  rurtlier]iolnlsoutt1iat 

cIglitHii-ir.  Indeeil,  he  can  be  (aid  with  tnitli  to  luve  ever  'gone  headlong'  at  all. 
Ill  '  Iteniarkflon  the  CoTTenpondeiica '  wbich  appear  In  tlic  brochure  alxvady  inentloiied,  It 
In  penlnenlly  pointed  out  tliat '  before  bin  elKliteeiiUi  year  Dnrna  bad  not  inotiiced  any  of 
lil4  nioit  remarkable  povina  1  not.  Indeed,  (111  loii|iaftar,eii|ieclilly  notoiieortluwapnlnleit 
at  the  rellgloiiB  pactlBH,  ciiatoniH,  or  cliamclar.  It  in  dilflcult  to  aee  how  the  nilnlHlrr,  or 
any  ono  ineeting  with  niich  aonen  aa  "  HanilnoiiiD  Nell"  or  "Tibtile,  I  liaa  aeeii  the  day" 
conid  have  thniigbt  of  a  po»ibll1l)P  that  Ilia  yonUirii]  aiitbor  »ai  likely  lo  write  on  tlin 
"  tlieolOKY  or  the  day  "  or  "Shorter  <.UtGCli1iiiii." '  It  may  be  added  lliet  (lie  entire  etory 
bi  niUlly  illiHsrediled  by  the  aUtxnicnt  tluit  I^iima  told  it  'a  row  days  boToce  bia  dnitli.  and 
aiUliiit  by  the  wayelde.'  It  la  alKoliitely  certain  that  after  he  retniiieil  from  the  Ilrow 
Well  Dunui  waa  uiinblc  to  leave  hl>  lionae. 


•  'On  the  Hat  liial 

;.  died  at  Dnmfriea,  after  a  linperinB  lUncaa,  the  celebrated  Ro 

Bi-vn.    tlla  ivetlcal 

by  Hie  wnniKh  and  1 

the  (endemeiw  of  |«iiiilon,  and  by  tliH  gloiviiis  toiichia  of  ■ 

•crtplire  pencil— will 

RUhleil  only  l>y  the  I 

ba.  «o  largely  oonVrilnite.1,  will  hear  *10i  resiet  that  bis  e 

npllnary  eixlowinputa 
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sympathy  prevailed.  Tlio  nation  seemed  to  feel  at  its  lieart  a  ]>nng 
of  self-reproach  for  liaving  failed  to  appreciate  and  foster  a  genius 
so  extraordinary. 

The  faneral  of  Bums  is  thus  described  by  Dr  Currio ;  '  The 
Gentlemen  Volunteers  of  Dumfries  determined  to  bury  their 
illustrious  associate  with  military  honours,  and  every  prejmratton 
was  made  to  render  this  lost  service  solemn  and  impressive.  Tlio 
Fencibic  Infantry  of  Angusshire,  and  the  regiment  of  cavalry  of 
tlio  Cinque  I'orta,  at  that  time  quartered  in  Dumfne!",*  offered 
their  assistance  on  this  occasion ;  the  principal  inhabitants  of  the 
town  and  neighbourhood  determined  to  walk  in  the  funeral  pro- 
cession ;  and  a  vast  concourse  of  jiersoua  assembled,  some  of  them 
from  a  considemble  distance,  to  witness  the  obsequies  of  the 
Scottish  bard.  On  the  evening  of  the  25th  of  July  the  remains 
of  Bums  were  removed  from  his  house  to  the  Town  Hall,  and  the 
fimeral  took  place  on  the  Bueceoding  day.t  A  party  of  the 
Volunteers,  selected  to  perform  the  military  duty  in  the  church- 
yard, stationed  thcniBelves  in  the  front  of  the  procession,  witli 
their  arms  reversed ;  the  main  body  of  the  coi'ps  surrounded  ami 
snpported  the  cofhn,  on  wliich  were  placed  the  hat  and  sword  of 
their  friend  and  follow-aoldier ;  the  numerous  body  of  attendants 
ranged  themselves  in  the  rear;  while  the  Fenciblu  regiments  of 
infantry  and  cavalry  lined  the  streets  from  the  Town  Hall  to  the 
hnrial-ground  in  the  southern  chuichynnl,  a  distance  of  more  than 
half  a  mile.    Tlie  whole  procession  moved  forward  to  that  sublime 


■  Dhort  ll(«  wen  >]«nt  tn  iilckn«iu 

■■ullgdDce;  >n<1  lUirMow,  witli  Byb  liiOmt  chlMr 

■■  no-  urt  wtOuiiit  u.y  raouree  but  wtat  ilio 

liny  hope  froiii  tlis  regart  due  to 

ry  of  hsr  hunbuitl. 

'Tha  public  an  rfopeelftill/  Intonued  Uiat  contribiitialil  for  tltc  irLfs  anrl  llinilly  of  lli« 
l«te  Kobrrt  Biiftin.  who  »rB  left  In  elrenmntiiiiCM  of  Bilronis  dlrtrtiw,  wlU  be  rwnlvwl  it 
the  lioiuni  of  Sir  WilU&in  Forb«  k  Co..  at  Htun  Muiinebl,  Runny  &  Co.,  nnil  at  the 
ebopiorthoBilluhiiriiU  bookmlkn. 

'  Ai  It  I*  iiru|KiH<l  to  pnbllnh,  eonie  time  hcncr,  a  poiiUiiiinoiw  TOluinr  of  Iha  pocllcal 
reuiilna  of  Robert  Dnniii,  for  the  benellt  of  the  enthoi'ii  limlly,  liiH  rrlenilH  init  icqialnt. 
inceii  are  reqneHtfd  to  traueinlt  luch  poenis  and  Itllm  u  happen  to  be  In  their  potueulon 
to  Aleianiler  CiinnlnBham,  writer,  Omrge'ii  BtnTt,  BJInburgh  ;  or  to  John  flyme,  Ktri.,  of 
Ityeilale.  DnuilHee/— KiHnftBriT*  AilrrrtlJtr,  July  SB. 

*  The  Clnqna  Porta  Cavalry  luicl  arrlveil  in  Diimrrin  only  a  Fnw  claya  IvForo  the  ilnatli  of 

■nil  prime  mlnhiter  of  England. 

f  Tlia  JWlKhKryli  Advrrtitr  of  Friday  the  Sllth  rnntalna  a  parsRiapli,  dated  '  Dnniftiea. 
mb  July,"  *l.lrh  aaya  that  •  the  remain*  of  Bnnia  were  lnterre.1  on  .Ifon Joy,  wilh  military 
hououra  and  enry  tulUbIa  mpeGL'  Mondajr  wu  Ibe  Wth,  and  tb|a  undoiiUttlly  wm  His 
/luf  of  the  ftinenl. 
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and  aifecting  strain  of  music,  the  Dead  March  in  Saul;  and  three 
volleys  filled  over  his  grave  marked  the  retom  of  Bums  to  his 
parent  earth !  The  spectacle  was  in  a  high  degree  grand  and 
solemn,  and  accorded  with  the  general  sentiments  of  sympathy 
and  sorrow  which  the  occasion  had  called  fortli.'  On  the  day  of 
her  husband's  funeral  Mrs  Bums  gave  birth  to  a  son.  This  child, 
named  ^faxwell,  in  honour  of  Dr  Maxwell,  the  physician  who  had 
attended  Bums  on  his  death-bed,  died  in  infancy. 


BORNS-AFTER  DEATH. 


^■tT  is  iiot  K)  flnrprising  that  Burns  died  poor  and  almost 
vWU  iiidigent  as  that  he  left  so  coniparatively  trifling  an  amoilDt 
^^  of  debt*  The  money  realised  by  his  Poems  appears  to 
•^  have  been  expended  by  the  time  he  left  Ellisland :  he 
obtained  nothing  more  from  that  source  except  the  small  sum 
thrust  upon  him  by  Thomson,  He  had  lived  four  and  a  half 
years  in  Dumfries  on  an  ascertained  income  which  probably 
never  rose  above  £90  a  year,  f  with  a  family  of  seven  or  eight 
persons  to  support,  and  this  at  a  time  when  the  necessaries 
of  life  were  uniiBually  dear;  and  yet  he  had  exercised  so 
much  prudence  and  self-denial  that  only  a  few  pounds  stood 

*  It  hu  bMD  npmCeillji  lUttd  Uut  Burni  illed  frea  of  debt.  Thia,  eren  b^  bit  oim 
nnfmiDn  O'ttn  to  hii  brother,  Jul;  10,  ITW),  Ja  not  itrlctly  tras.  He  ownl  inuill  iDml 
tn  variant  trmdeeman,  u  well  u  a  balanca  of  rent  to  bli  Undloid,  CipUln  BainlltOD. 
Frobably,  boiiever,  the  total  amount  of  bla  dabta  did  not  nucli  «xr;«ed  thlrtj'  pound*. 
Ths  following  iBltrr  from  Gilbert  Biinii  to  Mr  Wallace,  wrlt*f  In  Dum(H«,  throwi 
■oine  light  on  the  auttject,  vhlle  etlU  furtbtr  conflrmlng  Uis  (kct  that  Ur  Jansa  darks, 

itomoaL,litJan.nil. 
Kb  Waluce.— Sir— I  Intanded  to  bave  bem  In  Damrrles  about  thli  time,  to  havs  t*id 
off  m;  brother'a  dabta :  but  I  tlnd  much  dincultr  In  aparing  as  inucb  mous]'.  1  think  ol 
olT^lng  Captain  Hamilton  and  Mr  WllllaniHin  tha  hair  of  thalr  accU.  and  begging  a  llttls 
time  to  par  Uie  otlicr  half.  If  Mr  Clark  pay  np  bli  bill,  I  hope  b>  be  able  to  [ay  off  ths 
aiiiallar  accB-  1  bag  jroii  will  wrlU  ma  ^}III  opinion  Immedlatalf  on  thla  aubject.  Will 
you  have  tha  goodnaaa  to  mention  thIa  to  them,  which  will  aava  me  aoma  uueaalueH  when 
I  come  to  Dnnifriea,  whlrfa  I  think  will  be  In  two  or  thiw  weeki,  unleea  I  hive  occulon  to 
deUy  It  till  Duii^rtlta  hlr  t  I  b^  that  you  will  amooth  the  way  to  me  in  ait  bualneaa  aa 
nucti  UfOD  can.  I  do  feel  much  hurt  at  It:  but,  aa  I  auppoaa  the  dela;  nn  be  no  gnat 
Inoonvanlanc*  to  tha  gentleman,  I  hope  thay  will  ba  Indulgaut  to  m*.— I  am,  sir,  yotir  moat 
obadt  hombla  aart.  OiLuinr  BiTsm. 


oj    Liie    Uommissary    of 

onsuin^'  6th  of  October,  confirming  to  her,  *e} 
to  the  innquhilc  Rohert  Burns,'  the  use  of  the 
represented. 

Wliile  Burns  lay  dead  in  his  house,  his  frie 
to  Mr  Burness  of   Montrose  informing  him   ol 
event,  and  apologising  for  the  delay  in  answen 
communication,  on  the  ground  that,  at  the  time 
*  Mr  Burns  was  totally  unable  either  to  write  or 
Mr  Burness  immediately  sent  a  letter  of  the  kind( 
the  widow.     He  was  not  a  rich  man,  and  he  had 
own  to  provide  for ;  yet,  apparently  as  a  simple  n 
he  offered  to  relieve  the  widow  of  the  charge  of 
and  to  educate  him  with  his  own  children ;  and 
additional  sum  of  X5,  to  relieve  her  immediate  n 
verting,  further,  to  what  the  poet  had  told  him 
Gilbert's  debt,  he  advised  her,  as  far  as  circumstai 
to  '  use  lenity  in  settling  with  him.'     Mrs  Bums  i 
ful  terms,  but  declined,  in  the  meantime,  to  part  ^ 
children :  she  heartily  concurred  in  Mr  Bumess's  si 
Gilbert's  debt     The  latter,  who  had  long  struggl 
difficulties  at  Mossgiel,  made  up  his  mind  at  his  1 
to  sell  off  all  he  possessed  in  order  to  discharge  the 
to  the  destitute  Dumfries  family.     But  the  poet's 
ful  of  her  own  pressing  need,  resolutely  forbade  t 
money  was  not  paid  up  till  twenty-four  years  after, 
without  interest     It  must  be  remembered,  howev 
the  whole  time  of  its  mnn/*-—  '^"* 
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for  the  widow  and  childi-uu.  Witii  bim  waa  aesociated  in  his 
task  Dr  William  Maxwell,  the  poet's  medical  attendant,  a  man  in 
pohtical  opiniona  and  sociability  decidedly  after  his  own  heart 

Alexander  Cunningham,  Bums'a  principal  Edinburgh  friend, 
associated  himself  with  Syme  and  Maxwell.  One  or  other  of 
the  three  was,  in  alt  probability,  the  author  of  the  newspaper 
announcement  which  has  been  quoted.* 

Syme  had  an  old  college  friend  in  practice  as  a  physician  at 
Liverpool,  a  man  of  literary  talent,  whom  affinity  of  taste  had 
brought  into  intimacy  with  the  'well-known  author,  Mr  William 
RoBcoe  of  that  town.  This  was  Dr  James  Currie,  who  had 
hitherto  enjoyed  only  B  dubious  fame  as  the  supposed  author  of 
Jasper  WiUon'e  Letter  to  Mr  Pitt,  a  pamphlet  in  which  the  war 
had  been  deprecated  with  an  ene^y  far  from  pleasing  to  the 
administiation.  Currie,  who  was  the  son  of  a  Scottish  clergy- 
man, and  a  native  of  Annan,  had  read  with  avidity  Bums'a  Poems 
on  their  first  appearance,  and  had  had  a  casual  interview  with 
the  poet  at  Dumfries  in  1792.  On  hearing  of  the  death  of  Bums, 
he  expressed  to  Syme  a  strong  interest  in  the  intended  sub- 
scription and  also  in  the  preparation  of  a  '  Life '  and  an  edition 
of  the  posthumous  works  of  the  poet.  Within  a  month  he  col- 
lected forty  or  fifty  guineas  for  the  family.  At  the  same  time 
he  wrote  about  the  proposed  publication  in  such  terms  as 
amounted  to  an  offer  of  his  own  literary  assistance  to  any  extent 
that  might  be  desired.  There  was  some  uncertainty  at  first  as  to 
the  selection  of  an  editor  and  biographer.  Professor  Dugald 
Stewart  was  thought  of.  So  was  Mra  Walter  Riddel  Dt 
Currie  pressed  Syme  to  take  the  matter  up.  But  it  was  finally 
settled,  in  September,  that  the  duty  should  devolve  upon  Dt 
Currie  himself. 

Meanwhile  the  subscription  went  on,  but  not  very  rapidly.  In 
Dumfriesshire  a  snm  of  somewliat  more  than  jBIOO  was  contributed 
within  the  first  three  months.  In  Liverpool  Sr  Currie  secured 
seventy  gnineas.  The  Edinburgh  total  had  not  by  the  end  of  the 
year  risen  much  above  the  latter  sum,  though  Bums  had  there  had 
many  admirers  and  not  a  few  friends.  It  does  not  appear,  how- 
ever, that  any  efforts  were  made  in  Scotland  beyond  the  publica- 
tion   of    advertisements   in   the   newspapers.     In   London    more 

■8«ap.l80. 


...     tu    .i>lJUU,     Willi     wni 
lianded    over    to    tlie    provost   aiu 
appropriated    to    the    use    of    Mrs 
and    £400   to    tlio    use    of   the    \ 
each  of  whom  received  X200  on  ma 

During  the  latter  part  of  1796  Sy 
letters  and  fugitive  poems,  and  m 
Mrs  Dunlop  gave  up  her  letters  in  e> 
Clarinda  kept  hers,  hut  promised  to 
passages   from   them,  provided  her 
returned.^      Robert  Aiken  had  gath 
poet's  communications :  but  the  bund 
ful  clerk,  and,  it  is  feared,  destroyed, 
mass  collected  by  Syme  was  transmitte 
1797.     *I   received,'   says   Currie,    *  tl 
his  drawers  and  of  his  desk — as  it 
the  copy-book  on  which  his  little  bo, 
writing.* 

George  Thomson  readily  gave  up  tl 
sent  him  for  the  Melodies  of  Scotlan 
series  of  letters  which  the  poet  had  a 
Scottish  songs ;  and  in  order  that  this 
fresh  in  Currie's  edition — only  six  c 
appeared  in  the  Melodies — ^he  kept  bac 

•  In  » letter  to  Mr  Syme,  written  at  this  time,  Mm  ] 
*What  can  have  impresaed  such  an  idea  upon  yon 

distant  intention  to  destroy  these  precioits  mem^-=-' 

of  which  would  influence  m«  '»'— -  * 

one  of  them  t/^  -    ' 
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siderable  time.    His  couduct  was  fully  appreciated  by  the  Burus 
family.* 

Of  the  180  BOQgs  sent  in  Burns'B  own  handwriting  to  Johnson's 
Scots  MuKieal  Mweum,  only  forty-seven  were  finally  prononnced 
by  Dt  Currie  to  be  wholly  and  solely  Bums's.  llie  poet  himself, 
though  the  magnitude  of  Johnson's  collection  seems  to  have  dis- 
posed him  to  regard  it  as  '  the  text-book  and  standard  of  Scottish 
song  and  music,'  felt  ashamed  of  much  that  he  had  contributed  to 
it.  '  Here,  once  foi  all,'  said  be,  in  a  letter  to  Mi  Thomson,  <  let 
me  apologise  for  the  many  silly  compositions  of  mine  in  this  wotIc. 
Many  beautiful  airs  wanted  words,  and  in  the  hnny  of  other 
avocations,  if  I  could  string  a  parcel  of  rhymes  together,  anything 
near  tolerable,  I  was  fain  to  let  them  pass  I '  On  the  other  hand, 
a  considerable  number  of  his  contributions  to  Johnson  were  equal 

■  ailbert  Bunii  wrolo  ThoinioD  Is  IbUoiH,  ou  recalvliig  Iho  prw«nt  of  ■  volnme  of  bii 


DiNHim,  14U  iranA  IBOO. 

it  your  aongt,  wtalcli  cilli  (br  my  nniMct 
hdnka.  If  ever  1  come  to  Bdlnburgli,  1  »1U  ceiUinly  »v»Ll  my«lt  of  your  inviUtWo,  to 
aU  OD  *  penOD  vba»  tuiDdKina  cooduct  to  m;  brothsr'i  ftmlly  hu  ueured  my  Htonn, 
■nd  confinoed  to  iti«  Ui<  opinion,  tMt  niiiilc»l  tuta  *nd  Ulsnta  hive  ■  cltHS  coniisctloD 
vitli  the  hinnony  of  tbs  monl  feellnge.  1  itn  unwilling  Indeed  to  bellsve  thit  the  niotfoiu 
ot  gv«ry  ona'i  heart  tm  duk  u  Bnbus  to  nhom  Dun*  tfitun  bu  denied  >  good  eer  uid 
muiEciil  CApicity.  a«  ber  lidyihip  ku  been  plenHd  to  andow  myself  but  Bcsntlly  In  these 
tHirtlcnUra ;  but '  hkppy  Iba  Bnlu  who  poueseea  It,  beppy  hit  cot,  *nd  happy  the  ehsnr 
i>r  IL'  To  the  ebu«r  of  youn,  I  beg  you  wlU  pnecnt  my  moat  cordial  congntulitl(ni& 
Uy  eUtar-lti-Uw  bega  mo  to  pmant  bar  bflt  tbuki  to  you  Ibr  bar  copy,  md  to  ueura  yoo 
that,  howerer  little  ihamty  hiiva  eiprCHad  lt,>b«hu  i  proper  lenia  of  tlie  kInditUnUoD 
you  luva  (0  fclndly  ahairn  hn.— I«m,  dear  air,  with  the  bighait  eitwm,  your  most  obadlant 
hnmbls  aerunt,  Qilbibt  Buiua. 

Thonuon'i  work  ettended  to  Hva  folumea,  ol  which  u  octam  edltlou  ni  ■□baa' 
quautly  publlihail,  and,  after  ■  long  Interval,  ha  added  a  iliUi  volume  in  IMl,  the  work 
having  thua  occulted  In  Ita  preiiaralior  and  poblkatlon  not  much  le*a  than  half  a 
century.  Thomion  ntlml  from  the  prlndpal  clarkahlp  of  Ilia  Traatats'  OHca  In  18W, 
after  having  llllsil  it  Itor  flfty-eight  yfara.  On  the  M  of  March  1S47,  a  Hirer  vaae,  pur- 
chtHd  by  one  hundred  gentloman  ot  Edinburgh,  waa  pnnauted  to  hlin,  aa  a  mark  of 
thalr  napact  and  eMMm.  On  that  ooeaalon  Lord  Coekbura  apoka  of  'Iba  protncted 
life  which  had  been  dnvoted,  In  one  couth  of  unchanging  ganUcneas,  to  public  and 
private  duty.'  In  hla  oBlcial  capacity,  '  in  everything  that  reUted  to  the  advancenieiit  of 
the  lueful  and  the  elei^iit  acta,  he  wai  an  Initmctor  and  a  guide ;  and  If  them  wia  a  aingta 
yoang  man  vho  had  the  promlta  of  merit  united  with  a  humble  dlipoalCion,  It  waa  to  Hr 
Thomaon  ha  looked  fbr  counxel,  and  it  wai  hie  houie  that  waa  always  ready  to  reealva 
him.'  Ai  to  the  imputation!  In  connection  with  the  hiitory  of  Bnma  [to  the  lETect  that 
ThomJwn  had  treated  the  poet  ehahWly  In  hie  pecuniary  daallnga].  Lord  Coeilbum  laid 
that  he  had  long  ago  itndled  the  matter  with  a>  mmh  candour  as  any  man  could  apply 
to  any  aubject  in  which  ha  wh  not  panonally  Intareatsd;  and  hla  'clear  conrlctlon  wai; 
not  only  tliat  all  theaelmpuUtlons  wan  gniundlesa,  but  that,  if  placed  now  in  the  BanH 
lltiiltlon  in  nhlch  he  was  then,  nothing  dllTercnt  or  better  could  ba  dnua.' 


.    ,ftia   priiueu  at  j^iverpo 
^>()rlli-of-lr(.*laii(l  man  of  Scottish  extractio, 
mail  of  talent  ami  ardent  temperament,  a 
a  woisliip})er  oi  genius.     He  did  his  best 
beautiful  example  of  the  typographic  art,  ai 
admiration.*     The  profits  of  the  work  are 
Currie  to  have  been  £1200  ;  but  in  Dr  Cui 
ence  is  made  to  the  sum  of  £1400  as  having 
widow  and  family  by  the  publication. 

Mrs  Bums  lived  on  in  the  small  house  ii 
died,  her  modest  and  amiable  character  winnin 
of  the  whole  community.     The  proceeds  of  thi 
enabled  her  to  bring  up  her  sons  in  a  cred 
Currie  paid  her  a  visit  in  June  1804,  when  '  evt 
he  says,  'bespoke  decent  competence,  and  e\ 
shewed  me  the  study  and  small  library  of  her 
he  left  them.     By  everything  I  hear,  she  coi 
proachably.'    He  adds  :  '  From  Mrs  Burns's  ho 
churchyard,  at  no  great  distance,  to  visit  the 
As  it  is  still  uninscribed,  we  could  not  have  f( 
person  we  met  with  in  the  churchyard  pointed 
us  he  knew  Bums  well,  and  that  he  (Bums) 
spot  in  which  he  is  buried.     His  grave  is  on  th( 
of  the  churchyard,  which  it  fills  up^  and  at  the 
of  his  two  sons,  Wallace  and  Maxwell' 

Mrs  Bums  erected  on  the  grave  a  plain  to 
simply  with  the  name  and  age  of  the  ru><^«^  *^ 
mausoleum  was  built  v^- 
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tombstone  is  sunk  under  the  pavonieut  of  the  mausoleutn,  and  the 
original  gmve  ia  occupied  by  the  eldest  daughter  of  Mrs  Duolop, 
Mrs  Peiochon,  who  died  iu  October  1825. 

The  poet's  widow  survived  liiin  tliirty-eigbt  yean,  living  on  in 
the  house  Bums  died  in.  Iu  1817  Mr  Maule  of  Fanmure  (after- 
wards  Lord  Faumure)  settled  £&0  a  year  on  her,  but  her  sod 
James  was  able,  within  a  yeai  and  a  half,  to  relieve  him  of  the 
obligation  he  had  spontaneously  taken  oa  himself,  and  Mra  Burns 
spent  her  latter  days  in  comparative  affluence ;  yet  'never  changed 
nor  wished  to  change  her  place.'  She  was  paralysed,  and  her 
speech  was  affected  some  years  before  her  death,  which  occurred 
on  26th  March  1834.*  When  the  mansoleum  was  opened  for  her 
interment,  Barus's  skull  was  temporarily  removed,  and  a  cast  was 
taken  from  it,  on  which  George  Combe  wrote  an  elaborate  '  phreno- 
logical '  report  On  the  lid  of  the  coffin  being  removed, '  There,'  says 
Mr  M'Diarmid,  'lay  the  remains  of  the  great  poet,  to  all  appear- 
ance entire,  retaining  various  traces  of  recent  vitality,  or,  to  speak 
more  correctly,  exhibiting  the  features  of  one  who  had  recently 
sunk  into  the  sleep  of  deatL  The  forehead  struck  every  one  as 
beautifully  arched,  if  not  so  high  as  might  reasouably  have  been 
supposed,  while  the  scalp  was  rather  thickly  covered  with  hair,  and 
the  teeth  perfectly  firm  and  white.  Altogether,  the  scene  was  so 
imposing  that  the  commonest  workmen  stood  uncovered,  as  the  late 
Dr  Gregory  did  at  the  exhumation  of  the  remains  of  King  Bobert 
Bruce,  and  for  some  momenta  remained  inactive,  as  if  thrilling  under 

*  Tim  hoiuebold  antcto  of  Hn  Bami  mn  Bid  b;  public  auction,  uii  bnught  UD- 
ODmmanl]'  lug*  ■nmi.  owlog  to  tlu  uiilsty  at  Ihs  public  to  potHH  nllci  o!  lb«  houw- 
bold.  Acconllng  to  Ibe  Dtinifria  Coaritr,  '  tha  kucUoueei  comnienced  with  iiiiill  aitldai, 
and  aheii  ha  otiua  to  a  brokan  copper  coffee-pot,  then  wers  ao  many  blddara  that 
the  prica  paid  eioeeded  tvent;r-'bld  Uib  Inlrlcalc  valua.  A  t«a-kett1a  of  ths  aams  metal 
aoccMded  and  imched  £3  alerllDg.  Ot  the  llDsua.  a  lableclotb,  marked  17a!,  Hblch, 
•peaking  comnienilaUj,  mar  lie  worth  halF-a-ccown  or  Are  ahlllliige,  waa  knocked  down  at 
dt,  Ta.  Man]'  otber  aiticlaa  commuidad  baadeoma  pcicea,  and  the  older  and  plainer  tha 
rnmlture.  the  better  It  aold.  The  maty  iron  top  or  a  ihower-talli.  whlcli  Un  Danlop  of 
Donlop  nnt  to  tha  poet  whan  aDIctad  with  rhaunwtlBin,  waa  bought  br  k  Carllile  gentle- 
niMi  for  £1,  8a. ;  and  h  low  vooden  kltchen-cbulr,  on  whlcIi  tha  hita  Un  Bnma  aat  wbaa 
nareing  bar  cbUdreD,  waa  ran  up  to  £1, 7a.  Tha  UTital  and  china  were  mncti  coveted,  and 
brought.  In  moat  caaea,  splendid  pilcaa.  Evan  an  old  fender  reached  a  figure  which  would 
go  Ikr  to  bnir  btira^down  new  onea,  and  atarythlng  lowaida  tba  close  altntctod  uotica, 
down  to  greybearda,  bottlea,  and  a  half-worn  pair  of  bellowi.  The  poet'e  efght-day  clock, 
made  bj  a  Hanchllne  artlat,  attnctad  gnat  attention,  fniin  ths  clrcumsUnce  that  It  bad 
tnqnentlr  been  wound  Dp  by  hia  own  band.  In  a  faw  leconda  It  waa  bid  ap  lo  £1E  01 
guineaa,and  waa  anally  dfepoaad  of  for  £SG.  Ths  purchaaei  had  1  bard  battle  to  Agbt; 
bnthlaaplrlt  waa  good,  and  hli  puna  obrloasly  not  a  light  one,  and  tha  story  nn  tbatbe 
bad  iDitructsd  Mr  BlcbanlMiii  to  wciua  a  pnltaMMa  at  any  aum  oudai  iML' 
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the  effects  of  some  undefinable  emotion  while  gazing  on  all  that 
remained  of  one  "  whose  fame  is  wide  as  the  world  itself."  But  the 
scene,  however  imposing,  was  brief ;  for  the  instant  the  workmen 
inserted  a  shell  beneath  the  original  wooden  coffin,  the  head 
separated  from  the  trunk,  and  the  whole  body,  with  the  exception 
of  the  bones,  crumbled  into  dust' 

Mr  Archibald  Blacklock,  surgeon,  who  was  present  at  the 
exhumation,  drew  up  the  following  description  of  the  skull : 
*The  cranial  bones  were  perfect  in  every  respect^  if  we  except 
a  little  erosion  of  their  external  table,  and  firmly  held  together 
by  their  sutures ;  even  the  delicate  bones  of  the  orbits,  with  the 
trifling  exception  of  the  os  unguis  in  the  left^  were  sound,  and  un- 
injured by  death  and  the  grave.  The  superior  maxillary  bones 
still  retained  the  four  most  posterior  teeth  on  each  side,  including 
the  dentes  sapientioB,  and  all  without  spot  or  blemish  ;  the  incisores, 
cuspidati,  &c.,  had  in  all  probability  recently  dropped  from  the 
jaw,  for  the  alveoli  were  but  little  decayed.  The  bones  of  the 
face  and  palate  were  also  sound.  Some  small  portions  of  black 
hair,  with  a  very  few  gray  hairs  intermixed,  were  observed  while 
detaching  some  extraneous  matter  from  the  occiput  Indeed, 
nothing  could  exceed  the  high  state  of  preservation  in  which  we 
found  the  bones  of  the  cranium,  or  offer  a  fairer  opportunity  of 
supplying  what  has  so  long  been  desiderated  by  phrenologists — 
a  correct  model  of  our  immortal  poet's  head :  and  in  order  to 
accomplish  this  in  the  most  accurate  and  satisfactory  manner, 
every  particle  of  sand,  or  other  foreign  body,  was  carefully  washed 
off,  and  the  plaster  of  Paris  applied  with  all  the  tact  and  accuracy 
of  an  experienced  artist  The  cast  is  admirably  taken,  and  cannot 
fail  to  prove  highly  interesting  to  phrenologists  and  others. 

'Having  completed  our  intention,  the  skull,  securely  enclosed 
in  a  leaden  case,  was  again  committed  to  the  earthy  precisely 
where  we  found  it 

Archibald  Blaoklook.' 

The  loan  of  £180  which  Bums  made  to  his  brother  Gilbert  out 
of  the  proceeds  of  the  first  Edinburgh  edition  of  his  poems  was 
not  repaid  till  1820,  and  it  was  then  not  appropriated  by  the  widow, 
but  applied  to  the  relief  of  another  member  of  the  family.  Gilbert 
mised  the  money  by  an  edition  of  his  brother's  worka     Wlien 
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the  fourteen  yean*  copyright  of  Dr  Currie's  edition  expited,  and 
otlier  publishers  began  to  reprint  it,  Messis  Cadell  fi  Daviea 
were  anxions  to  maintain  a  preference  in  the  market  for  their  own 
impieasione,  and  bethought  them  of  an  edition  with  notea  and 
emendations  by  the  poet's  surviving  brother.  He  was  the  more 
ready  to  do  what  they  wished  that  he  had  nov  been  convinced  by 
two  of  his  brother's  surviving  intimates,  Messrs  Gray  and  FinUlater, 
tiiat  Dr  Currie  had  done  injustice  to  the  poet's  memory,  A  negotia- 
tion was  entered  upon,  which  excited  some  attention  in  unexpected 
quarters.  Wordsworth  issued  a  pamphlet,  in  the  form  of  a  letter 
to  Mr  Gray,  discussing  tlie  whole  question  of  the  biographer's  duty 
to  his  subject,  especially  in  regard  to  the  extent  to  which  it  was 
proper  to  go  in  laying  bare  faults  and  failings.  He  avowed  liis 
indignation  at  the  revelation  of  the  '  infirmities '  of  Burns  made 
by  Dr  Currie,  and  professed  a  desire  to  see  this  evil  corrected. 
Gilbert  Bums,  while  he  felt  annoyed  at  Wordsworth's  interference, 
resolved  to  follow  his  suggestions.  This  brought  forth  an  in- 
dignant protest  from  Mr  Roacoe  against  the  imputation  of  faults 
to  his  friend  Dr  Currie,  whose  work,  he  said,  had  been,  at  its 
publication,  approved  of  by  none  more  heartily  than  by  Gilbert 
Bums.  Gilbert  explained  that,  at  the  time  when  Dr  Currie's 
boolc  came  out,  he  supposed  that  the  biographer  had  spoken  of 
bis  brother's  errors  upon  good  information.  He  liimself,  having 
for  the  last  few  years  of  the  poet's  life  lived  fifty  miles  off,  had 
no  opportunity  of  knowing  how  the  case  really  stood :  he  there- 
fore npproved  of  Dr  Currie's  memoir  at  the  time  :  but  afterwards, 
from  what  he  had  learnt  from  Mr  Findlater,  he  became  convinced 
that  the  statements  had  been  exaggerated. 

The  edition  which  Gilbert  Bimis  consequently  prepared,  and 
which  appeared  in  1820,  was,  from  the  publisher's  point  of  view, 
a  failure.  Meeers  Cadell  &  Davies  from  the  first  desired  a  mass 
of  fresh  information,  to  illustrate  both  poet's  life  and  his  poems. 
When  Gilbert  Burns,  in  reply  to  their  inquiry,  asked  X500  for  his 
services  as  editor,  they  naturally  expected  that  he  was  in  a  position 
to  give  them  enough  of  new  matter  to  make  an  edition  that  would 
take  and  keep  the  first  place  in  the  market,  and  accepted  his 
terms,  which  he  had  fixed  at  £500  at  the  instigation  of  Mr  Gray, 
be  himself  ntuvely  declaring  that  he  'scarce  could  muster  impu- 
dence to  name '  so  large  n  sum.     Their  dissppointment  must  liave 


..  ....^.^cruiiion  from  his  own  pen  c 

JScottLsli   national   rclij^ion  upon    the  Scottisli 
In  reality,  as  only  one  edition  \vas    printed, 
(lilhert  was   £250,  the    other    half  of   the  sti 
contingent  ii^xju  a  reprint 


VERSICLES  AND  FRAGMENTS. 


k  UKNS  through  life  was  much  given  to  impromptu  verso- 
laking,  his  favourite  form  being  the  epigram  or  epitaph. 
Having  provided  himself  in  Edinburgh  with  a  diamond 
for  writing  ou  gloss,  ho  often  scribbled  these  hasty  pro- 
ductions on  the  windows  of  inns  and  taverns.  In  the  present 
work  many  of  these  vereicles  which  are  connected  with  the  poet's 
biography  are  presented  at  their  proper  places ;  suuh  others  as  have 
been  recovered  are  boie  given. 


EPITAPHS. 


ON  JAMES  GKIEVE,  LAIKD  OF  BOtiHEAD,'  TARBOLTON. 
Here  lies  Boghead  nmung  tho  dead. 

In  hopes  to  get  salvation ; 
But  if  such  as  ho  in  Heav'n  may  bo, 

Then  welcome — hail !  damnation. 


A  similar  turn  of  thought  o 


a  in  an  epitaph 


ON   GAVIN  HAMILTON. 
The  poor  man  weeps — here  Gavin  sleeps 

Whom  canting  wretches  blamed  : 
But  with  such  as  ho,  where'er  he  be, 

May  I  be  saved  or  damned  I 


yvoY  none  that  Knew  nil 
A  warmer  heart  Death  n 


ON   A  CELEBRATED    R 

Here  soiiter  IIockI  in  de. 

To  hell,  if  he  's  gane  I 
Satan,  gie  him  thy  gear 

He  '11  baud  it  weel  thi 


ON    WEE   JOII> 

HIC  JACET  WEE  JOII 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  0  rejidc 
That  Death  has  muixlerc 

And  here  his  body  lies  fu' 
For  saul  he  ne'er  had  or 

It  is  curious  that  in  an  old  work,  Nui 
ridendi  et  Jocandiy  &c.,  bearing  date  16 
lisher's  name,  there  is  an  epigram  in  L( 
the  same  jest : 

'  Oh  Dena  omnipotens,  vituli  niisi 
Quern  more  Dnpvo»>-- 


^m 
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Among  Bums'a  acquaintance  at  Mauchline  was  a  mason  named 
James  Humphry,  who,  if  devoid  of  the  genius  of  the  poet,  had 
at  least  an  equal  flow  of  language  and  a  remarkable  gift  for 
theological  controveray.  Burns  and  he  come  frequently  into 
coUision  on  the  subject  of  New  Light,  and  it  appeoia  that  the 
mason  entertained  somewhat  strong  views  both  about  the  pool's 
heterodoxy  and  about  his  morals.  Bums,  passing  along  the 
village  street  one  evening,  and  seeing  Humphry  lounging  at  a 
comer,  stopped  for  a  moment,  and  asked  the  news.  '  Oh,  nothing 
very  particular  on  earth,'  answered  the  polemic;  'but  there's 
strange  news  from  belmo'  'Ah!  what's  thatl'  inquired  Bums, 
opening  his  eyes,  '  Why,  they  say  that  the  auld  deil  has  died 
lately,  and  that  when  the  imps  met  to  elect  a  successor,  they  fell 
sadly  by  the  ears.  Some  of  them  were  for  taking  one  of  their  own 
number;  but  others  had  heard  that  there  was  one  Rob  Bums  upon 
earth  that  was  likely  to  make  a  much  better  deil,  and  it  seems  they 
are  determined,  if  they  can,  to  elect  him  J'  The  poet,  by  way  of 
retort^  penned  the  following  quatrain  on  Humphry  : 

ON  A  NOISY  POLEMIC. 
Below  thir  atones  lie  Jamie's  banes:  Uwm 

0  Death,  it's  my  opinion 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  bleth'rin  bitch  ^miioDi 

Into  thy  dark  dominion  ! 


Humphry,  nevertheless,  hvcd  to  be  poor  enough  to  boast  of 
having  been  the  object  of  Bums'a  satire  for  the  sake  of  the  scraps 
of  charity  which  it  obtained  for  him.* 

*  Poor  Hutnpbnr,  Accardlnf^  to  Uia  mknj  ttorl«  clrcqUted  Alxmt  hlin,  Utt«r1/  tontid 
(b«ltcrlnonaof>Ht  of  rre«colUKMbD[]tiit  Blnckhlll.lpTiirboltoa  pulnh,  by  NrCoaiwr 
ot  SmlUiitoD,  enjoying  it  tha  Mma  tlms  ■  pension  o[  8*.  ■  hmIi  froin  >  runil  Irft  by  the 
■una  twneiroleDt  gentlsinsn.  He  died  In  ISM,  it  the  ige  or  elgl]ty4ii.  To  the  lul  hs  took 
n  lhwlogli!«l  wd  ~ 


when  he  < 


k  leave  ot  hi 


beckoned' the  minlilerbuk,  ind  hIJ  :  'Mmn,  wheld' jrethlnko'tha  AVenr'  Bnch,  In  the 
CTlMi  or  the  Dliniptlon.  WM  the  nun  vho  bed  battled  with  Bnme  orer  the  Kt»  ;,<«»  nitty 
yean  before.  We  ire  llw  toM  that  '  in  bia  arly  iliye  he  wu  ■  tnembar  of  «  illieentlng 
conRregiitfcin  Kt  HanFJillne,  mil  of  cciine  hid  imte  In  the  meeUng-hoiiMi.  He  hid  often 
onaiKled  by  hi>  over-rme  life,  ind  bnn  vinieil :  M  length,  anergetio  meuiini  wen  Uken, 
and  he  wu  forbldJcn  In  iiiimiich  the  mm ninn Ion-table.  Hareapon  Rumplirr  aerit  the 
bellman  IhniaKh  the  town  to  procUlin  "Seat*  in  the  meettng-houia  to  be  hi4  cheap— 
ebap— ebapia  dirt— ipply  to  Jiinei  Hrnnjihrjl"' 
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ON  JAMES   SUITE. 
Lament  him,  Manehliiw  luulNuids  $!, 

He  aften  did  aniBt  j9 ; 
For  hod  ye  staid  hale  weeks  awa, 

Yoor  wives  Uiey  ne'er  had  miHsed  je  1 

Te  Maucfaline  l3aim%  aa  on  je  pieaa 
To  school  in  baoda  Uiegithsr, 

O  tread  ye  lightly  <m  hia  jjrnfn 
Pethapa  he  waa  your  father  I 


ON   THOUAB  KIRKPATRICK.  LATE  BLACKBHTTH 
IN   STOOP. 

Here  lies,  'mang  ither  nseleeB  mstten,  oi 

Auld  Thomas  wi'  his  endless  clattet&  t 


ON   A   HENPECKED   COUNTRY  SftUlEE.' 
As  Father  Adam  firat  was  fooled — 

A  case  that  'a  still  too  common — 
Here  lies  a  man  a  woman  ruled ; 

The  devil  ruled  the  « 


ON   TAM   THE  CHAPMAN. 

As  Tarn  the  chapman  on  a  day 
Wi'  Death  forgather'd  by  tho  way,  in 

"Weel  pleoa'd  he  greets  a  wight  aae  famous, 
And  Death  was  noe  less  pleas'd  wi'  Tliomas, 
Wha  cheerfully  lays  down  his  pack,  i«i 

And  there  blaws  up  a  hearty  crock : 
His  social,  friendly,  honest  heart 
Sao  tickled  Death,  thoy  couldna  part ; 
Sae,  after  viewing  knives  and  garters. 
Death  take  him  hame  to  gie  him  quarters. 

*  OunipbtU  of  NeUietpIue,  batmsn  MoaagM  anil  MiMhllna. 


Tom  the  Chapman  was  a  Thomas  Kennedy,  whom  Bums 
had  known  in  boyhood  and  whom  he  afterwards  encountered 
as  a  pedlar,  when  he  found  him  a  pleasant  companion  and 
estimable  man.  Kennedy,  in  old  age,  was  known  to  William 
Cobbett,  who  printed  these  lines,  either  from  a  manuscript  or 
from  recollection.  He  died  in  Homer,  Courtlond  county,  New 
York,  in  November  1846. 


ON   WILLIAM   MUIR,    TARBOLTON  MILL." 

An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest 
As  e'er  God  with  His  image  blest : 
The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth, 
The  friend  of  age  and  guide  of  youth ; 
Few  hearts  like  his — with  virtue  warm'd, 
Few  heads  with  knowledge  so  infonn'd : 
If  there 's  another  world,  ho  lives  in  bliss  j 
If  there  is  none,  he  made  the  best  of  this. 


ON    ROBERT    FEBGUSSON.t 

No  aoulpfcur'd  Marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay, 

No  storied  Um  nor  animated  Bust ; 
This  simple  alone  directs  pale  Scotia's  way 

To  pour  her  sorrows  o'er  the  Poet's  dust 

She  mourns,  sweet  tuneful  youth,  thy  hapless  fate : 
Tho'  all  the  powers  of  song  thy  fancy  fir'd. 

Yet  Luxury  and  Wealth  lay  by  in  State, 
And,  thankless,  starv'd  what  they  so  much  odmir'd. 

This  humble  tribute  with  a  tear  ho  gives, 
A  brother  Bard — he  can  no  more  bestow : 

But  dear  to  fame  thy  Song  immortal  lives, 
A  nobler  monument  than  Art  can  show, 

te. 

ha  tint  itann  of  ttil*  I*  on  tli«  itona  cnrlsl  b;  Bnmi  to  FerEiman ;  all  Omi 


un  iHD  wo9M»  or  Bimn. 

ON    WILLIAH   CBTJIKBHANK,   A.H^* 


Hia  holts  th^  a'  in  I^tin  lay. 
In  Eo^iili  nana  e'er  kent  Hum, 

AXOTHEB    TIBSIOV.t 

Now  honest  Willum  ^  pen  to  EeftTeni 

I  wat  nk  0n  t  oan  mrad  him :  !• 

The  feats  he  hed  in  I^tin  Iqr, 

Fmnetii       -    -  -  - 


ON  WILLIAK  NICOL. 

Ye  maggots,  feed  on  Nicol's  btein, 
For  few  sic  feasts  ye  "re  gotten ; 

And  fix  your  clews  in  Nicol's  hearty 
Foi  deil  a  bit  o'  t  's  loUen. 


ON   EBENEZBR   MICHIE, 

SCHOOLKASTER,    CLKISH,    PIFB8HIBB. 

Bums,  walking  one  evening  with  Micol,  was  introduced  by  him 
to  Ebenezer  Michie,  schoolmaster  of  Cleish,  who  accompanied  tliein 
to  the  poet's  lodging,  and  a  meny  evening  was  spent  In  the 
course  of  the  evening  Michie  fell  asleep,  and  Bums  proposed  to 
write  an  epitaph  for  him.  Michie  was  echoohnaster  first  in 
Kettle,  and  afterwards  in  Cleish.  He  died  in  1812  at  the  age 
of  fo^y-six. 

Here  lie  Eben  Michie's  banes : 

0  Satan,  an  ye  tak  him,  if 

Gie  him  the  schulin'  o'  your  weans,  chiWnn 

For  dever  deile  he  11  mak  'em  ! 


ON  GABRIEL  RICHARDSON,  BREWER,  DUMFRIES. 
Here  brewer  Gabriel's  fire  'a  extinct, 

And  empty  all  hia  barrels : 
He  'b  blest — -if,  as  he  brew'd,  he  drink — 
In  upright,  virtuous  moi&ls.  * 


ON   JOHN    BUSHBV,    WRITER,    DUMFRIES. 
Here  lies  John  Bushby,  honest  man  1 
Cheat  him,  devil — if  you  ean.t 


ON   THE    AUTHOR.! 
He  who  of  Rankine  sang  lies  stiff  and  dead. 
And  a  green,  grassy  hillock  hides  his  head : 
Alas  I  alas !  a  devilish  change  indeed  I 


GRIM   GRIZEL. 
Here  lies  with  Death  auld  Grizel  Grim, 

Lincluden's  ugly  witch. 
0  Death,  how  horrid  is  thy  taste 

To  lie  with  such  a  Liteh  ! 

Anotlicr  version  is  inscribed  by  Hums  in  a  MS.  volume  (from 
the  Glenriddel  Libiary)  now  in  possession  of  Lonl  Rosebery  ; 

Here  lyes  withe  Dethe  ntdd  Grizzel  Grimmn, 

Lantluden's  ugly  witvhe. 
0  Dethe,  an'  what  a  taste  hast  thou 
Cann  lye  withe  siuhe  a  bitche  ! 

It  is  preceded  by  this  note  :  '  Passing  lately  through  Dunblane, 
while  I  stopped  to  refresh  my  horse,  the  following  ludicrous 
epitaph,  which  I  pickt  up  from  an  old  tombstone  tunong  the 


t  and  br  BUnrt  (1S01)  to  hiv«  tflun  written  by  Bunu  on  hli  dnth-bed,  ui4  (OrmnM 
ta  RuklH  linin*dhitelj  ■Aar  the  poet'i  diatlu 
VOL.  IV.  I 
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ruins  of  the  ancient  Abbacy,  struck  i 
a  native  of  Dumfriesshire.' 


}  pardcnlscly,  being  myBelf 


%lf         J 


ON  AN  INNKEEPEB,  NICKNAMED  <THB  UARQUIA' 
Here  lies  a  mock  Haiqtii^  vhoae  titlM  mm  ahamm'd. 
If  ever  he  rise,  it  will  be  to  ba  dunn'd. 


ON   A  8WEABIN0   COXOOHK 

Here  cnisin%  Bweanng  Burton  liei^ 
A  buck,  a  bean,  or  '  Dent  tny  eyes  I ' 
Who  in  his  life  did  little  good,    - 
And  his  lait  mndi  vtn  '  D«m  my  blood  I ' 


ON   A   SUICIDE. 

Here  liea  in  earth  a  root  of  Hell 
Set  by  the  Deil's  ain  dibble : 

This  worthless  body  damn'd  himsel 
To  save  the  Lord  the  trouble. 


ON    WILLIAM   QRAHAM   OF    MOSSKNOWE 
'  Stop  thief  ! '  dame  Nature  coll'd  to  Death, 
As  Willie  drew  his  latest  breath : 
'  How  shall  I  make  a  fool  again  t — 
My  choicest  model  thou  hast  ta'en.' 


ON   CAPTAIN   FRANCIS   LA8CELLE8. 
When  LaBcelles  thought  fit  from  this  world  to  deport. 
Some  friends  wamily  thought  of  embalming  his  heart : 
A  byBtandet  whispers— 'Pray  don't  make  so  much  o't — 
The  subject  is  poison,  no  reptde  will  touch  it.' 


EPIGRAMS. 


UNDER  THE   POBTBAIT   OF   MI8S   BURNS." 
Cease,  ye  prudes,  youi  envious  railings. 

Lovoly  Bums  haa  charms  :  confess  1 
True  it  is  she  had  one  failing  : 

Had  a  woman  ever  lees  I 


IN    LAMINGTON    KIRK. 
As  cauld  a  wind  as  ever  blew,  cold 

A  cauld  kirk,  and  in 't  but  few, 
As  cauld  a  minister 'a  f  ever  spak — 
Te'se  a'  be  bet  or  I  come  beck  I     TaniinibibatbsRim 


AT   WHIGHAM'S    INN,    SANQUHAR-t 
Envy,  if  thy  jaundiced  eye 
Through  this  window  chance  to  spy, 
To  thy  sorrow  thou  shalt  fbid 
All  that  'a  generous,  all  that 's  kind : 
Friendship,  virtue,  every  grace, 
Dwelling  in  this  happy  place. 


ON   A   HENPECKED   COUNTRY   SQUIRE.| 
0  Death,  hadst  thou  but  spared  his  life 

Whom  we  this  day  lament  t 
Wo  freely  wad  exchanged  the  wife,  noau 

And  a'  been  weel  content. 

E'en  as  he  is,  cauld  in  his  graff,  gnvi 

The  swap  we  yet  will  do 't ;  B>ch«op 

Tak  thou  the  carline's  carcass  aff,  aid  wonun 

Thou  'se  get  the  sauI  to  boot.  Thoa  timi 

*  SmVoI.  Itl.,  p.l«4. 

t  Rar.  ThoinM  HlUtiall,  deKrIbBdM'ui  kcconfU^ad  Khalir.' 

t  Imcrlbad  by  Bnnu  on  k  wlndow-pUK.  1  Gunpball  oT  UstliarplKt. 


11TB  AND    VrOHKS  OF   BDRN8, 


ANOTHER.* 


One  Queen  AriemiBia,  aa  old  stories  t«Il, 

When  ileprived  of  her  husbnnd  stic  lavM  bo  well, 

tn  respect  for  the  love  and  B&ection  be  shewed  her, 

She  reduced  him  to  dust,  and  she  drank  off  the  powdw. 

But  Queen  Netherplace,  of  tt  dilferent  complexion, 
When  called  on  h>  order  the  funeral  direction, 
Would  have  ate  her  dead  lord,  on  a  slender  pret«noe. 
Not  to  shew  her  respect,  hut — to  save  the  expenac  1 


EPIGRAM  ON  ROUGH  ROADS. 

I  'ni  now  arrived — tlianka  to  the  gods  ! — 

Thro'  pathwajB  rough  and  muddj- ; 
A  certain  sign  that  makin  roods 

Ib  no  this  people's  study : 
Altho'  I  'm  no  wi'  Scripture  craniiii'd, 

I  "m  sure  the  Bible  says 
That  heedless  sinners  shall  be  damn'd 

Unless  they  mend  their  feays. 


THE  BOOK-WORMS. 
'BumB,'  says  Allan  Cunnii^hani,  'on  a  visit  to  a  nobleman, 
was  shewn  into  the  library,  where  stood  a  Shakespeare,  splendidly 
bound  but  unread  and  much  worm-eaten.  Loi^  after  the  poet's 
deatli,  some  one  happened  to  open,  accidentally  perhaps,  the  same 
neglected  book,  and  found  this  epigram  in  the  handwriting  of 
Bums : ' 


Through  and  throu^  th'  inspirM  leaves 
Ye  maggots,  make  your  windings ; 

But  0,  respect  his  lordship's  taste. 
And  spare  the  golden  bindings ! 
'  Cunpbell  or  HaUwrpluti 
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When  Burns  was  in  Edinburgh  he  was  introduced  by  a  friend 
to  a  well-known  painter,  whom  he  found  in  his  atudio  engaged  on 
a  picture  of  Jacob's  dream ;  after  minutely  examining  the  work, 
he  wrote  the  following  veiae  on  the  back  of  a  little  sketch  : 

Dear ,  I  '11  gie  ye  some  advice. 

You'll  tak  it  no  uncivil: 
You  sliouldna  paint  at  angels,  ninn, 

But  try  and  |>aint  the  Devil. 
To  paint  on  augel  'a  kittle  wark,  diSmit 

Wi'  Nick  there  's  little  danger ; 
You'll  easy  draw  a  lang-kent  face,  icng-kiKiwD 

But  no  eae  weel  a  Btranger. 

E.  B. 


ON  BEING  APPOINTED  TO  AN  EXCISE  DIVISION. 
Searching  auld  wives'  barrels, 

Ochon,  the  day 
That  clarty  barm  should  stain  my  laurels !      mnddjr  raut 

But  what  11  ye  say ) 
These  movin'  things  ca'd  wives  an'  weans  cmiM-chiidna 
Wad  move  the  very  hearts  o'  staues.  w«uid 


EXCISEMEN     UNIVERSAL. 

WRITTEN    ON     A    WINDOW.* 

Ye  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  why  all  this  sneering 
'Gainst  poor  Excisemen  t    Give  the  cause  a  hearing : 
What  are  yonr  Landlords'  rent-rolls  I    Taxing  ledgers  ! 
What  Premiers  t     What  even  Monarclis  t     Mighty  Gaugeis  I 
Nay,  what  are  Priests  (those  seeming  godly  wise-men) ! 
What  are  they,  pray,  but  Spiritual  Excisemen  I 


VER8ICLES    ON    SIGN-POSTS. 

'The  everlasting  surliness  of  a  lion,  Saracen's  head,  &c.,  or 

the  unchanging  blindness  of  the  Landlord  welcoming  a  Traveller, 


on  some  Sign-poBte,  irould  be  no  bad  Buoiles  of  tbe  constant 
affected  fierceness  of  a  Bully  or  the  etenul  simper  of  a  Ftenehman 
or  a  Fiddler.' — Burm  w  Ait  Second  Oommoitfilaee  Book. 

Her  face  with  smile  eternal  drest 
Just  like  the  landlord  to  his  gnea^ 
High  aa  they  hang  vith  creakiiig  din 
To  index  ont  the  Country  Inn. 


Heh)0ked 
Just  as  TOOT  rign-poet  lions  do, 
With  aspect  fierce,  and  quite  as  baimlass  toa 


A  head,  puie^  sinless  quite  of  brain  and  soul, 
The  voiy  image  of  a  barber's  poll : 
Just  shows  a  human  face  and  wears  a  wig 
And  looks,  whea  well-friseur'd,  amiuniig  big. 


ON    A   GROTTO    IN   FRIARS'   CAR8E  GROUNI>a 
To  Riddel,  much-lamented  man, 

This  ivied  cot  was  dear : 
Wand'rer,  dost  value  matchless  worth  f 

This  ivied  cot  revere. 


ON    MARIA    RIDDEL.* 
'  Praise  Woman  still '  bis  lordship  roare, 

'  Deserv'd  or  not,  no  matter ! ' 
But  thee,  whom  all  my  soul  adores, 

There  Flattery  cannot  flatter  t 
Maria,  all  my  thought  and  dream. 

Inspires  my  vocal  shell : 
The  more  I  pmiae  my  lovely  theme, 

The  more  the  truth  I  telL 


THE  HENPECKED  HUSBAND. 
Cuia'd  be  the  man,  the  poorest  wretch  iii  life, 
The  crouching  vasaal  to  the  tyrant  wife ! 
Who  has  no  will  but  by  ber  high  permission ; 
Who  has  not  sixpence  but  in  ber  poesession ; 
Who  must  to  ber  bis  dear  friend's  secrets  tell ; 
Who  dreads  a  curtain -lee  ture  worse  tban  hell ! 
Were  such  the  wife  bad  faUen  to  my  part, 
I  'd  break  her  spirit  or  I  'd  break  ber  heart : 
I  'd  charm  her  with  the  magic  of  a  switcli, 
I  'd  kisa  ber  maids  and  kick  the  pervetse  bitch. 


ON  A  GALLOWAY  LAIRD— NOT  QUITE 

SO    WISE   AS   SOLOMON. 
Bless  Jesus  Christ,  0  Cardoness,* 

With  grateful  lifted  eyes, 
Who  tai^bt  that  not  the  soul  olon^ 

The  body  too  shall  rise : 
For  hod  Ho  said  'The  soul  alone 

From  death  I  shall  deliver,' 
Alae !  alas  I  0  Cardoness, 

Then  thou  bodst  lain  for  ever  I 


ON    A   BEAUTIFUL   COUNTRY-SEAT. 
We  grant  they  're  thine,  those  beauties  all, 

So  lovely  in  onr  eye : 
Keep  them,  thou  eunuch,  CaidonesB, 

For  others  to  enjoy  ! 


ON   C0MMI8SABY  THOMAS   GOLDIE'S   BRAINS. 
Lord,  to  account  who  daies  Thee  call 

Or  e'er  dispute  Thy  pleasure  1 

Else,  why  witbin  so  thick  a  wall 

Enclose  so  poor  a  treasure  1 

*  DsTld  Ibnrall  of  CUiIodui.    8m  omit,  p.  IW.    H*  to  dtMribid  Id  ■  Mt«c  W  I 


Lint  A!n)  woRXfl  or  burmb. 


1 

tUBB.'    1 


TO   THE    HON.    WM.    R.    MACLE   OF   PANHUBK* 

Thou  fool,  in  tlij  phitetoD  towering 

Art  proud  when  that  phaeton  is  pmis'd  I 

Tis  the  pride  oi  a  Thiers  exhibition 
When  hi^er  hia  pillory  'e  nus'd ! 


ON   THE   EARL   OF   GALLOWAY. 

BuriiB  hiul  an  antipathy  of  old  standing  to  the  Earl  of  Galloway, 

It  wna  ngainst  him  that  ho  launched  invectives  when  Mr  Syme 

pointed  to  Gttriiea  House,  across  the  Bay  of  Wigtou,  in  the  course 

of  Uieir  excuTBion  in  July  1793. 

WhatdoBt  thou  in  that  manaioiifaiil  j 

Flit,  Galloway,  and  find 
Some  narrow,  dirty,  dttngeon  olyo, 

The  pictuie  of  thy  mind  1 


Ko  St«wart  art  thou,  Galloway : 

The  Stewarts  all  were  brave ; 
Besides,  tlie  Stewarts  were  hut  foo^ 

Not  onti  of  tliBUi  a  knave. 

Bright  ran  thy  line,  0  Galloway, 

Thro'  many  a  far-fameil  dire  I 
8o  ran  th«  far-fanied  Roman  way, 

And  ended  in  a  mire. 

On  being  informed  [misinformed  1]  that  the  earl  threatened  htm 
with  his  resentment- 
Spare  me  thy  vengeance,  Galloway ! 

In  quiet  let  me  live  : 
I  ask  no  kindness  at  tliy  hand, 
For  thou  hast  none  to  give, 

and  ■  iiotoriont  fne-Uvsr.    Hb  hUIbI  on 
r  in  t  ntglUMii  itiUonsd  In  Duiurrini  vbni 
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It  may  be  curious  to  contrast  with  these  vcnes  the  char- 
acter given  to  the  earl  by  &  newspaper  at  liis  death  in  1806. 
'  His  loss  will  be  extensively  and  deeply  felt ;  his  numerous 
friends  and  connections  profited  by  his  advice  and  assistance  ;  his 
active  frame  and  mind  he  never  spared ;  he  did  nothing  by  halves. 
As  a  husband  and  father  he  was  exemplary ;  as  a.  friend,  inde- 
fatigable ;  he  adored  the  Supreme  Being ;  lie  loved  his  king ;  his 
affaire  prosiiered.  He  was  admired  for  liis  taste  in  music;  and 
had  great  ekill  in  agricultural  pursuit^.'  For  once,  a  friendly 
obituary  notice  may  be  accepted  in  evidence;  it  was  at  least 
nearer  the  truth  than  Bums's  election  lampoons  and  epiginms. 


THE   KEEKIN'    GLASS. 

'One  of  the  Lords  of  Justiciary,  when  holding  circuit  at  Dum- 
fries,' BO  runs  a  local  story,  'dined  one  day  with  Mr  Miller  at  Bol- 
swinton.  According  to  the  custom  of  the  times,  the  ofterdinner 
libations  were  somewhat  copious;  and,  on  entering  the  drawing- 
room,  his  lordship's  vbion  was  so  much  affected  that  he  asked 
Mr  Miller,  ptointii^  to  one  of  his  daughters,  who  were  reckoned 
remarkably  handsome  women,  "  Wha  's  yon  howlot-faccd  thing  in 
the  comer)"' 

Next  day.  Bums,  who  then  resided  at  Ellisland,  happened  to  be 
a  guest  at  Dalswinton,  and,  in  the  course  of  conversation,  his  lord- 
ship's very  ungallant  and  unjust  remark  was  mentioned  to  him. 
He  immediately  took  from  his  pocket  an  old  letter,  on  the  back  of 
which  he  wrote  in  pencil  the  following  lines,  and  handed  them  to 
Miss  Miller : 

How  daur  ye  ca'  me  '  Howlet-f ace,'  a*™— o«l 

Ye  blear-o'ed,  wither'd  spectre  t 

Ye  only  spied  the  keekin'  glass,  loDkliie.glui 

An'  there  ye  saw  your  picture. 


THE  SOLEMN  LEAGUE  AND  COVENANT. 

In  the  library  of  the  Dumfries  Meehanice'  Institute  is  a  copy 

of  the  thirteenth  volume  of  Sir  John  Sinclair's  Statiriical  Account 


314  LIPB  ANU  WURKe   OF   BURNS. 

of  Scotland  (EdiDbtui^  1794).  'TTndflr  tlu  hetd  " 
uotice  ifi  given  of  serenl  martTred  Covaunten  bekaigjiig  to  tliat 
parish ;  and  the  rade  yet  expreanve  lines  engnvad  on  thaiz  tomb- 
stonea  are  quoted  at  length.  The  pathot  of  th«  nnplB  piow 
statement  and  the  nigged  foice  of  th«  TWiafiortinn  weni  to  han 
aroused  the  fervid  aool  of  Bnma,  for  tJiete  appeMn  [en  p^B  6BS^ 
in  his  bold  handwriting  the  following  vezBe  panoiUed  on  tbt 
margin  by  va;  of  footnote.'—  WiUiam  WDoimU. 

The  Solemn  League  and  Covenant 

Now  biyigB  a  BmHe,  now  bnngi  a  ten ; 

But  Bacred  Freedom,  too,  waa  thein : 
If  thou  'rt  a  alave,  indulge  thy  Bneeor. 

These  seem  to  be  the  ori^nal  of  the  inferior  bat  moeh  nan 
frequently  quoted  lines,  said  by  Allan  Canning^uin  to  haw  been 
'  spoken  in  reply  to  a  gentleman  who  sieend  at  the  aaAriny  ol 
Scotland  for  couecience'  sake,  and  oalled  the  Btdsiaii  Laagm  aad 
Covenant  of  the  Lords  and  People  ridiculous  and  fsmatical : ' 

BBOOKD    TKB810K. 

The  Solemn  League  and  Covenant 
Cost  Scotland  blood — cost  Scotland  tears ; 

But  it  aealM  Freedom's  sacred  cause — 
If  thou  H  a  slave,  indulge  thy  sneers. 


VERSES   TO   JOHN   M'MURDO,    E8<j 

wrPH  A  PBEBKNT  OP  BOOK& 

Oh,  could  I  give  thee  India's  wealth, 

As  I  this  trifle  send, 
Because  thy  joy  in  both  would  be 

To  share  them  with  a  friend  1 

But  golden  sands  did  never  grace 

The  Heliconian  stream ; 
l^en  take  what  gold  could  never  buy — 

An  honest  Bard's  esteeuL 


ON  MR  M'MURDO. 

INSCIUBBD  OK  A  PAMB  OP  GLASS  IN  HIS  HOUSE. 

Blest  be  M'Murdo  to  his  latest  day  I 
No  envious  cloud  o'ercast  his  evening  ray ; 
No  wrinkle  furrowed  by  the  hand  of  caro, 
Nor  ever  sorrow  add  one  silver  hair ! 
Oh,  may  no  son  the  father's  honour  stain, 
Not  ever  daughter  give  the  mother  pain  t 


ON  JAMES  GRACIE.* 
Gracie,  thou  art  a  man  of  worth, 

O  be  thou  Dean  for  ever ! 
May  he  be  damn'd  to  Hell  henceforth 

Who  fauts  thy  weight  or  measure  I 


WRITTEN  ON  A  ■WINDOW+  OF  THE  GLOBE  TAVERN, 

DUMFRIES. 

The  greybeard,  old  Wisdom,  may  boast  of  his  treasures ; 

Give  me  with  gay  Folly  to  live ! 
I  grant  him  his  calm-blooded,  time-settled  pleasures. 
But  Folly  has  raptures  to  give. 

ANOTHEB. 

My  bottle  is  a  holy  pool 

That  heals  the  wounds  o'  care  an'  dool,  wmiw 

And  pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout. 

An  yo  dnnk  it,  ye  11  find  him  out  if 


ON  THE  REV.  DE  WILLIAM  BABINGTON'S  LOOKS. 
That  there  is  falsehood  in  his  looks 

I  must  and  will  deny : 
They  say  their  master  is  a  knave, 

And  sure  they  do  not  Ua 


..^..u    lie    ini;4lil     patronise    the     At/rshif 
eiiterctl   iuU)  coiiversalioii  with   the  iiuiii,  ;iii 
(tf  person  h«'  ]ia«l   to  (h-al  with,      lie  fore  lea^ 
to  i;ive  an  exhibition  of  his  powers  of  impro 
having  asked  the  stranger's  name  and  age,  he 
handed  to  him  the  stanza  which  follows — and  1 
the  room.' 

In  Seventeen  Hunder  *n  Forty-N 
The  Deil  gat  stuff  to  mak  a  swin 

An'  coost  it  in  a  comer  ; 
But  wilily  he  changed  his  plan, 
An'  shap'd  it  something  like  a  ma 

An'  ca'd  it  Andrew  Turner. 


ON   MARRIAGK 

That  hackney 'd  judge  of  human  lif 

The  Preacher  and  the  King, 
Observes : — *  The  man  that  gets  a  ' 

He  gets  a  noble  thing.* 
But  how  capricious  are  mankind, 

Now  loathing,  now  desirous ! 
We  married  men,  how  oft  we  find 

The  best  of  things  will  tire  us  I 


TO   THE   ^^  • 


THANKSGIVING  FOR  A  NATIONAL  VICTORY.* 
Ye  hypocrites,  aro  these  your  pranks  1 
To  murder  men  and  ^ve  God  thanks  t 
Desist,  for  shame  1     Proceed  no  further : 
God  won't  accept  your  thanks  for  murther. 


THE    PHILOSOPHER'S    STONE.f 

This  anonymous  quatrain  appeared   in  the  Dumfries   Weekly 

Joumfd  of  7th  July  1795.     Circumstantial  and  internal  evidence 

are  proof  Aat  it  is  from  the  pen  of  Buma     It  refers,  of  course,  to 

Pitt's  tax  {1795)  of  a  guinea  on  each  person  who  used  hair-powder. 

Long  have  the  leamM  sought,  without  8ucccs.«, 
To  find  what  you  alone,  O  Pitt,  poBsess  1 
Thou  only  hast  the  m^c  power  to  draw 
A  guinea  from  a  head  not  worth  a  ebaw. 


GRACES,    &0. 


GRACES  BEFORE  MEAT. 
Some  hoe  meat  ami  canna  eat. 

And  some  wad  eat  that  want  it : 
But  wc  hae  meat  and  wo  can  eat, 

Sae  let  the  Lord  be  thankit. 


O  Thou,  who  kindly  doet  provide 

For  ev'iy  creature's  want ! 
Wo  blesa  "Thee,  God  of  Nature  wide. 

For  all  Thy  goodness  lent. 

•  AiltpMIWmillngii'Dnths  ThinkigiTlng  Dsr  ftn-Fsrtb  ind  Prmbin,  ITlh  June  ITIA ' 
{■■liliiwnL'i  .StMKdt  PrmiuiU,  IBSa}.  Th<  vlclory  Bumi  nlsbntod  «u  danbUeu  Bowe'a, 
orrUlbut,  lit  Juna  ITM. 

t  H*ra  Bnt  IndoiM  In  tba  ITorto  of  Bnini.    8m  aboTa. 


0  Thou,  in  whom  we  live  and 
AVlio  niad'st  the  sea  and  sho, 
Thy  gomlness  constantly  we  pi 

And,  grateful,  would  adore. 
And,  if  it  please  Thee,  Power  i 

Still  grant  us,  with  such  stor 
The  friend  we  trust,  the  fair  we 

And  we  desire  no  more. 


GRACE    AFTER    MEAl 

Lord,  [Thee]  we  thank,  and  Thee 
For  temporal  gifts  wo  little  mei 

At  present  we  will  ask  no  more — 
Let  William  Hyslop  *  bring  the 


EXTEMPORANEOUS  GRACE  ON  A 

Ye  Powers  wha  gie  us  a'  that 's  guid 
Still  bless  auld  Caledonia's  brood 
Wi'  great  John  Barleycorn's  heart's 

In  stoups  or  luggies ; 
And  on  our  board  tho  V'- 


ORACIES,    KTC. 


Being  well  received,  he  was  induced  to  expand  it  into  hie 
address  'To  a  Haggis,'  retaining  the  verse  in  an  altered  form  as  a 
peToiation. 


EXTEMPORE    REPLY    TO   AN    INVITATION. 

Sir, 

YouiB  this  moment  I  anseal, 

And  faith  I  'ra  gay  and  hearty ! 
To  tell  the  truth  and  shame  the  deil, 

I  am  as  fou  as  Bortie :  drank— th«  Derii 

But  Foorsday,  sir,  my  promise  Icftl,  Thiin«i»y— tras 

Expect  me  o'  your  partie. 
If  on  a  beastio  I  can  sped  climb 

Or  hurl  in  a  cartia  driv« 

Yours,  ROBBBT  BURNB. 


LINES  TO    JOHN    RANKINE. 

Ae  <lny,  as  Death,  that  gruesome  carl, 
Was  driving  to  the  tither  warl' 
A  mixtie-maxtie,  motley  squad 
And  monie  a  guilt-bespotted  lad : 
Black  gowns  of  each  denomination 
And  thieves  of  every  rank  and  station — 
From  him  that  wears  the  star  and  garter 
To  him  that  wintles  in  a  halter : 
Ashamed  himself  to  see  the  wretches. 
He  muttere,  gloVring  at  the  bitches : 
'  By  God,  1 11  not  be  seen  behint  them. 
Nor  'mang  the  sp'ritual  core  present  them 
Without,  at  leasts  ae  honest  man 
To  grace  this  damn'd  infernal  clan ! 
By  Adomhill  a  glance  he  threw : 
'  Lord  God ! '  quoth  he,  '  I  have  it  now : 
There 's  just  the  man  I  want,  i'  faith  1 ' 
And  quickly  stoppit  Kankinc'a  breath. 


UFB  AKD   WORKS  OF  BCRSa. 


FRAGMEIIT8. 


HAR'STE. 
TtJNB— ^  Aarf  a  hortt,  and  I  had  nae  mair. 
Now  breezy  win's  and  aUughtering  guoB 

Bring  Aatumn's  pleaoant  weather, 
And  the  inuircock  springs  on  whining  vrings 

Amang  the  blooming  heather. 
Sow  waring  crops,  with  yellow  tops, 

Delight  the  woniy  farmer, 
An'  the  moon  shines  bright  when  I  rove  at  night 

To  muse  *  *  •  * 


SONG. 
Tune— BfacA  Jock. 

My  girl  alio  'a  airy,  she  'a  buxom  and  gay  ; 
Hur  breuth  is  as  eweet  as  the  blossoms  in  May ; 

A  touch  of  her  lips  it  mvisbca  qnite. 
She  's  always  goodiiatur'd,  good-humor'd  aud  free ; 
She  dances,  she  giances,  slie  smiles  upon  me  : 

I  never  am  happy  when  out  of  her  sight. 


HER   FLOWING    LOCKS. 
Her  flowing  locks — the  raven's  wing— 

Adown  her  neck  and  bosom  hinR ; 
How  sweet  unto  that  breait  to  cHtig, 

And  ronnd  that  neck  entwine  her  ! 


Her  lips  ore  roses  wet  wi'  dew  ! 

O  what  a  least  Iier  hoiiie  mou'  t 
Her  cheeks  a  mair  celestial  hue, 

A  crimson  still  diviner  I 


FIBRE'S   HIS    HEALTH    IN    WATEB. 
Altlio'  my  bftck  be  at  the  va', 

And  though  he  be  the  fautor ; 
Although  my  bock  be  at  the  wa', 

Yet  hero  'b  his  hoaltli  in  water  I 
0  woe  gae  by  his  wanton  aidea— 

Sae  brawly  'a  he  could  flatter ; 
Till  for  his  sake  I  'm  slighted  sair 

And  dree  the  kintra  clatter ; 
But  though  my  back  be  at  the  wa', 

Yet  here 's  his  health  in  water  I 


GRIM   GRIZZEL.— A   BALLAD.* 

Grim  Grizzel  waa  a  mighty  Dame 
Weel  ken'd  on  Cludcn-aido ; 

Grim  Grizzel  was  n  mighty  Dame 
O*  meikle  fame  and  pride. 

When  gentles  met  in  gentle  bowers 

And  nobles  in  the  ha' ; 
Grim  Grizzel  was  a  mighty  Some, 

The  londest  o'  them  a'. 


Where  lawleas  Riot  lag'd  the  night 
And  Beauty  durst  na  gang ; 

Grim  Grizzel  was  a  mighty  Dame 
Whom  nao  man  e'er  wad  wrong. 


Nor  hod  Grim  Grizzel  skill  olane 
What  Bower  and  Ha'  require; 

But  she  hod  skill,  and  moiklo  skill 
In  bam  and  eke  in  byre. 

*  Thli  ballMl,  axtondlBg  to  twenty  renea,  <■  tram  tha  Honbtry  ME 
PL  Mt  u  eontalnlng  th*  Ipitaph  on  Oilm  OiIibL  Mn  Oriogl  Cnik  « 
Tliom«tTaan|o(tilneliHlfn. 
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Ae  day  Grim  Grizzel  walkM  forth, 
As  she  was  wont  to  do, 

Alang  the  banks  o'  Cludon  fair 
Her  cattle  for  to  view. 


PASSION'S  CRY.* 


Mild  zephyrs  waft  thee  to  life's  farthest  shore, 
Nor  think  of  me  and  my  distresses  more. 
Falsehood  accurst !     No  !  still  I  beg  a  place, 
Still  near  thy  heart  some  little,  little  trace. 
For  that  dear  trace  the  world  I  would  resign  : 
O  let  me  live,  and  die,  and  think  it  mine ! 

By  all  I  loved,  neglected  and  forgot^ 

No  friendly  face  e'er  lights  my  lonely  cot : 

Shunned,  hated,  wronged,  unpitied,  unredrest, 

The  mocked  quotation  of  the  scorner's  jest ; 

Even  the  poor  support  of  my  wretched  life, 

Snatched  by  the  violence  of  legal  strife ; 

Oft  grateful  for  my  very  daily  bread 

To  those  my  Family's  once  large  bounty  fed ; 

A  welcome  inmate  at  their  homely  fare, 

My  griefs,  my  woes,  my  sighs,  my  tears  they  share : 

(Their  vulgar  souls  unlike  the  soul  refined, 

The  fashioned  marble  of  the  polished  mind !) 

*  I  bum,  I  burn,  as  when  thro'  ripen'd  corn 

By  driving  winds  the  crackling  flames  are  borne.' 

Now,  maddening  wild,  I  curse  that  fatal  night ; 

Now  bless  the  hour  that  charmed  my  guilty  sight 

In  vain  the  Laws  their  feeble  force  oppose : 

Chained  at  his  feet  they  groan  Love's  vanquished  foes ; 

*  Supposed  to  be  ipblcen  by  Mn  Maxwell  OunpbeU  of  Skerrlngton.    (See  Vol.  11.,  pc  87, 
an4  Vol,  III.,  p.  87.) 


FtUOUBNTB. 

In  vain  Religion  meets  my  shrinking  eye : 
I  daro  not  combat,  but  I  tarn  and  fly. 
Conscience  in  vtiiu  upbrsids  th'  unhallowed  fire. 
Ixjve  grasps  her  scorpiona — stifled  they  expire. 
Reason  drops  headlong  from  his  sacred  throne. 
Your  dear  idea  reigns,  and  reigns  alone  ; 
i'Mih  thought  intoxicated  hom^e  yields^ 
And  riots  wanton  in  forbidden  fields 

Dy  all  on  high,  adoring  mortals  know  I 
I>y  all  the  conscious  villain  fears  below  I 
Ity  wlrnt,  alas,  much  more  my  soul  olarma — 
Kly  doubtful  hopes  once  more  to  fill  thy  anns — 
Kvon  shouldst  thou,  false,  forswear  the  guilty  tie, 
Thine  and  thine  only  I  must  live  and  die  I 


LEEZIE    LINDSAY. 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielonds,  Leerio  Lindsay  1 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielonds  wi'  me  1 
Will  yc  go  to  the  Hielonds,  Leezie  Lindsay, 

My  pride  and  my  darling  to  be  t 


SKETCH   FOR   AN   ELEGY. 

[Foasiblr   the    fint  sketch   for   the   Elc«y   on    Capt^n    Matthew 
Hondereou.] 

Craigdarroch,*  fam'd  for  speaking  art 
And  every  virtne  of  the  heart, 
Stops  short,  nor  can  a  word  impart 

To  end  his  sentence. 
When  mem'ry  strikes  him  like  a  dart 

With  auld  acquaintance. 

Black  James  t — whase  wit  was  never  loith,  loth 

But,  like  a  sword  hod  tint  the  sheath,  lort 


hvc'ii  riiili)soi)liic  Smellie  trios 
T(^  choko  the  stream  that  floods 
So  Mosos  ^vi'  a  hazel-rice 

Came  o'er  the  stane 
But,  tho'  it  cost  him  speaking  t\* 

It  gush'd  amain. 

Gro  to  your  marble  grafifs,  ye  great 
In  a'  the  tinkler-trash  of  state  ! 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  I  '11  wait, 

Thou  man  o'  worth, 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fallow's  fate 

E'er  lay  in  earth  I 


A   MAUCHLINE   WEDDI 

When  Eighty-five  was  seven  months 

And  wearing  thro'  the  aught, 
When  rolling  rains  and  Boreas  bauh 

Gied  farmer-folks  a  faught ; 
Ae  morning  quondam  Mason  W*  . 

Now  Merchant  Master  Miller, 
Graed  down  to  meet  wi'  Nansie  B  . 

And  her  Jamaica  siller 

To  wed,  that  day. 

The  risinc  «"**  ^'     '^' 


Now  pKsses  clink  and  drawois  jink, 

For  linens  and  for  locea : 
But  modest  Muses  only  tkittk 

What  ladies'  underdrees  is 
On  sic  a  day  ! 

But  wo  U  suppose  the  stays  ore  lac'd 

And  bonie  bosoms  steekit, 
Tho'  thro'  the  lawn— but  guess  the  rest ! 

An  angel  scarce  duist  keek  it. 
Then  stockins  ftne  o'  silken  twine 

Wi'  cannia  care  are  drawn  up, 
An'  gaiten'd  tight  wbare  mortal  wight, 
****** 
T  wrote  it  down  my  recollection  doee  not  entirely  •< 

But  now  tho  gown  wi'  rustling  sound 

Its  silken  pomp  displays ; 
Sure  there 's  nae  aiu  in  being  vain 

O*  siccan  bonie  claes  I 
Sae  jimp  the  waist,  the  tail  soe  vast — 

Trouth,  they  were  bonio  birdies  I 
0  Mither  Eve,  ye  wad  been  grieve 

To  see  their  ample  hurdiea 

Sae  large  that  day  I 

Then  Sandy,*  wi 's  red  jacket  braw, 

Comes  whip-jee-woa  1  about, 
And  in  he  gets  the  bonie  twa-~ 

Lord,  send  them  safely  out  I 
And  auld  John  Trotf  wi'  sober  phii, 

As  braid  and  braw 's  a  Bailie, 
His  shouthers  and  his  Sunday's  jiz 

Wi*  powther  and  wi'  ulsie 

Weel  Bmear'd  that  day. 


[Agidnst  my  Hnte  bad  come  thus  far  Hiss  Bess  and  I  were  once  more 


aiiiei'i  luiiv.-s.  a. 

n  Dunlop,  fllit  Angost  1T8S*' 
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338                        LiFK          vmaan  at                          ^^^^^^H 
THE    CARES    0'    LOVE.                  ^^^^H 

Tho  carea  o'  Love  are  iweeter  far                                 ^^H 

Than  oiiie  other  pbaaura ;                                 '"''^^1 

And  if  soe  dear  its  sorrows  are,                                      ^^| 

Enjoyment,  what  a  treuuie  1                                  ^H 

HUB.                                                                       ^H 

I  fear  to  try,  I  diire  nn  try  ^H 
A  passion  sae  ensnaring  ;                                             ^H 

For  light  'e  her  heart  and  hlythe  's  her  song  ^^k 
That  for  noe  mau  is  caring.                                   ^^| 

OLD  SONGS  IMPROVED  BY  BURNS. 


0  WHARE  Dm  you  GET  THAT  HAUVER  MEAL  BANNOCK  i 

Tune— AwM  Dundte. 

[The  air  of  Bonie  Dundte  appeara  in  th«  Skene  MS.,  of  date 
drea  16S0.  Tbe  tuna  Beems  to  liave  exbted  at  cveD  an  earlier  period, 
ss  there  is  a  song  to  it  amongst  those  which  were  written  by  tlie 
Eiiglisli  to  disparage  tlie  Scottish  followera  by  whom  Janies  VL 
was  attended  on  liis  arrival  in  the  south.  The  lirst  of  tlie  following 
verses  is  from  an  olil  homely  ditty,  the  second  only  being  the  (»nipaei- 
tion  of  Burns.] 

0  whore  did  you  get  that  haurer  meul  bannock  t     mtiuvi 
O  silly  blind  body,  0  dinna  ye  see  1 

1  gat  it  frae  a  brisk  young  sixlger  laddie, 
Between  St  Johnston  and  bonie  Dundee. 

0  ^n  I  saw  the  laddie  that  gae  me  't  I  ir— gsn 

Aft  has  ho  doudl'd  me  upon  his  kneo ;  dMiiied 

May  Heaven  protect  my  bonio  Scots  laddio 
And  send  him  safe  home  to  liis  babio  and  inc ! 

My  blessin'a  upon  thy  sweet  wee  hppie, 

My  blessin's  upon  thy  bonny  e'e-breo !  pyebmw 

Thy  smiles  are  sae  like  my  blytho  sodgcr  Inddie,  s^y 

Tliou  's  aye  the  dearer  and  dearer  to  me  I 
But  1 11  big  a  bower  on  yon  bonie  banks,  build 

■\Vhere  Tay  rins  wimplin'  by  sao  clear ;  mBiuJeriiig 

And  1 11  deed  thee  in  the  tartan  sao  fine  dotln 

And  m&k  thee  a  man  like  thy  daddio  dear. 


'//I'^i  LliE   ASh   W0BKi5   OF   iiLUXs. 


TO    THE    WEAVER'S    GIX    YE    GO. 

[AW  I A  iiijji  Mfn)(  1m  t  the  ch^mui  ih  b}'  Bani&  He  mm}'  hmre  writteii 
tlie  firitt  rriij{(ii  <]rmft  of  it  when  he  heard  the  report  in  1786,  thai  Jean 
AriHour  wan  alx>ut  Ui  denert  him  for  Robert  Wikon,  the  Paial^  wearer.] 

"My  heart  was  ance  as  blythe  and  free 

As  simmer  days  were  lang ; 
liui  a  Yxfiiie,  westlin  weaver  lad  vwt^oantry 

lias  gart  me  change  my  sang.  made 

Cfujnu — To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go,  fair  maids,  if 

To  tlie  weaver's  gin  ye  go ; 
I  reile  you  rights  gang  ne'er  at  night    adviiw-go 
To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go. 

My  mithor  sent  mo  to  the  town, 

To  warp  a  pkidcn  wab ; 
liui  the  weary,  weary  warpin  o  t 
[  lias  gart  mo  sigh  and  sab. 

i-  . 
I 


'  I 


:    I 


A  1)onie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Sat  working  at  his  loom  ; 
IIo  took  my  heart  as  wi'  a  net. 

In  every  knot  and  thrum. 

I  sat  beside  my  warpin- wheel. 

And  ay  I  ciiM  it  roun' ; 
But  every  shot  and  every  knock, 

My  luuirt  it  gao  a  stoun. 

Tlu)  moon  was  sinking  in  the  wei>t, 

Wi'  visage  pale  and  wan, 
Ah  my  bonic,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Convoy'd  mo  thro'  the  glen. 

Ihit  what  was  said,  or  what  was  done, 

Shamo  fn'  me  gin  I  tell ;  tkW  on 

lUit  Oh  !  I  fear  the  kintra  soon  country 

Will  ken  as  weel  's  mysel  1 


OLD  80M03  IMFROVKD  BY   BURNS. 

I    AM  MY   MAMMY'S  AE   BAIBN. 
TuKB — /  'm  own  young  to  Marry  yet. 
I  am  my  mammy's  ae  boirii, 

Wi'  unco  folk  I  weary,  sir; 
And  if  I  gang  to  your  house, 

I  'm  fleyed  'hvill  make  me  eerie,  sir. 

Chorm — I  "m  owro  young  to  many  yet ; 

I  'm  owre  young  to  many  yet ; 
I  'm  owre  young — *twad  be  a  sin 
To  tak  me  frae  my  mammy  yet. 

Hallowmosa  is  come  and  gane,  ah 

The  nights  are  laiig  in  winter,  Bir ; 

And  you  and  I  in  oe  bed. 

In  troth,  I  doie  na  venturo,  sir. 

Fu'  loud  and  ahrill  the  frosty  wind 
Blaws  through  the  leafless  timmer,  sir ; 

But  if  ye  come  this  gate  again, 
I  'II  aulder  be  gin  summer,  sir. 


THE   LAD   THEY   CA'   JUMPIN   JOHN. 
Her  daddie  forbad,  her  minnie  forbad, 

Forbidden  she  wadua  be : 
She  wadna  trow 't,  the  browst  slie  brew'd, 

Wad  tosto  800  bitterlie. 

Chorus — ^llio  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin  Julin 
Beguil'd  the  bonie  lassie, 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin  John 
Beguil'd  the  bonic  lassie. 

A  cow  and  n  cauf,  a  yowe  and  a  hauf. 
And  thretty  gude  shillins  and  three ; 

A  vem  gude  tocher,  a  cotterman's  dochter. 
The  lass  wi'  the  bouie  block  e'e. 


The  drift  is  driving  siiirl^ 
Sac  Iniid  and  sliill  *s  I  lirar 
1  'm  sine  it 's  winter  fuirl 

Chottia — Up  in  the  morning  *s 
Up  in  the  morning 
When  a'  the  hills  are 
i  I  *m  sure  it  *8  wintei 

1 

I  The  birds  sit  cluttering  in  the 

A'  day  they  faro  but  sparely 
And  lang  's  the  night  frae  o'cn 
I  'm  sure  it 's  winter  fairly. 


DUSTY    MILLE 

Hey,  the  dusty  Miller, 
And  his  dusty  coat, 

He  will  win  a  shilling, 
Or  he  spend  a  groat 

Dusty  was  the  coat^ 
Dusty  was  the  colou 

Dusty  was  the  kiss 
That  I  gat  frae  the  ] 

Hey,  the  dusty  Miller, 
And  hi«  '^•' 
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THESE   WAB   A   LAS& 
Tune — Duneaa  Daviton, 
[Burns  wrote  '  Mary  Morison '  to  the  same  tooe.    It  b  probable  tbat 
this  song  U  almost  entirely  faia.] 

There  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg, 

And  she  held  o'er  the  moors  to  spin  ; 
There  was  a  lad  that  followed  her, 
They  ca'd  him  Duncan  Davison. 
Ihe  moor  was  driegh,  and  Meg  was  t 
Her  favour  Duncan  could  na  win  ; 
For  wi'  the  rock  ahe  wad  him  knock,  iii^uir 

And  ay  she  shook  the  temper-pin.    piH  or«piniii»g-wbMi 

As  o'er  the  moor  they  lightly  foor,  ■mA 

A  bum  was  clear,  a  glen  was  green, 
Upon  die  banks  they  eased  their  shanks,  ™t«i  uiefr  umiM 

And  ay  she  set  the  wheel  between  : 

But  Duncan  swore  a  haly  aith,  oaiu 

That  Meg  should  be  a  bride  the  mom  ;  nwnioy 

Then  Meg  took  up  her  epintiiti-graith,  iinpir'Henu 

And  flang  them  a'  out  o'er  the  burn.  >croM 

Wo  will  big  a  wee,  wee  house,  imiu 

And  we  will  live  like  king  and  queen  j 
Sae  blithe  and  meny  'a  we  will  be 

When  ye  set  by  the  wheel  at  e'en.  i>ui  """y 

A  man  may  drink,  and  no  be  drunk  ; 

A  man  may  fight,  and  no  be  slain ; 
A  man  may  kiss  a  bonio  lass, 

And  ay  be  welcome  hack  again, 

LADY   ONLIE. 
Tvst—The  Rtiffian'i  Bant. 
[It  has  been  anntned  from  tlie  allusion  to  *  Backy '  that  Bums  was  in- 
Bfnred  by  liia  nortbem  tour  to  pntsome  of  his  genins  into  a  local  song.] 
A'  the  lads  o'  Thomie-bonk, 

When  they  gae  to  the  shore  o'  Bucky, 
They  11  step  in  an'  tak  a  pint 

Wi'  Lady  Onlie,  honest  Lucky  I  """"""i^"; 


t 

f 


I  wat  slio  is  II  dai 
Ami  c'luMM-lie  hliiiks 
O'  I^uly  Onlie,  lioi 


THE   PLOUG 

[Of  tliis  piece,  the  last  two  verses  onlj^ 
soug,  including  them,  reference  may  be  n 

The  ploughman  he  's  a  I 
His  mind  is  ever  true, 

His  garters  knit  below  hi 
His  bonnet  it  is  blue,  j 

Clwrm — ^Then  up  \vi  't  a',  my  \ 

And  hey  my  merry 

Of  a'  the  trades  tliat  ] 

Commend  me  to  th 

I  hae  been  east,  I  hae  beei 
I  hae  been  at  St  Johnst< 

The  boniest  sight  that  e'er 
Was  the  ploughman  lad< 

Snaw-whito  stockins  on  hii 
And  siller  buckles  glanc 

A  gude  blue  bonnet  on  his 
And  oh,  but  lio  "»»'"-  ' 
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Refrain — To  daunton  me,  to  daunton  me, 

An  auld  man  ahall  never  dauntoD  me. 

To  dannton  me,  and  me  sao  young, 

Wi'  his  fause  heart  and  flatt'ring  tongue, 

That  is  the  thing  yoa  shall  never  eee. 
For  an  auld  man  ahtdl  never  daunton  me. 

For  a'  his  meal  and  a'  his  msut. 

For  a'  his  fresh  beef  and  hie  saut. 
For  a'  his  gold  and  white  monie. 

An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 

His  gear  may  buy  him  kye  and  yowea,      weiitb— i»w>— ih**p 
His  gear  may  buy  him  glons  and  knowes ;  knaii* 

But  me  he  shall  not  buy  nor  fee, 

For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 

He  hirples  twa-fauld  as  he  dow,  iiinps  daubia-an 

Wi'  his  teethless  gab  and  his  anid  bold  pow,  mouth— uid 

And  the  lain  rains  down  frae  hie  red  blcar'd  e'e ; 
That  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 


TO   A    BLACKBIRD. 


[Written  in  tiie  begiuoing  of  1788  to  HUpplenient  a  song  l>y  Clarinda, 
which  he  sent  to  Johnson  to  fit  an  old  melody  called  '  The  Banks  of 
Spey.'    ThesongUin  Vol.  n.,p.290.] 

For  thee  is  laughing  nature  gay ; 
For  thee  she  pours  the  vernal  day : 
For  me  in  vain  is  nature  dreat, 
While  joy 's  a  stranger  to  my  breast  1 


THE   WINTER  IT    IS    PAST. 

[The  MCODd  of  these  verse*  is  from  the  hand  of  Burns.] 
The  winter  it  is  past,  and  the  summer  comes  at  last, 

And  the  small  birds,  they  sing  on  ev'ry  tree ; 
Kow  ev^  thing  is  glad,  while  I  am  very  sad, 

Since  my  true  love  is  ported  from  me. 
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The  rose  upon  the  brier,  by  the  waters  running  dear, 
May  have  charms  for  the  linnet  or  the  bee ; 

Their  little  loves  are  blest,  and  their  little  hearts  at  rest^ 
But  my  true  love  is  parted  from  me. 


MY   HOGGIE. 

What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hoggie  *  die, 
My  joy,  my  pride,  my  Hoggie  1 

My  only  beast,  I  had  nae  mae, 
And  vow  but  I  was  vogie. 

The  lee-lang  night  we  watch'd  the  fauld, 

Me  and  my  faithfu'  doggie ; 
We  heard  nocht  but  the  roaring  linn. 

Among  the  braes  sae  scroggie.t 

But  the  houlet  cr/d  frae  the  castle  wa'. 

The  blitter  frae  the  boggle ; 
The  tod  reply'd  upon  the  hill — 

I  trembled  for  my  Hoggie. 

When  day  did  daw,  and  cocks  did  craw, 

The  morning  it  was  foggie ; 
An  unco  tyke  lap  o*er  the  dyke, 

And  maist  has  killed  my  Hoggie. 


jt 

no  mora 
vain 

live-long— fold 

waterfall 
alopes 

owl 

mire  snipe 

fox 


dawn 

stnngedog 
alinott 


I   LOVE   MY   LOVE   IN   SECRET. 
[Based  on  an  old  mde  song.] 

My  Sandy  gied  to  me  a  ring. 
Was  a'  beset  wi'  diamonds  fine ; 
But  I  gied  him  a  far  better  tiling, 
I  gied  my  heart  in  pledge  o'  his  ring. 

Chorus — My  Sandy  O,  my  Sandy  0, 
My  bonie,  bonie  Sandy  0 : 
Tho'  the  love  that  I  owe,  to  thee  I  dare  na  show. 
Yet  I  love  my  love  in  secret,  my  Sandy  0. 

*  *  HoggUt  a  young  sheep  after  It  is  smeared,  and  before  it  Is  <U«t  sl^oni.'— dTIP^BOysKi 
t  Ck)vered  with  stunted  bi^sbeSr 
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>fy  Sandy  bnik  a  piece  o'  gowd, 

While  down  hia  cheeks  the  eaut  tears  row'tl ; 

Ho  took  a  hauf  an'  gied  it  to  me, 

And  I II  keep  it  till  the  houi  I  die. 


SIMMER'S   A   PLEASANT  TIME. 
TvsK—Aye  Waukin  0. 
[Tlib  in  an  old  song,  npon  which  Bnma  appeora  ta  have  made  only  a 
few  Alterations.] 

Simmer's  a  pleasant  time, 

Flowers  of  every  colour; 
The  water  rijia  o'er  the  heugb,  boutm 

And  I  long  for  my  true  lover. 

Chorus — Aye  waukin  O, 

Waukin  etUl  and  wearie : 
Sleep  t  can  get  nane 
'  For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 

When  I  eloep  I  dioam. 

When  I  wauk  I  'm  eerie : 
Sleep  I  con  get  nane 

For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 

Idnely  night  cornea  on, 

A'  the  lave  are  sleeping ;  mt 

I  think  on  my  bonny  lad. 

And  bleer  my  een  wi'  gieetin*. 


MY   LOVE   SHE'S   BUT   A    LASSIE   YET. 
[Stenbonse  Bay*  the  title  and  the  last  four  lines  of  this  song  are  old, 
and  that  tlie  raniainiler  ia  by  Bnnu.] 

I  rue  the  day  I  soaght  her,  O, 
I  rue  the  day  I  sought  her,  0 ; 
Wha  gets  her  needs  na  say  he  'e  woo'd, 
^t  he  may  say  he  has  bought  her,  0, 


•-'"'11'  <(mv 

'"f k  {,>r 

'■''It  J,(.r,.  J 


8  miniator  J; 


^ken  the  j^ 

AnJ  Ui,  ciu, 

"™  Shalt  «t  i 

^<i  see  thy 

''""■■»-Omo„„,„ 

Mount  ai 

0  mount  an 

■Andbetf 

To^r '"''»«>■ 
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Chorus — Carle,  an  the  King  come, 
Caile,  an  the  King  come ; 
Thou  shalt  dance  and  I  will  sing 
Caile,  an  the  King  come. 

I  trow  wo  swappet  for  the  wane,  niBhugK] 

We  gae  the  boot  and  better  horse ;       Kingtiiing  to  boot 
And  that  we  11  tell  them  at  the  cross,* 
Carle,  an  the  King  come. 

Coggie,  an  the  King  come,  cnp 

Cc^gie,  an  the  King  come, 

I  'se  be  foil  and  thou  'se  be  toom,        i  n-drunk— «mptf 
Co^e,  an  the  King  come. 


PIK8T   WHEN    MAGGY   WAS   MY   CARE. 
TuKK—  WTiittle  o'er  the  Lave  o '(. 
[In  thia  aong  Boras  improved  upon  some  wittily  indelicate  verses  pre- 
served in  Herd's  collectjon.] 

First  when  Moggie  was  my  care. 
Heaven  I  thought  waa  in  her  air ; 
Now  WB  're  married — Bpeir  nae  mai^—  toqulre 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o  't.  rnt 

Meg  was  meek,  and  Meg  was  mild, 
Bonie  Meg  was  Ifature'e  child ; 
Wiser  men  than  me 's  beguiled — 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o  t. 

How  we  live,  my  Meg  and  me, 
How  we  love,  and  how  we  gree,  •*!» 

I  care  na  by  how  few  may  see —  donatcara 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o  'L 

Whs  I  wish  were  maggot's  meat, 
Dish'd  up  in  her  winding-sheet, 
I  could  write — but  Meg  may  see 't — 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o  't. 
■  Proteblj  tin  muktt-eniM,  «h*n  piwltniMJoTH  m  mwl*,  ind  Btfonl  locala  tt  % 


w 
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'  JAMIE,    COME   TRY   ME. 

I  If  thou  should  ask  my  love, 

I  Could  I  deny  thee  f 

LI  If  thou  would  win  my  love, 

i   I  Jamie,  come  try  me. 


t. 


Chorus — Jamie,  come  try  me ; 

Jamie,  come  try  me ; 
If  thou  would  win  my  love^ 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 

If  thou  should  kiss  me,  love, 
'VVTia  could  espy  thee  I 

If  thou  wad  be  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 


AWA,   WHIGS   AWAI 

TuNB — Awa,  Whigs,  atoa» 

[The  second  and  last  stanzas  are  certainly  by  Boms ;  the  rest  is  said 
to  be  an  improvement  on  an  old  Jacobite  song,  which  has  not,  however, 
been  recovered.] 

Our  thrisslcs  flourish'd  fresh  and  fair,  thiiUM 

And  bonie  bloomed  our  roses ; 
But  Whigs  cam'  like  a  frost  in  June^ 

An*  withered  a*  our  posies. 

Chorm — Awa,  Whigs,  awa ! 

Awa,  Whigs,  awa ! 
Ye  're  but  a  pack  o'  traitor  louns,  fcUofw 

Ye  '11  do  nae  good  at  a'. 

Our  ancient  crown 's  fa'en  in  the  dust— 
Deil  blin*  them  wi'  the  stoure  o  't ;  dart 

And  \vrite  their  names  in  his  black  beuk, 
Wha  gae  the  WTiigs  the  power  o  % 

Our  sad  decay  in  church  and  state 
Surpasses  my  descriving ; 
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TUe  Whiga  cam'  o'er  ua  for  a  curse, 
And  we  hae  done  wi'  thriving. 

Grim  vongeance  lang  has  ta'en  a  nap, 
But  we  may  see  him  waukin ; 

Gude  help  tho  day  when  Royal  heads 
Are  hunted  like  a  maukin  I 


WHARE   HAE  YE   BEEN? 
TvKE—KillieeraiiJtie. 
['  The  chorus  of  thin  song  is  old ;  the  rest  of  it  was  writteo  by  E 

— STENH0U3B.] 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  I 

Whoie  hae  ye  been  sae  brankie,  0 1 
Oh,  whare  hae  yo  been  eae  biaw,  lad! 
Cam  ye  by  Killiecrankie,*  0 1 
Chorus — An'  ye  had  been  whare  I  hae  been, 
Ye  wad  na  been  sae  cantie,  0 ; 
An'  ye  had  seen  what  I  hae  aeen. 
On  the  Braes  o'  Eilliecmnkie,  O. 
I  faugbt  at  land,  I  faught  at  sea ; 

At  hame  I  faught  my  Auntie,  O ; 
But  I  met  the  devil  an'  Dundee, 
On  the  Braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  0, 

The  bauld  Fitcur  fell  in  a  furr. 

An'  Clavers  got  a  clankie,  0 ;  ■!» 

Or  I  had  fed  an  Atbole  gled, 

On  the  braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  0. 


CA'   THE   YOWES   TO   THE   KNOWE& 
{The  venea  within  bnuikete  are  old,   with  only  a  few  toocbes  of 
iiuprovenient  by  Bams.    See  seoond  version,  p.  139.] 
As  I  gaed  down  the  water-side. 
There  T  met  my  shepherd  lad. 

He  rowed  me  sweetly  in  his  plaid,  """^ 

And  he  ca'd  me  his  dearie. 


C^na — Cb'  ^  yowM  to  ths  kixnn%     iMt» 
Ca'  them  vhtn  &a  hMthn  graw^ 
Ca'  tium  whero  the  bmnia  nnri^ 
M;  bouie  deuiai. 

WQl  ye  g&ng  down  ths  irat«i«da^ 
And  aee  the  travee  sse  sweetly  ^ilel 
Bvneath  the  hazel  apieading  wjdi^ 
The  moon  it  elunea  fa*  eleady. 

[Ye  sail  get  gowoa  and  ribbona  mee^ 
Cauf -leather  shoon  upon  y ooi  feet^ 
And  in  my  anus  thoa  It  lie  and  ilaei^ 
And  ay  sail  be  my  dearie. 

If  ye  11  but  stand  to  what  ya  "re  nid, 
I  'ee  gang  wi'  thee,  my  shepheid  lad. 
And  ye  may  row  me  in  your  plaid, 
And  I  Boll  be  your  dearie.] 

While  waters  wimple  to  the  sea, 
^Vhile  day  blinks  in  the  lift  aoe  hie,        lUi 
Till  clay-cauld  death  shall  blin'  my  e'e. 
Ye  sail  be  my  dearie. 


> 


YOUNG   JOCKIE. 
TviiB— Young  Jodcey. 
[■The  whole  of  [this  song],  encepting  thiee  or  fttor  linen,  is  the  pro> 
dnetioQ  of  Banis.'— Stknbousk.] 

Youi^  Jockio  was  the  blythest  lad 

In  a'  our  town  or  here  awa' :  ii 

Fu'  blytho  he  whistled  at  the  gaud,* 

Fu'  lightly  donc'd  he  in  the  ha'. 
He  roas'd  my  een,  sae  bonie  blue. 

He  roos'd  my  waist,  sae  genty  sma' ; 
An'  ay  my  heart  cam  to  my  mou'. 

When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or  sow. 
■  TlwdclTatoIth«pIa<i^boi«MCHTtadaTaiIargra 
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My  Jockie  toils  upon  the  plain, 

Thro'  wind  and  weet,  thro'  froat  and  anaw : 
And  o'ei  the  lea  I  leuk  fu*  fain,  ic 

When  Jockie'e  owsen  hameward  ca".  < 

An'  ay  the  night  comes  round  again, 

When  in  his  arms  he  taks  me  a' ; 
An'  ay  he  vows  ho  11  be  my  ain, 

As  lang  'b  lie  has  breath  to  draw. 


COCK    UP    YOUR  BEAVER. 
[Baaed  on  an  English  song  ridicoliiig  Scotchmen  who  settled  in  London 
after  the  acceMion  of  James  VI.  to  the  throne  of  England.] 

When  first  my  brave  Johnio  lad  came  to  this  town 

He  had  a  blue  bonnet  that  wanted  Uie  crown ; 

But  now  he  has  gotten  a  bat  and  a  feather, — 

Hey,  brave  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver ! 

Cock  up  your  beaver,  and  cock  it  fu'  aprash ;  aprncn 

We  11  over  die  border  and  gie  them  a  brush ; 

There 's  somebody  there  we  II  teach  better  behaviour. 

Hoy,  brave  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver  1 


BONIE   LADDIE,   HIGHLAND   LADDIE. 
I  bae  been  at  Crookieden,* 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie, 
Viewing  Willie  and  his  men. 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie. 
There  our  foes  that  burnt  or  elew 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie, 
There,  at  last,  they  gat  their  due^ 

My  bonie  laddie,  Hi^iland  laddie. 

Satan  site  in  his  l^ack  neuk 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie, 

Breaking  sticks  to  roast  the  Duke,t 
My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie. 
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The  bloody  monster  gae  a  yell, 
My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie^ 

And  loud  a  laugh  gaed  round  a'  hell» 
My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 


EPPIE  M'NAR 


0  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab  I 
0  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab  t 
She 's  down  in  the  yard,  she 's  kissin'  the  laird, 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  ain  Jock  Bab. 
0  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  Macnab ; 
O  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  Macnab ; 
Whato'er  thou  has  dune,  bo  it  late,  be  it  sune, 
Thou  *B  welcome  again  to  thy  ain  Jock  Bab. 

What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab  t 
AVhat  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab  I 
She  lets  thee  to  wit,  that  she  has  thee  foi^t^ 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee,  her  ain  Jock  liab. 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  Macnab ! 
0  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  Macnab ! 
As  light  as  the  air,  and  fause  as  thou 's  fair, 
Thou 's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  ain  Jock  Bab. 


WHA    IS   THAT   AT   MY   BOWER  DOOR? 

Tune— ZoM,  an  I  come  near  thee, 

['Mr  Gilbert  Bams  told  the  editor  (Cromek)  that  this  song  was 
snggested  to  his  brotlier  by  the  "  Auld  Man's  Address  to  the  Widow," 
printed  in  Ranisay's  Tea-table  Miscellanj/,  which  the  poet  first  beard 
sung  by  Jean  Wilson,  a  silly  old  widow- woman,  then  living  at  Tarbolton, 
remarkable  for  the  simplicity  and  nalivetd  of  her  character,  and  for 
singing  old  Scotch  songs  with  a  pecnliar  energy  and  earnestness  of 
manner.  Having  outlived  her  family,  she  still  retained  the  form  of 
family  worship;  and  before  she  sang  a  hymn  she  would  gravely  give 
oat'the'firHt  line  of  the  verse  as  if  she  had  a  numeroas  audience,  to  the 
great  diversion  of  her  listening  neif^h hours.* — Cromek.  It  has  been 
suggested  tliat  either  James  Findlay,  tlie  Excise  officer  at  Tarbolton, 
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who,  in  1788,  trained  Bnnis  for  bis  official  dntiee,  or  a  reUtiva,  may  have 
beeo  the  hero  of  this  amended  song.] 

Wha  is  that  at  my  bower-door  1 

0  wha  is  it  but  Findlaj : 
Then  gao  your  gate,  ye  'ee  nae  be  here ;       ff  '""J^ 

Indeed  maun  I,  quo'  Findloy.  naat 

WHiat  make  ye,  eae  like  a  thief  t 

0  come  and  see,  quo'  Findlay. 
Before  the  mom  ye  '11  work  mischief  j 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 

Gif  I  rise  and  let  you  in ;  if 

Let  me  in,  quo'  Findlay  : 
Ye  11  keep  me  waukin  wi'  your  din ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 
In  my  bower  if  ye  ehould  stay ; 

Let  mo  atay,  quo'  Findlay : 
I  fear  ye  11  bido  till  break  o'  day ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findky, 

Here  this  night  if  ye  remain ; 

1 11  remain,  quo'  Findlay  : 
I  dread  ye  'U  learn  the  gat«  agcan ;  «; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 
What  may  pass  within  this  bower ; 

Let  it  pass,  quo'  Findlay : 
Ye  maun  conceal  till  your  last  hour; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo  Findlay. 


THE  TITHER   MORN. 
To  a  Highland  air. 
TH\Q  tither  mom,  when  I  forlorn 

Aneath  an  aik  eat  moaning, 
I  did  na  trow,  I  'd  see  my  jo, 

Bende  me,  'gain  tiie  gloaming. 
But  he  eae  trig,  lap  o'er  the  rig^ 

And  dawtingly  did  cheer  me, 
'\Mien  I,  what  reck,  did  least  expec', 

To  see  my  lad  so  near  me. 
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His  bonnet  he  a  thought  ajeo 

Cocked  aprush  wlien  first  he  clnsped  me; 
And  I,  I  wat,  wi'  faianeea  grat, 

^VTiUe  in  his  grips  ho  pressed  me, 
Drit  tak  the  war  !  I  late  and  air, 

Hae  wished,  since  Jock  departed ; 
But  now  aa  glad  I  'm  wi'  my  lad. 

As  short  syne  brok  on-hearted. 

Fu'  aft  at  e'en  wi'  dancing  keen. 

When  a'  wore  blithe  and  merry, 
I  cared  na  by,  sae  sad  was  I, 

In  absence  o'  my  dearia. 
But,  praise  be  bleat,  my  mind  'a  at  restj 

I  'm  happy  wi'  my  Johnny ; 
At  kirk  and  fair,  I  'ae  aye  be  there. 

And  bo  as  canty 's  ony. 


AS    I  WAS   A-WANDEBINO. 

Tum—Bitm  Xeudiai  mo  MhtaUadk. 
[Bums  ha*  here  merely  made  Home  chftng«a  upaa  an  tHA  md^I 
As  I  was  a-wandering  ae  midsummer  e'enin', 

The  pipers  and  youngsters  were  making  their  ^me  ; 
Amang  them  I  spied  my  faithless  fanse  lover,  ft 

Which  bled  a'  the  wounds  o*  my  dobur  again. 

Chorus — Weel,  since  ho  has  left  me,  may  pleasure  gae  wi'  him ; 
I  may  be  distressed,  but  I  winna  complain ;  *« 

I  flatter  my  fancy  I  may  get  anither, 
My  heart  it  shall  never  be  broken  for  ana. 

I  couldna  get  sleeping  till  dawin  for  greetin',  dawn-^vHp 

The  tears  trickled  down  like  the  hail  and  the  rain : 

Had  I  na  got  greetin',  my  heart  wad  ha'  broken, 
For  oh  1  love  forsaken  'a  a  tormenting  pain. 

Although  he  has  left  me  for  greed  o'  the  siller,  mx 

I  dinna  envy  him  the  gains  he  can  win ; 
I  rather  wad  bear  a'  the  lade  o'  my  sorrow  i 

Than  ever  hae  acted  sae  faithless  to  him. 
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THE   WEAKY   FUND   0'  TOW. 

Tnire— rft«  Weary  Fund  o'  Tow. 

[Hera  Bnnu  very  greatly  improved  »  very  old  eong.] 

I  bought  my  wife  a  Btaiie  o'  lint  flu 

As  gude  as  o'er  did  grow ; 
And  a'  that  she  has  made  o'  that, 

Ib  ae  puir  ptind  o'  tow. 

Chorua — ^The  weary  pund,  the  weary  pnnd, 

The  weary  pund  o'  tow ;  y»ni 

I  think  my  wife  will  end  her  life 
Before  she  spin  her  tow. 

There  eat  a  bottle  in  a  bole,  "«« in  w»u 

Ayont  the  ingle  lowe,  flrapitcs-auM 

And  ay  she  took  the  tithei  souk,  uotbcr  moDtUtil 
To  drouk  the  Btourie  tow.* 

Quoth  I,  for  ehame,  ye  dirty  dame, 

Gae  Bpin  your  tap  o'  tow !  bnd 

She  took  the  rock,  and  wi'  a  knock  dMtf 

She  brake  it  o'er  my  pow. 

At  last  her  feet — I  sang  to  see 't^ 

Gaed  foremost  o'er  the  knowe ;  knoit 

And  or  I  wad  anither  jad 

111  wallop  in  a  tow.  hmgloalulta 


WHEN   SHE   CAM   BEN   SHE   BOBBET. 

0  when  she  cam'  ben  she  bobbet  fii'  low, 

0  when  ahe  cam'  bea  she  bobbet  fu'  low ; 

And  when  she  cam'  ben  she  kiss'd  Gockpen,t 

And  ^ne  ahe  deny'd  she  did  it  at  a'.  tlm 

■  lb  qoaDch  tha  tUnt  anwd  by  tliB  dut  glrea  off  by  ths  flax. 

t  Tbs  lUaiton,  both  In  Oiii  long  ud  Id  tlia  eitnordlnujr  'Sonitgim,  mr  dorls,'  to 
OoApen,  »  *llli8*  ■  Aw  nllai  to  tli(  aoDUi  of  Bdlnboigh,  maj  hiva  toiplnd  I^dy  Milrni'i 
tiallid  ■  Hm  Uid  0*  Cockpsn.- 
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And  was  na  Gockpon  right  saucy  witha', 
And  was  na  Cockpen  right  saucy  witha', 
In  leaving  the  daughter  o'  a  lord, 
And  kissin'  a  collier  lassie,  an'  a'. 

0  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a', 
O  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a' ; 
Thy  lips  are  as  sweet,  and  thy  figure  complete, 
As  the  finest  dame  in  castle  or  ha'. 

Tho'  thou  hast  nae  silk  and  holland  sae  sma', 
Tho'  thou  hast  nae  silk  and  holland  sae  sma' ; 
Thy  coat  and  thy  sark  are  thy  ain  handywark — 
And  Lady  Jean  was  never  sae  braw. 


ihtri 
flnA 


GANE  IS   THE   DAY. 
Tune — Guidm/e,  count  the  Lawin, 

Gane  is  the  day,  and  mirk 's  the  nighty  duk 

But  we  11  ne*er  stray  for  faute  o'  light, 
Gude  ale  and  brandy 's  stars  and  moon, 
And  blude-red  wine 's  the  rysing  sun. 

Chorus — ^Then  gudewife,  count  the  lawin,  reckoning 

The  lawin,  the  lawin ; 
Then  gudewife,  count  the  lawin, 

And  bring  a  coggie  mair.  onp 

There 's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen. 

And  simple  folk  maim  fecht  and  fen ;       must  make  ashlA 

But  here  we  *re  a'  in  ae  accord, 

For  ilka  man  that 's  drunk 's  a  lord.  ewy 

My  coggie  is  a  haly  pool  boHj 

That  heals  the  wounds  o'  care  and  dool ;  mttow 

And  Pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout, 
An'  ye  drink  it  a',  ye  11  find  him  out** 

•  Burns  wrote  this  last  stanxa  on  one  of  the  windows  of  the  Globe  Inn. 
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II  IS  NA.  JEAN,  THY  BONIS  FACE 

Tuns— 7'A«  NaiiT*  Compiaini. 
It  ia  iia,  Jean,  thy  bonie  face 

Not  ahape  that  I  admire, 
Although  thy  beauty  and  thy  grace 

Might  weel  awauk  deBire. 
Something  in  ilka  port  o'  thee, 

To  praise,  to  love,  I  find ; 
But  dear  aa  is  thy  form  to  me. 

Still  dearer  is  thy  mind. 

!Nae  mair  ungenerous  wish  I  hae. 

Not  stronger  in  my  breast. 
Than,  if  I  canna  niak  thee  sac. 

At  least  to  see  theo  blest. 
Content  am  I,  if  Heaven  shall  give 

But  hoppinesB  to  thee : 
And  OS  wi'  thee  I  'd  wish  to  live, 

For  thee  I  'd  bear  to  die. 


MY   COLLIER   LADDIE. 
TvsE—The  Collier  Laddie. 

[Bnros,  in  liis  Notes,  speaks  of  this  song  as  an  old  one  witli  which  he 
bad  had  nothing  ta  do.  As  it  appears,  however,  in  no  other  collection, 
and  is  fonnd  in  his  handwriting  among  Johnson's  inaniuicripts,  Mr 
Stenhonse  infers  that  the  greater  part  of  it  is  his  own  composition.] 

Whaie  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass  1 

And  tell  me  what  they  ca'  ye ;  eaU 

t&y  name,  she  says,  is  mistress  Jean, 

And  I  follow  the  Colliet  laddie. 

See  you  not  yon  hills  and  dales 

The  Bun  shines  on  sao  brawlio  1  Mgbti; 

They  a'  are  mine,  and  Uiey  shall  be  thine 

Gin  ye  11  leaTS  your  Collier  laddie.  if 
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Ye  sliall  gang  in  gay  attire, 

Weel  buskit  up  sae  gaudy ;  dreMcd 

And  ane  to  wait  on  every  hand 

Gin  ye  11  leave  your  Collier  laddie. 

Though  ye  had  a'  the  sun  shines  on 

And  the  earth  conceals  sae  lowly ; 
I  wad  turn  my  back  on  you  and  it  a' 

And  embrace  my  Collier  laddie. 

I  can  win  my  five  pennies  in  a  day 

And  spend  at  night  f u'  brawlie ;  finely 

And  make  my  bed  in  the  collier's  neuk  corner 

And  lie  down  wi'  my  Collier  laddie. 

Loove  for  loove  is  the  bargain  for  me^ 

Though  the  wee  cot-house  should  hand  me ;         bold 
And  the  world  before  me  to  win  my  bread, 

And  fair  fa'  my  Collier  laddie.  bientngs  on 


YE   JACOBITES   BY   NAME. 

Tune — Ye  Jacobites  by  Name. 

Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear,  give  an  ear ; 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear ; 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name. 

Your  fautes  I  will  proclaim,  fcoiti 

Your  doctrines  I  maun  blame—  moit 

You  shall  hear. 

What  is  Right  and  what  is  Wrang,  by  the  law,  by  the  law! 
What  is  Right  and  what  is  Wrang  by  the  law  1 
What  is  Right  and  what  is  Wrang  ? 
A  short  sword,  and  a  lang, 
A  weak  arm,  and  a  Strang, 
For  to  draw. 


OLD  SOMOe   lUFROVID   BT  BUKHS. 

"What  makes  heroic  strife,  famed  afar,  famed  afarl 

What  makes  heroic  strife  famed  afarl 

What  makes  heroic  strife  1 

To  whet  th'  assaesin's  knife. 

Or  hunt  a  Parent's  life 

Wi*  Wuidy  war. 

Then  let  your  schemes  alone,  in  the  state,  in  the  state ; 
Then  let  your  Bchemes  alone  in  the  state ; 
Then  let  your  schemes  alone, 
Adore  the  rising  sun, 
And  leave  a  man  undone  * 
To  his  fate. 


LADY  MARY  ANN. 

TuitS — Oraifflon't  Ormoing. 

['Modelled  by  Bams  from  an  ancient  ballad,  entitled  CraigtUme't 
Gnwui;.'— Stbnbousk.  The  ballad,  the  original  of  whicb,  with  the 
mnuc,  Boms  U  said  to  have  taken  down  from  a  lady's  recitaUen  in 
the  course  of  hia  Highland  tonr,  is  said  to  have  been  fonnded  on  on 
incident  in  real  life.  The  yonog  Urquhart  of  Craigstone  wsa  mairied, 
while  yet  a  lad,  to  Blizabetli,  the  daughter  of  his  guardian,  the  laiid 
of  Innes,  who  wished  to  seenre  his  estates.] 

Oh,  I^y  Mary  Ann  looks  o'er  the  Castle  wa' ; 
She  saw  three  bonie  boys  playing  at  the  ha' ; 
The  youngest  ho  was  the  flower  among  them  a' — 
My  bonie  laddie 's  young  but  he 's  giowin'  yetk 

0  father  t  0  father  1  an'  ye  think  it  fit. 
We  11  send  him  a  year  to  the  college  yet : 
We  11  sew  a  green  ribbon  round  about  his  hat^ 
And  that  will  let  them  ken  he 's  to  marry  yet 

■  Hr  Asdm  bns  ^u  PoIdM  oat  that  tha  ■  mu  imdoiM,'  ir  Bury,  Ctrdlul  Duke  of 
ToA  K  lntsiidBd,liw],o(caim,iu)  psrt?,  aiogpt  tbt  Lalid  oTOul^  In  ITBl,  whra  tlw  MUg 
«M  poblidiad. 
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Lady  Maiy  Ann  was  a  flower  in  the  dew, 
Sweet  was  its  smell,  and  bonie  was  its  hue ; 
And  the  langer  it  blossom'd  the  sweeter  it  grew : 
For  the  lily  in  the  bud  will  be  bonier  yet. 

Young  Charlie  Cochrane  was  the  sprout  of  an  aik ;       <Mk 
Bonie  and  bloomin',  and  straught  was  its  make : 
The  sun  took  delight  to  shine  for  its  sake. 
And  it  will  be  the  brag  o'  the  forest  yet 

The  simmer  is  gane  when  the  leaves  they  were  green 
And  the  days  are  awa'  that  we  hae  seen ; 
But  far  bettor  days  I  trust  will  come  again, 

For  my  bonie  laddie 's  young,  but  he 's  growin'  yet 


KENMURE'S  ON  AND  AWA. 

Tune — 0  Kenmure  *$  on  and  awcH^  Willie, 

[This  song  is  sapposed  to  be  one  of  those  which  Bums  only  improved 
from  old  versions.  William  Gordon,  sixth  Viscount  of  Kenmure,  raised 
a  body  of  troops  for  the  Pretender  in  1715,  and  had  the  chief  command 
of  the  insurgent  forces  in  the  south  of  Scotland.  Taken  at  Preston,  he 
was  tried  and  condemned  to  be  beheaded,  which  sentence  was  executed 
on  the  24th  February  1716.  His  forfeited  estate  was  bought  back  by  his 
widow,  and  transmitted  to  their  son.  By  the  son  of  that  son — afterwards 
Viscount  of  Kenmure  in  consequence  of  the  restoration  of  the  title — 
Bums  was  on  one  occasion  entertained  at  his  romantic  seat,  Kenmore 
Castle,  near  New  Galloway.    See  ante,  p.  17.] 

0  Kenmure  *s  on  and  awa,  Willie ! 

O  Kenmure 's  on  and  awa ! 
And  Kenmure's  lord 's  the  bravest  lord 

That  ever  Galloway  saw. 

Success  to  Kcnmure's  band,  Willie  I 

Success  to  Kenmurc's  band ; 
There 's  no  a  heart  that  fears  a  Whig 

That  rides  by  Kenmure's  hand. 
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Hera  'a  Kenmure's  health  in  wine,  Willie  I 
Here  'a  Kenmure'B  health  in  wine ; 

There  ne'er  was  a  coward  o'  Eenmure's  hludc^ 
Nor  yet  o'  Gordon's  line. 

0  Kenmure's  lada  are  men,  Willie  ! 

0  Kenmure'B  lads  are  men ; 
Their  hearts  and  swords  are  metal  tru&^ 

And  that  their  foes  shall  ken. 

They  11  live  or  die  wi'  fame,  Willie  I 

Hiey  11  live  or  die  wi'  fame ; 
But  sune,  wi'  sounding  victorie. 

May  Kenmure's  lord  come  hame  ! 

Hen 's  him  that 's  far  awa,  Willie  t 

Here  'a  him  that 's  far  awa ! 
And  here 's  the  flower  that  I  loe  best— 

The  rose  that  'a  like  the  snaw  ! 


SUCH  A  PARCEL  OF  ROGUES  IN  A  NATION. 
TuKB— ^  Parcel  ofBogws  in  a  Nation. 
[Bnma  hero  groatly  Improved  a  iODg  directed  against  the  Union  be- 
tween Seotlatul  and  England  and  the  ScottlBh  polttimoa  who  f avonrad  it.] 

Fareweel  to  a'  our  Scotish  fame, 

Fareweel  our  ancient  gloiy, 
Fareweel  even  to  the  Scotish  name 

Sae  famed  in  martial  story. 
Now  Sark  rins  o'er  the  Solway  sands 

And  Tweed  rins  to  the  ocean, 
To  mark  where  England's  province  stands — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nadon  I 

What  force  or  guile  could  not  subdue 

Through  many  warlike  ages 
Is  wrought  now  by  a  coward  few 

For  hireling  traitors'  wages. 
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The  English  steel  we  could  disdain, 

Secure  in  valour's  station ; 
But  English  gold  has  been  our  bane — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation ! 

O  would,  ere  I  had  seen  the  day 

That  treason  thus  could  fell  us, 
My  auld  gray  head  had  lien  in  clay  Ma 

Wi'  Bruce  and  loyal  Wallace ! 
But  pith  and  power,  till  my  last  hour, 

1 11  mak  this  declaration : 
We  're  bought  and  sold  for  English  gold — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation  1 


THE  CARLS  0'  DYSART. 

Tune— iffy,  ea*  through. 

[Written  upon  the  basis  of  an  old  Fifeshire  boat-aong.] 

Up  wi'  the  carls  o'  Dysart,  old  meo 

And  the  lads  o'  Buckhaven, 
And  the  kimmers  o'  Largo^  ffwtp* 

And  the  lasses  o'  Leven. 

Chorus — Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro',  peaHoo 

For  we  hae  mickle  ado ;  moeb 

Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro'. 
For  we  hae  mickle  ado.* 

We  hae  tales  to  teU, 

An'  we  hae  sangs  to  sing ; 
We  hae  pennies  to  spend. 

And  we  hae  pints  to  bring. 

We  11  live  a'  our  days, 

And  them  that  comes  behin', 
Let  them  do  the  like. 

And  spend  the  gear  they  win.  w«tifh 

*  'These  lines  were  the  reflratn  of  the  singers  as  they  kept  Umi&  to  the  UuM  with  their 
oars.'— ii  History  cfFi/kand  Kinroa,  by  ^  J.  O.  Mackay. 
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THE  CAKL  OF  KELLY  BURN  BRAES. 

TVJfK—Kellyburn  Brat*. 

[An  old  s«t  of  tnulitionaiy  vereoi  entitled  'The  F&rmer's  Old  Wife,' 

which  is  given  at  p.  2M  of  Robert  Bell's  Ancient  Potint,  Bailadt,  aud 

Songs  of  lite  Ptatantry  of  England,  modified  by  Bnma.] 

There  leevit  a  carl  on  Kelly  Bum  Braes,*  old  nan 

(Hey,  nnd  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
And  he  had  a  wife  was  the  pkgue  o'  his  days ; 

And  the  thyme  it  ia  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

Ae  day  as  the  carl  gaed  up  the  lang  glen, 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
He  met  wi'  the  Deil ;  wha  said, '  How  do  you  fen )'  contrive  to  lire 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

*  I  Ve  got  a  hod  wife,  sir  ;  that 's  a'  my  complaint ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
For,  saving  your  presence,  to  her  ye  "re  a  saint : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  mo  is  in  prime.' 

'  It 's  neither  your  stot  nor  youi  staig  I  shall  crave,  buiioeii—iuiikin 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
But  gie  me  your  wife,  man,  for  her  I  must  have. 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  me  is  in  prime.' 

'0  welcome,  most  kindly,'  the  blythe  carl  said, 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
*But  if  ye  canmat«h  her,  ye  "re  waur  than  yu're  ca'd,  wotm 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  me  is  in  pnmo.' 

The  devil  has  got  the  auld  wife  on  his  back ; 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
And,  like  a  poor  pedlar,  he 's  carried  his  pack ; 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  me  is  in  prime. 

*  The  Kelljr  Burn  1i  the  northeni  boumlirjr  nf  Aynhln,  dlrldlnn  Uw  pufih  Of  I^rgs 
Ihim  RenfMwatilra,  and  Mia  Into  Uu  Ftrth  of  ajnia  at  Kellr  Bridge. 
VOL.  lY.  W 
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(  H' V.  .\vA  iho  rao  krn»ws  U-i 
Tun:  ■  'It  ■  r.  Ii'T  piarl  in  the  cl 
AvA  rlio  tiiym«'  it  is  witherM, 

The  cariin  gaed  thro'  them  like  ( 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie 

Whae'er  she  gat  hands  on  cam'  ni 
And  the  thyme  it  is  withered,  a 

A  reekit  wee  devil  looks  over  the  '^ 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  vi 

*  Oh,  help,  maister,  help,  or  she  '11  r 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  anc 

The  Devil  he  swore  by  the  edge  o'  h 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi' 

He  pitied  the  man  that  was  tied  to  a 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and 

The  Devil  he  swore  by  the  kirk  and 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi' 

He  was  not  in  wedlock,  thank  Hcav' 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and 

Then  Satan  has  travell'd  again  wi'  hi 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  hr^^^- 
And  to  h(*^  '*' 
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JOCKY  FOU  AND  JENNV   FAIN. 
[Bnmn  mwle  tliese  lines  of  liin  own  the  middle  portion  of  a  ftong  in  the 
Tea-table  Stucellany,  cal\ei  'Jocky  Foa  andJeDny  Fain,' irliicli  Joiinmn 
inclnded  in  liia  Mtutum.) 

Ithera  aeck  they  ken  na  what, 

Features,  carriage  and  a*  that ; 
Gie  mo  loovc  in  lior  I  court, 

Loove  to  loove  maks  a'  the  sport. 

Let  loove  Bparklo  In  her  c'e ; 

Let  her  lo'c  nac  man  hut  me ; 
That  *B  the  tocher  gude  I  prize,  ,  domy 

There  the  luver's  trcoBore  licB. 


THE  SLAVE'S  LAMENT. 
['  The  wonis  and  the  mnnlc  of  tliiH  xong  were  commnntcated  hy  Bnnis 
for  the  Muteiim.' — Btenhousk.  'I  l>e)ieve  that  Bnniti  took  the  idea 
of  his  veroex  from  tlie"Betraye<l  Maid,"a1n11ad  formerly  much  hawked 
about  in  Scotland. '—C.  K.  Sharpe.  One  might  hai-elienitAted  Uiatwign 
thin  Bong  to  Burnn ;  bnt  certniiily  his  anthorshi))  of  it  ie  mncli  fortified 
by  itA  resemblance  to  another  song  of  hin,  pntitlcit  '  The  Riilneil  Farmer's 
Lament,'  which  seems  to  have  been  formed  on  the  same  model ;  see  Vol. 
I.,  p.  55.] 

It  was  in  sweet  Scnt^nl  that  my  foes  did  me  enthnkl, 

For  the  lands  of  Virginia,  ginia  0 ; 
Turn  from  that  lovely  shore,  and  must  never  aec  it  more. 

And  aina  !  I  am  weary,  weary,  0  t 

All  on  that  charming  coast  ta  no  bitter  snow  or  frost, 

nko  the  lands  of  Virginia,  ginia  O ; 
There  streams  for  ever  flow,  and  there  flowers  for  ever  lilow, 

And  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary,  O I 

The  bimlen  I  must  bear,  while  the  cnlel  scouige  I  fear, 

In  the  lands  of  Virginia,  ginia  0 ; 
And  I  think  on  friends  most  dear,  with  the  bitter,  bitter  tear, 

And  aloa  I  I  am  weaiy,  weaiy,  01 


M 


i 


i 
I  \ 

t 


He  could  na  lalH)r  lei 

(7<(>r//x — ()  can  ye  labor  lea, 
O  can  ye  labor  lei 
Gae  back  the  gate  y* 
Ye  *8e  never  scorn 

0  clappin  's  gude  in  Febar\ 
An'  kissin  *a  sweet  in  M& 

But  what  signifies  a  young 
An  it  does  na  last  for  ay. 


0  kissin'  is  the  key  o'  luve, 
An'  clappin  is  the  lock  ; 
{  An'  makin  o  's  the  best  thing 

That  e'er  a  young  thing  gat 


HAD   I   THE   WYTE?     SHE 

Had  I  the  wyte  f  had  I  the  v 
Had  I  the  wyte  f  she  bade 

Had  I  the  wyte  f  had  I  the  ^ 
Had  I  the  wyte  ?  she  bade 

Had  I  the  wyte  t  had  I  the  v 
Had  I  the  wyte?  sho  ^^'^^ 

She  w«*-^" 
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And  when  I  wad  na  venture  in, 

A  cowanl  loon  she  ca'd  me  ; 
Had  Kirk  and  State  been  in  the  gate, 

X  'd  lighted  wlien  she  bade  me  ! 

Sae  craftilie  ehe  took  me  ben, 

And  bade  me  mak  nae  clatter ; 
'For  our  ramguneboch,  glum  goodman 

Is  o'er  ayont  the  water  : ' 
Whoe'er  aboil  Bay  I  wanted  grace. 

When  I  did  kiss  and  dawte  her,  < 

Let  him  bo  planted  in  my  place. 

Syne  say  I  was  a  fautor.  Tbau-c 

Could  I  for  shame,  could  I  for  sliame, 

Could  I  for  shame  refus'd  licrt 
And  wad  na  Manhood  been  to  blame, 

Hod  I  unkindly  ua'd  hert 
He  claw'd  her  wi'  the  ripplin-kamc,      flu-dnuiiig 

And  blue  and  bluidy  bruie'd  her : 
When  sic  a  buaband  was  frae  lianie, 

What  wife  but  wad  excus'd  her  1 

I  dighted  aye  her  een  sae  blue,  wipMi- 

And  bonn'd  the  cruel  randy  : 
And  weel  I  wat  her  willin'  mou* 

Was  e'en  like  auccar-candie. 
At  gloamin-shote  it  was,  I  wat,  to 

I  lighted  on  the  Monday  ; 
But  I  cam'  througli  the  Tisedaye  dew, 

To  wanton  Willie's  brandy. 


COMING   THROUGH    THE   BYE. 

Tuns— Cominy  Ihroagh  the  Rye. 

Coming  through  the  rye,  poor  body. 

Coming  through  the  rye. 
She  draiglet  a'  her  petticoalie, 


i'oud  a  lx)dy  i;r) 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  I 
Coming  through  t. 

Gin  a  body  kiss  a  boi 
Need  the  world  kei 


YOUNG   JAMIE,    PBIDB   OF 

TUMK— 7A«  Carlitt  o'  ilu 

[StenhouBe  regkrda  this  song,  th«  origiaal 
MuBeaai,  as  an  UDclumed  production  of  B 
BQggwtioD  lias  been  thrown  out  Uiat  '  it  m 
pastorals  which  the  poet  compOBad  with  a  vi< 
and  melt  the  coldness  of  Maria  Kiddel,  who 
Arcadian.  1 

Young  Jamie,  pride  of  a'  the 
8ae  gallant  and  sae  gay  a  BWa 
Thro'  a'  our  lassos  he  did  rov 
And  reigned  resistless  King  ( 
But  now  wi'  aighs  and  startin 
He  strays  omanc  **"" 
Or  i"  " 


OLD   BONOa   IHPHOVIl)   I 


Tho  slighted  maids  my  tonnents  eoe, 
And  laugh  at  a'  tho  pungs  I  droe ; 
Whilu  she,  my  cruel,  scornful  I'air, 

Forbids  me  e'er  to  see  her  mnir  \ 


THE  LASS   O'   ECCL£F£CHAN. 
TVSB—Jaeiy  Ltain. 
Gat  ye  me,  0  gat  ye  me, 

0  gat  ye  me  wi'  naethiiig ; 
Bock  ail  reel,  and  Bpiimiiig-wlicel, 

A  micldo  quarter  bason. 
Bye  altouT,  my  Gutcher  has        Ovaruuiiba 

A  heich  house  and  a  laich  aiie, 
A'  forbye  my  bonny  sel'. 

The  toss  o*  DccIofecliBU. 

0  baud  your  tongue  now,  Lucky  I^ing ; 

0  baud  your  tongue  and  jauner ; 

1  held  the  goto  till  you  I  mot,  wem  u 
Syue  I  began  to  wander : 

I  tint  my  whistle  and  my  sang, 

1  tint  my  peace  and  pleasure ; 

But  your  green  graff,  now,  Lucky  Laiug, 
Wad  airt  ma  to  my  treasure. 


THE  CAEDIN'  O'T. 
TuVE—SaUfsh  and  Duiiiplitigt. 

I  coft  a  Btane  o'  baslock  woo',  ^"""'"'^t'^'j;^';; 

To  make  a  wab  to  Johiiio  o  t ;  wcii 

For  Johnie  ia  my  only  jo  ;  *weetiiauc 

I  lo'e  him  best  of  onia  yet 

Chorua — The  cardin'  o  't,  the  spinnin'  o  't, 

The  warpin'  o  't,  the  wiiinin'  o  't ;  nimiing 

When  ilka  ell  cost  me  a  groat,  avery 

The  tailor  etaw  the  lynin'  o  't  ■toi«-tiuii>g 


THE    LASS    THAT    MADE    Tl 

[Anion;;  tlie  .son^^  Bums  contributed  to  «) 
one  entithnl  '  The  Lass  that  made  the  Bed  U. 
an  old  ballad  *  The  Cumberland  Lass/  presen 
composed,  as  Burns  himself  says,  on  'an  am 
skulking  in  the  North  about  Aberdeen  in  the  ti 

When  Januar*  wind  was  blawin 

As  to  the  North  I  took  my  wi 
The  mirksome  night  did  me  enfa\ 

I  knew  na  whare  to  lodge  till  o 
By  my  gude  luck  a  maid  I  met. 

Just  in  the  middle  o'  my  care, 
And  kindly  she  did  me  invite 

To  walk  into  a  chamber  fair. 

I  bow'd  fu*  low  unto  this  maid, 

And  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesi 
I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maid. 

An'  bade  her  make  a  bed  to  me ; 
She  made  tlie  bed  baith  large  and  ' 

Wi'  twa  white  hands  she  spread 
She  put  the  cup  to  her  rosy  lips, 

And  drank — '  Young  man,  now  i 

Chorud — ^The  bonie  lass  made  tho  ^^ 
Thp  ^- 
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A  cod  she  luid  below  my  head, 
And  BervM  me  with  due  reapoct, 

And,  to  Bolute  her  wi'  a  kiss, 
I  put  my  anna  about  her  neck. 

'  Hand  aff  your  lianda,  youi^  man  1 '  she  said, 

'  And  dinnn  sao  uncivil  be ; 
Gif  ye  hae  ony  luve  for  me, 

0  wrang  na  my  viiginitie,* 

Her  hair  was  like  the  links  o'  gowd, 

Her  teeth  were  like  the  ivorie. 
Her  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  wine, 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me : 

Her  boeom  was  the  driven  anaw, 

Twa  drifted  heujM  sao  fair  to  aee ; 
Her  limbe  the  poUsh'd  marble  stane. 

The  laae  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
I  kiss'd  her  o'er  and  o'er  again. 

And  aye  she  wiat  na  what  to  aay  : 
I  laid  her  'tween  me  and  the  wa' ; 

The  lassie  thocht  na  lang  till  day. 

Upon  the  morrow  when  we  raise, 

1  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesie ; 
But  ay  she  blush 'd  and  ay  she  ai^'d, 

And  said,  'Alas,  ye've  ruin'd  me.' 
I  claap'd  her  waist,  and  kisa'd  her  ayne, 

While  the  tear  stood  twinkling  in  her  e'e ; 
I  said,  my  lassie,  dinna  cry, 

For  ye  ay  shall  make  the  bed  to  me. 

She  took  her  mither'a  holland  aheets. 

An'  made  them  a'  in  saiks  to  mo ; 
Blythe  and  merry  may  she  bo, 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
The  bonie  lass  made  the  bed  to  me. 

The  braw  lass  made  the  bed  to  me ; 
1 11  ne'er  forget  till  the  day  I  die 

The  lasa  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
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THE    HIGHLAND    LADDIE. 
TUNB— //"  thou  *U  play  we  fair  play. 

[*CoiiipiIecl  by  Burns  from  some  Jacobite  venes,  entitled  ** The  High- 
land Lad  and  tbe  Lowland  Lassie."'— Stemuousk. J 

The  boniest  lad  that  e'er  I  saw, 

Bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie, 
Wore  a  plaid,  and  was  fu'  braw,  gay 

Bonie  Highland  laddie. 
On  his  head  a  bonnet  blue, 

Bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie ; 
His  royal  heart  was  finn  and  true, 

Bonie  Higliland  laddie. 

Trumpets  sound,  and  cannons  roar, 

Bonie  lassie,  Lowland  lassie ; 
And  a'  the  hills  wi'  echoes  roar, 

Bonie  Lowland  lassie. 
Glory,  honour,  now  invite, 

Bonie  lassie,  Lowland  lassie, 
For  freedom  and  my  king  to  fight, 

Bonie  Lowland  lassie. 

The  sun  a  backward  course  shall  take, 

Bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie, 
Ere  aught  thy  manly  courage  shake, 

Bonie  Highland  laddie. 
Go  !  for  yourself  procure  renown, 

Bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie ; 
And  for  your  lawful  king  his  croMm, 

Bonie  Highland  laddie. 


SAE   FAR   AWA. 
TvUK^DalkeUh  Maiden  Bridge. 

O  sad  and  heavy  should  I  part. 
But  for  her  sake  sae  far  awa' ; 

Unknowing  what  my  way  may  thwart, 
My  native  land  sae  far  awa'. 


^ 


OLD  BONOS.  IMPROVKl)  Ut   UURMH. 

Thou  that  of  a'  things  Maker  art. 
That  formed  this  Fair  sae  for  awa', 

Gie.  body  strength,  and  1 11  ne'er  atart 
At  thia  my  way  sae  far  awa'. 

How  true  is  love  tu  pure  desert, 

So  love  to  her  sae  far  awa' ; 
And  nought  can  heal  my  bosom's  smurt, 

While,  oh,  she  is  sae  far  awa'. 
Nane  other  love,  nae  other  dart, 

I  feel,  but  hers  sae  far  awa' ; 
But  fairer  never  toucb'd  a  heart, 

Than  hers,  the  Fair  sae  far  awa'. 


I'LL  AY  CA'  IN  BY  YON  TOWN. 
There 's  nane  sail  ken,  there  'a  nanu  sail  gi 

What  brings  me  back  the  gate  again. 
But  she  my  fairest  faithfu'  lass. 
And  atowlina  we  sail  meet  again. 
Ckoriu — 1 11  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town,* 

And  by  yon  garden  green  again ; 
1 11  ay  cu'  ill  by  yon  town, 
And  sec  my  boniu  Jean  again. 
8he  11  wander  by  the  aiken  tree. 

When  trystin'  time  draws  near  again ; 
And  when  her  lovely  form  I  see, 
0  haith,  she 's  doubly  dear  again. 


THE   HIGHLAND    BALOU. 
[Stenbonse  lays  Bnmi  obtained  the  wordi  as  well  a«  the  niuuc  of 
tliis  rang  in  tliD  conrae  of  Ilia  Higliland  tour,  and  treiisUted  the  former 
into  Lowland  Scotch.] 

Hee  bolou,  my  sweet  wee  Donald, 
Picture  o'  the  great  Glanronald ; 
Btswiie  kens  our  wanton  Chief  Well 

Wha  gat  my  young  Highland  thief. 

*  'Town '  ti  pratabl)'  DaBd  h«n  In  ths  Scotch  kiuc,  uid  miyuituia  lUiii4lndtnB  or  a 


; 


^y>'e  to  Z'"-"' "^^ 


'''  ^A8  . 
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under  the  belief  that  the  stiuiza  was  old,  reprodnced  it  in  'EiRpeth's 
Uanghter'  in  the  Antiquary,  Into  his  song  'Aweary  lot  ia  thine,  fair 
nudd,'  in  Boteby,  he  introduces  this  verse : 

'  He  tnmed  his  oLugar  u  he  tftite. 

Upon  the  river  ahore ; 
Be  K^Te  his  bridle  reini  »  bIuJcb, 
Sud  "  Adieu  for  aver  mora,  my  h^ve. 
And  idien  for  evet  man." ' 

It  la  tolerably  safe  to  uy  that  whatever  virtue  tiie  song  bu  lias  been 
^ven  to  it  by  BnniH.] 

It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  King 

We  left  fair  Scotland's  etrand  ; 
It  waa  a'  for  our  rightfu'  King 

We  e'er  saw  Irish  land, 
M.J  dear; 

We  e'er  aaiv  Irish  land. 

Now  a*  is  done  that  men  can  do, 

And  a'  is  done  in  vain ; 
My  Love  and  Native  Land  farewell. 

For  I  maun  crose  the  main,  mmt 

My  dear; 

For  I  maun  cross  the  main. 

He  tum'd  him  right,  and  round  about 

Upon  the  Irish  aliore ; 
And  gao  his  bridle  reins  a  ehake. 

With  adieu  for  evermore, 
My  dear; 

With  adieu  for  evermore. 

The  soger  fioe  the  wars  Tctums 

The  sailor  froe  the  main ; 
But  I  hae  parted  frae  my  lovo. 

Never  to  meet  again, 
My  dear; 

Never  to  meet  again. 

When  day  is  gane,  and  night  ia  come, 
And  a'  folk  bound  to  sleep ; 
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I  think  an  him  that  'a  far  «kwa', 
The  lee-laug  nighty  and  weep,  iiTe-iong 

My  dear ; 
The  lee-lang  nighty  and  weep. 


THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOW'S  LAMENT. 

['Thifl  pathetic  ballad  was  wholly  conipoee<l  by  Bnms  for  the  MitH/um^ 
nnlesB  we  except  the  exclamation  :  •*  Och-on,  och-on,  ocli-rie  I "  which 
appears  in  the  old  song  composed  on  the  massacre  of  Glencoe,  inserted  in 
the  first  volume  of  the  Jlff««ww.'— Stenhouse.] 

Oh,  I  am  come  to  the  low  Countiie, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie ! 
Without  a  penny  in  my  purse, 

To  buy  a  meal  to  me. 

It  was  na  sao  in  the  Highland  hills, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie  ! 
Nae  woman  in  the  Country  wide 

Sae  happy  was  as  me. 

For  then  I  had  a  score  o'  kye,  cattin 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie ! 
Feeding  on  yon  hill  sae  high, 

And  giving  milk  to  me. 

And  there  I  had  threescore  o*  yowes,  sheep 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie : 
Skipping  on  yon  bonny  knowes,  knoiii 

And  casting  woo*  to  me. 

I  was  the  happiest  of  the  Clan, 

Sair,  sair  may  I  repine ; 
For  Donald  was  the  brawest  lad,  flwwt 

And  Donald  he  was  mine. 

Till  Charlie  Stewart  cam  at  last> 

Sae  far  to  set  us  free ; 
My  Donald's  arm  was  wanted  then, 

For  Scotland  and  for  me. 


OLD  BOKOB   IHFROVED  BT   BCRNS. 

Their  waefu'  fate  what  need  I  tell  1 
Right  to  the  wiang  did  yield : 

My  Donald  and  his  Countty  fell 
Upon  Culloden's  field. 

Och-on,  0  Donald,  oh  1 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie  I 
Kae  woman  in  the  varld  wide 

Sae  wretched  now  as  me. 


0  STEER  HER  UP. 
TUNK — 0  tUer  htr  iip,  and  hand  her  gamt. 
[The  firat  four  lioex  of  tliU  aong  are  part  of  an  old  song  nhicli  nppcara 
inD'UrfejHCollecUon.] 

0  steer  her  up,  and  baud  her  gaun —  aUr-keep  her  gotng 

Her  mother  'a  at  the  mill,  jo, 
And  gin  she  winna  take  a  man,  if 

E'en  let  her  tak  her  will,  jo : 
First  shore  her  wi'  a  gentle  kiss,  ihr«(fn 

And  ca'  anither  gill,  jo ;  cnii 

And  gin  sho  take  tlie  thing  amiss, 

E'en  let  her  flyte  her  fill,  jo.  "cou 

0  steer  her  up,  and  bo  na  blate,  bMhfiii 

And  gin  she  tak  it  ill,  jo. 
Then  lejive  tho  lassie  till  her  fate, 

And  time  nae  langer  spill,  jo  : 
Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  ac  rebute,  ornrubnir 

But  think  upon  it  still,  jo ; 
Then  gin  tho  lassie  winna  do 't. 

Ye  11  find  another  will,  jo. 


WEE   WILLIE   GRAY. 
[Written  by  IlnmR  in  imitation,  and  to  the  tnne,  nf  an  old  nnreety- 
KHig  called  '  Wee  Tolnm  Fogg.'] 

Wee  Willie  Gray,  and  hia  leather  wallot, 

Peel  a  wiUow-wand,  to  be  him  boots  and  jacket ; 


i 


And  ir    "''^  ^-n* 
""">,  she  'ii  ^ 

"""on,  man 
^"do  ale^^"'^^  and  g«d_  *-^ 


-; 
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SWEETEST   MAY. 
Sweetest  May,  let  lovo  inspire  Uiee ; 
Take  a  heart  which  he  designs  tliee ; 
As  thy  constant  slave  regard  it ; 
For  its  faith  and  truth  reward  it. 


Proof  o'  shot  to  birth  or  money. 
Not  the  wealthy  but  the  bonny  ; 
Not  high-bom,  but  noble-minded, 
Li  love's  sUken  band  can  bind  iL 


THERE  WAS  A  BONNY  LASS. 
There  was  a  bonie  loss,  and  a  bonio,  bonio  lass, 

And  she  lo'cd  hci  bonio  laddie  dear, 
Till  war's  loud  alarms  tore  her  laddie  fiao  her  arms, 

Wi'  monie  a  sigh  and  a  tear. 

Ch'er  sea,  over  shore,  where  the  cannons  loudly  roar, 

He  still  woa  a  stronger  to  fear  ; 
And  nought  could  liim  quail,  or  his  bosom  assail. 

But  the  bonie  loss  he  lo'ed  sne  dear. 


CROWDIK 

['  The  lirat  vene  of  ttiia  song  is  old  ;  the  second  v 
— Stemhoube.] 


s  written  by  Bums.* 


0  That  I  had  ne'er  been  married, 
I  wad  never  hod  nao  care ; 

Now  I  've  gotten  wife  an'  weans, 
And  they  cry  crowdie  Bvermair. 

Chortle — Ance  crowdie,  twice  crowdie. 

Three  times  crowdie  in  a  day ; 
Gin  ye  crowdie  ony  mair, 

Ye  11  crowdie  a'  my  meal  away. 


n 


TH  E    noNl  E    M()( 

[This  soM^'  was  lutsctl  on  an  old  M 


'I'lic  luMitlier  was  bhxmiing,  the  iii' 
Our  lads  gaed  a-hunting,  ae  day  al 
^ :  O'er  moors  and  o'er  mosses  and  mc 

It;.  At  length  they  discovered  a  bonie  i 


Chonis — I  redo  you,  beware  at  the  hunti 
I  rede  you,  Ijeware  at  the  hunt. 
Take  some  on  the  wing,  and  soi 
But  caimily  steal  on  a  bonie  mo4 

Sweet  bnishing  the  dew  from  the  bro 
Her  colours  betray 'd  her  on  yon  moss^ 
Her  plumage  outlustr^d  the  pride  o*  it 
And  0  1  as  she  wantoned  sae  gay  on  tl 

Auld  Phoebus  himsel,  as  he  peep'd  o'e 
In  spite  at  her  plumage  he  tryM  his  & 
He  leveird  his  rays  where  she  bask'd 
His  rays  were  outshone,  and  but  marlt 

They  hunted  the  valley,  they  hunted 
The  best  of  our  lads  wi'  the  best  o'  th 
But  still  as  the  fairest  she  sat  in  their 
Then,  whirr  !  she  wo^  - 


k 


I 


1 
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isr  ()  T  E 


TO 


JOHNSON'S    SCOTS  MUSICAL   MUSEUM.' 


[In  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  Boms  procured  an  interleaved  copy  of  Johnson's 
Scots  Musical  Muaeum  for  the  pur[K>se  of  jutting  down  Iiia  remarks  on  Scottish 
BongH  and  airs,  and  all  that  ho  knew  of  their  authors.  The  copy  thus  annotated 
he  presented  to  Captain  Riddel  of  GlenriddeL 


THE    HIGHLAND    QUEEN. 

The  Highland  Qneen,  music  and  poetry,  Avas  composed  by  a  Mr 
M'Viear,  purser  of  tiie  Solbay  man-of-war.  This  I  had  from  Dr  Black- 
lock. 


BBSS    THE    OAWKIE. 

This  song  shows  that  the  Scottish  Mnses  did  not  all  leave  us  when  we 
lost  liamsay  and  Oswald,  as  I  have  good  reason  to  l>elieve  that  the 
verses  and  music  are  both  posteiior  to  the  days  of  these  two  gentlemen. 
It  is  a  iKsautifuI  song,  and  in  the  genuine  Scots  taste.  We  have  few 
pastoral  compositions,  I  mean  the  pastoral  of  nature,  that  are  equal  to 
this. 


O  OPEN  THE  DOOR,  LORD  GREGORY. 


It  is  somewhat  singular  that  in  Lanark,  Renfrew,  Ayr,  Wigton, 
Kirkcudbright,  and  Dumfries  Shires,  there  is  scarcely  an  old  song 
or  tune  which,  from  the  title,  &c.,  can  be  guessed  to  l>e1ong  to,  or  Ije 
the  productitm  of,  these  counties.  This,  I  c<mjecture,  is  one  of  these 
very  few ;  as  the  ballad,  which  is  a  long  one,  is  called,  Imth  bv  tnulition 
and  in  printed  collections,  *Tho  Lass  o'  Lochroyan,'  which  I  take  to  be 
Lochryan  in  Galloway. 


,  ...t>o  to  (U^tiii;,'iusli  by  the  appellat 
(liiclioiis.  The  imi>ic  is  pretty  ^ood,  but  I 
cuiiteiupt.  

THE     BEDS    OF    SWEET    1 

This  song,  as  far  as  I  know,  for  the  first  time 
When  I  was  a  boy,  it  was  a  very  popular  song  in 
to  have  lieanl  thowe  fanatics,  the  Bnchanites,  s. 
sensical  rhymes,  which  they  dignify  with  the  m 
air. 


';  ROSLIN     CASTLE. 


These  beantifnl  verses  were  the  production  of 
young  man  that  Dr  Blacklock,  to  whom  I  am  indebt 
kept  for  some  years  as  an  amanuensis.  I  do  not  kno 
of  the  second  song  to  tlie  tune.  Tytler,  in  his  amus: 
music,  gives  the  air  to  Oswald  ;  but  in  Oswald's  owr 
tunes,  where  he  affixes  an  astciisk  to  those  he  himsel 
not  make  the  least  claim  to  the  tune. 


SAW    YE    JOHNNIE    CUMMIN?    QU 

Tills  song,  for  genuine  humor  in  the  verses,  and  i 
the  air,  is  unparalleled.     I  take  it  to  be  very  old. 


CLOUT    THE    CALDRON. 


A  tradition  is  mentioned  in  the  Bee,  that  th^  '•- 
of  Dunblane,  used  to  say,  that  ^^  * 
would  soothe  his  •* -* 


8  miaiCAL  MUSBUU. 


AE    MY    PSUaiEl 


Tliis  clinnnuig  song  is  iiiucli  older,  and  indeed  snperior  to  RaniBay's 
verses,  '  The  Toottt,'  as  lie  calls  thcni.  There  la  another  set  of  the 
words,  iiiDcli  older  still,  and  wliicli  I  take  to  lie  the  orij^iial  one,  hut 
tboitgli  it  has  a  very  f,Teat  deal  of  merit,  it  is  not  quite  ladies'  reading. 

The  original  words,  for  they  can  scarcely  be  called  ventex,  seem  to  be 
as  follows ;  a  song  familiar  from  Uie  cradle  to  every  Scottish  ear : 
Ukw  je  uij  Ma^pe, 
Saw  y»  ni;  Higgle, 
8sw  ye  ui]'  H>Bgie 

Linldn'  o'sr  ths  Iwr 
High  kUt«d  WIS  she. 
High  kUted  wu  ilie, 
Hi;lb  kilted  waa  iha. 

Her  oott  aboou  her  knee,  As. 
Thoagh  it  by  no  means  follows  that  tlie  silliebt  verses  to  an  air  must, 
for  that  reason,  be  the  oiigiual  Bong;  yet  I  take  this  ballad,  of  which 
I  have  quoted  part,  to  be  the  old  verses.  Tlie  two  songs  in  Uomsay,  one 
of  tlieni  evidently  liis  own,  are  never  to  be  met  with  in  the  firesiile  circle 
of  our  peasantry  ;  while  that  which  I  take  to  lie  tlie  old  song,  is  in  every 
shepherd's  mouth.  Ramsny,  I  suppose,  had  thought  the  old  venes  un- 
worthy of  a  place  in  his  collectjon. 


THE    PLOWBRS    OF    KDIKBUROH. 

Tliis  song  u  one  of  the  many  cITiitiioRa  of  Scots  Jncobitism.  The 
title,  'Flowers  of  Edinburgh'  has  no  manner  of  connexion  with  tlie 
present  verses,  so  I  suspect  there  has  been  an  older  set  of  words,  of 
whidi  the  title  is  all  tliat  remains. 

By  the  bye,  it  is  singular  enongh  that  the  Scottish  Mases  were  all 
Jacobites.  I  have  paid  more  attention  to  every  description  of  Scots 
songs  than  perhaps  any  liody  living  has  done,  and  t  do  not  recollect  one 
single  stanza,  or  even  tlie  title  of  the  most  trifling  Scots  nir,  which  has 
the  least  panegyrical  reference  to  the  families  of  Nassau  or  Brunswick, 
while  there  are  hunilreils  satirising  them.  This  may  be  thought  no 
panegyric  on  the  Scots  poets ;  but  I  mean  it  as  such.  For  myself,  I 
would  always  take  it  as  a  conitilinient  to  have  it  eoid  that  my  heart  ran 
before  my  head — and  surely  the  gallant,  tliongh  unfortunate  House  of 
Stewart,  the  kings  of  our  fathers  for  so  many  heroic  ages,  is  a  theme 
much  more  interesting  than  ,  .  . 


JAMIE    CAV. 

Jamte  Gttj  b  another  and  a  tolerable  Anglo- Beottiih  piece. 


'    m    ■ 
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It  is  self  cvidcMit  that  tlio  first  four  lii 
soil''  more  jiMcit'Mt  ihjin  Kjinisa\  s  Keaulifi 
tluMii.     As  music  is  the  lan;^aia;j;e  of  Nat 
soiiiis,  are  always  less  or  luoie  localized  (i 
l»y  sonic  of  the  niotlilications  of  time  and 
so  many  of  our  Scots  airs  have  outliveil  thei 
subsequent  sets  of  vei-ses ;  except  a  single  n 
one  or  two  lines,  simply  to  distinguish  the  t\ 

To  this  day,  among  people  who  know  notl 
following  is  the  song,  and  all  the  song,  that  e 

Gin  ye  ujcct  a  boiiie  lassi 
Gie  her  a  kiss  and  let  1 

Bat  gin  ye  meet  a  dirty  h 
Fye,  gae  rub  her  o'er  wi 

Fye,  gae  rub  her,  rub  her, 
Fye,  gae  rub  her  o'er  wi' 

And  gin  ye  meet  a  dirty  hi 
f^e,  gae  rub  her  o'er  wi' 
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THE    LASS    O'    LIVIS1 


The  old  song,  in  three  eight-line  stanzas,  is  w 
as  to  wit  ftud  humor ;  but  it  is  rather  unlit  for  ; 

The  bonie  lass  o'  Li  vision. 
Her  name  ye  ken,  her  na 

And  she  has  written  in  her 
To  lie  her  lane,  to  lie  hei 


NOTS3  TO  JOHKeON's  HUBIUAL  IttlBBUlC.  375 

Ramsay  found  llie  firat  line  of  tbu  mnt'.  which  iiiid  been  preserved  bs 
the  litle  i>f  tlie  ch&nning  air,  and  tben  compoeed  tiie  rest  of  the  verses 
t«  Biiit  that  line.  Tliis  lins  alwaj's  a  liner  efCect  than  conipoeing  English 
words,  or  wordii  with  an  idea  foreign  to  the  spirit  of  the  old  title. 
Where  old  titles  of  miigs  convey  any  idea  at  all,  it  vdll  generally  be 
found  to  be  quite  in  th«  spirit  of  the  air.* 


jookib's  oray   brebks. 

Thongli  tills  lias  certainly  every  evidence  of  being  a  Scottish  air,  yet 

there  is  a  well  known  tune  and  eong  in   the  North  of  Ireland,  cftlled, 

'The  Weaver  and  liis  Shuttle  O,'  wluch,  though  sung  mucli  quicker,  is 

every  note  the  very  tnne. 


THE    HAPPY    MARRIAGE 
Another,  hut  very  pretty,  Anglo-Scottuh  piece. 


THE    LASS    OF    PEATY'S    MILL. 

In  Sindair's  Statistical  Account  of  Scotland,  this  song  is  localized 
(a  verb  t  most  use  for  want  of  another  to  express  luy  idea)  somewhere 
in  the  north  of  Scotland,  and  likewise  is  clninial  by  Ayrshire. — The 
followin),'  anecdote  I  bad  from  the  present  Sir  M'illiam  Cnnningbani  of 
Itubertlond,  wlio  bod  it  from  the  last  John  Earl  of  Loudon. — The  tlien 
Earl  of  London  and  father  to  Earl  John  before  mentioned,  had  Ramsay 
at  London,  anil  one  day  walking  together  by  the  hanks  of  Irvine  water, 
when  near  New-Mills,  at  a  place  yet  calleil  Peaty's  Mill,  they  were 
struck  with  the  apiicarance  of  a  beautiful  country  girl.  His  lordship 
observed  that  she  would  be  a  One  theme  for  a  snng.  Allan  lagged 
behind  in  returning  to  Loudon  Castle,  and  at  dinner  produced  this 
identical  song. 


There  is  a  stann  of  tliis  excellent  song  for  loc^  humor,  omitted  ii 
this  set, — where  I  have  placed  the  astetisnis. 

They  Uk  tha  hone  than  bj  te  iietH, 
And  ters  Uy  iiisk  her  Btan',  mftn ; 
Ha  tell  tern,  me  hse  seen  te  duf. 


iniueript,  «ina  IMA  ■•  '  Alses  that  I  onn  o>r  tbt 
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LIPS  AND  WORKS  OF  BURira. 


HIGHLAND    LADDIK.* 

As  this  was  a  favorite  theme  with  oar  later  Scottisli  MaseB,  there  are 
several  airs  and  songs  of  that  name.  That  which  I  take  to  be  the  oldest 
is  to  be  found  in  the  Musical  Mviteum  (Na  332),  beginning  '  I  liae  been 
at  Crookie-den.'  One  reason  for  my  thinking  so  is  that  Oswald  has  it  in 
his  collection  by  tlie  name  of  'The  Anld  Highland  Laddie.'  It  is  also 
known  by  the  name  of  '  Jinglan  Johnie,'  which  is  a  well-known  song  of 
four  or  five  stanzas,  and  seems  to  be  an  earlier  song  than  Jacobite  times. 
As  a  pitx)f  of  this,  it  is  little  known  to  the  peasantry  by  the  name  of 
'  Highland  Laddie,'  while  every  body  knows '  Jinglao  Johnla'  The  song 
begins — 

Jinglan  John,  the  meiekle  man. 
He  met  wi*  a  lass  was  bljtho  and  bonie. 

Another  '  Highland  Laddie '  is  also  in  the  Mttteum,  Vol.  V.  (No.  407), 
which  I  take  to  l)c  Ramsay's  original,  as  he  has  borrowed  the  chorus, 
'  0  iiiy  bonie  Highland  Lad,'  &c  It  consists  of  three  stanias,  besideB 
the  clioms,  and  has  humor  in  its  composition — it  is  an  exoellent^  bat 
somewhat  licentious  song,  beginning — 

As  I  cam  o'er  Caimey- Meant, 

And  down  amang  the  blooming  heather. 

This  air,  and  the  common  '  Highland  Laddie '  seem  to  be  only  different 
sets. 

Another  'Highland  Laddie,'  also  in  the  Museum,  Vol.  V.  (No.  468) 
is  the  tune  of  several  Jacobite  fragments.  One  of  these  old  songs  to 
it  only  exists,  as  far  as  I  know,  in  tliese  four  lines — 

Wliaro  bae  ye  been  a*  day, 

Bonie  laddie,  Higliland  laddie  ? 
Down  the  back  o*  Bell'H  brae, 

Courtin  Maggie,  ooartin  Maggie. 

Another  of  this  name  is  Dr  Amc's  beautiful  air  (No.  22,  Vol.  II.)  called 
the  '  New  Highland  Laddie.' 


THE    GENTLE    SWAIN. 

To  sing  such  a  beautiful  air  to  such  execrable  verses,  is  downright 
*  *  *  of  common  sense  !    The  Scots  verses  indeed  arc  tolerable. 


HE    STOLE    MY     TENDER    HEART    AWAY. 

This  is  an  Anglo-Scottish  production,  but  by  no  means  a  bad  one. 

•  See  Vol.  IV.,  pp.  841,  302. 


HOTBS  TO  JOHNSON'S  MUSICAL  HD8KUH. 


FAIREST    OF    TUE    F  A  I  K. 

It  is  too  bAiefEiced  to  take  Dr  Percyls  cUarniing  MHig,  and  by  the 
nieane  of  tmnapMing  a  few  English  wonls  into  Scoto,  to  offer  to  poM  it 
for  n  Scots  song.  I  was  not  acquainted  witU  the  Editor  until  tlie  tint 
Totnine  waa  nearly  finiBhed,  else,  had  I  known  in  time,  1  would  have 
prevented  sncli  on  impndent  absurdity. 


THE    BLATTHBIE    O   T.* 

The  following  ia  a  set  of  this  song,  wliich  wan  the  earliest  song  I 
remember  to  liave  got  hy  heart.  When  a  child,  an  old  woman  sung  it  to 
me,  and  I  picked  np  every  word  at  Brat  bearing  : — 

O  Will;,  weel  1  mind,  I  lent  ;ou  my  hnnd. 
To  ring  jou  ■  aoas  which  joa  did  me  oommuid ; 
But  m;  memoiy'B  no  bid  I  had  almoat  forgot 
That  yoa  called  it  tha  gear  uid  the  bUithrie  o '(. 


And  preferable  to  gear  and  the  blaiUirie  Q  \ 

Thongh  Di;  lassie  hie  nie  Kirleta  or  silks  to  pnt  on, 
TfTn  envy  not  the  great«>t  that  sita  npon  the  throne ; 
I  wad  rather  hie  my  laaue,  though  she  cam  in  her  unock, 
Hum  a  princeu  wi'  the  gear  and  the  bhuthrie  o't 

Though  we  hie  nae  horaei  or  miiuie  at  oommand. 

We  will  toil  on  oar  foot,  and  we  'L  work  wi'  our  hand  ; 

And  when  wearied  without  rest,  we  '11  find  it  sweet  in  any  npot 

And  we  II  valoe  not  the  gear  and  the  blaitlirie  o  't. 

If  we  hae  ony  babies,  we  11  oount  them  as  lent ; 

Hae  we  leas,  bae  we  niair,  we  will  aye  be  content ; 

For  they  say  tbsy  hae  mair  pleasuia  tliat  wing  but  a  eroat. 

Than  the  miser  wi'  his  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o  't. 

1 11  not  meddle  wi'  th'  affairs  o'  the  kirk  or  the  queen  i 
They  're  nae  matters  for  a  sang,  let  them  sink,  let  them  swim ; 
On  your  kirk  1 11  ne'er  enoroioh,  bat  1 11  hold  it  ttill  nnote, 
6ae  tak  this  tor  the  gear  and  the  Uaitblle  o't 
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uym  AKD  WORKS  or  mttsa. 


HAV  EVE,  OK  KATE  UP  ABKBDBSy. 
■  Kate  uf  Alienleen '  in,  1  believe,  the  work  of  poor  Cnniiiiif^iaiii  tb 
pitiyer,  of  wliuni  llie  fullowiug  uiecdole,  Ibou^  told  beforo,  deMrrcB  i 
recital ;— A  fal  <li(,'uita)-y  of  tlie  Ckorcli  oouing  part  Conniiiglimiu  on 
t^iiiiilny,  an  tlie  pui>T  po«t  nna  plying  «  fiBliing-rod  in  Mme  aUMUn  tie« 
DiirliBiii,  Ilia  revereucD  ropriuiaudeil  CunDiD([buu  very  Mverely  for  iiiel 
an  i>ccu]>atiiin  on  siii;li  n  day.  Tlie  poor  poet,  wiUi  that  iurffowiTi 
(^ntleneHH  ttf  iimnni>rs  wliicli  was  iiiH  pecnliAr  cfaAraeteristie,  replied,  tha 
lie  liopeil  (ioti  nnd  liU  reverence  would  forgive  liui  weming  profajiilj  o 
ilmt  siicre«l  itny, '  m  he  hail  no  dinner  to  eal  but  kAoI  Utf/ at  tMe  bottom  o_ 
that  /Mini.'  Thin,  Mi  WooiIb  tlie  player,  who  knew  Cmnun^uDi  wd 
aiid  esteemed  him  much,  asaureil  lue  wwi  true. 


TWBEO'SIDK.  ' 

[What  beaatin  doth  Flora  diadne  I 

How  awnt  an  her  unilta  upon  Tweed  I 
Yet  Maiy's,  itiU  nreeter  than  thoae, 

Both  aBtore  and  fanoy  eiowd. 
Nor  duay,  nor  sweet  blosbing  rose, 

Not  nU  the  gay  flowen  of  the  fidd. 
Nor  Tweed  gliding  gently  through  thoN^ 
Such  beantj  and  {ileaiure  does  yield,  ke-l 

In  liaiiiany's  Teatabie  MitecUnny,  lie  tells  nt  that  about  thirty  of  tin 
Konga  in  lliiit  |)ublicati<in  were  the  works  of  sonie  young  gentlemen  a 
lii»  ac<[iiniiLtAiico  ;  whicli  enngs  are  niarkol  with  the  letters  D.  C,  &c 
(|]il  Mr  Tj'tlcr  of  WooillioiiBelee,  the  worthy  aod  able  defender  of  tin 
lieaiitcouH  Queen  of  Scobs,  told  me  tliat  the  eongs  innrked  C.  in  the  Tea 
table,  were  ttio  coiiiiiOBitloti  of  a  Mr  Crawford,  of  llie  honae  of  Ad) 
iinniCK,  who  wili  afterwariU  unfortunately  drowned  coming  from  France 
As  Tytlcr  was  most  intimately  acquainted  with  Allan  ttanisay,  I  thinl 
ttiQ  aneciliite  may  be  ile[rendcil  on.  Of  consequence  the  beautiful  son) 
of  '  Tivi'eil-ni(l(! '  is  Mr  Crawford's,  unit  indeed  does  great  honor  to  hi 
]inctieiLl  talents.  Ho  was  a  Itobprt  Crawfnnl;  the  Klary  he  celebrate 
won  II  Mary  StfiWttrt,  of  the  Castle-Milk  family,  aftcrwanla  niairied  to  i 
Mr  Hitdiie.* 

I  linve  seen  a,  song,  calling  itself  the  '  Original  Tn eetl-eitle,'  and  stut 
to  have  been  coniposeil  1  >y  a  Lord  Yester.t  It  consiatetl  of  two  stanzas 
of  wliich  I  I'KCullect  tlio  fii-i-t — 


Rim  iiDtH  oil  thl<  suliJeFt  In  the  new  edition  of 

vTorcl,  ■iibhar  of  Lba  beautiful  putonL  Hon^  '  Ti 

ir,'  wwi  ■  younger  ton  at  Fatrick  Cnwfonl,  tliini 

diol  In  y.ti.  In  the  ]>rline  of  life,  nniiiin-leil.     Dnnii  liu  iiiim1«  a 

nm  of  the  faou»  of  Auchniiiiea,  and  ain  In  giving  Uary  Btewi 


Kin'e  Uwlint  JfunML    Bohei 

>r  Dai-MCnwfDnl,  ofDniT 


Tn 


111  Uoniiil)  of  Tweedil  ala    He  UImI  In  ITIS,  ignl  ■Ittjr.elglit. 


rrta  to  johnsok'b  hubical  hcbeuu. 

when  Itaggf  imd  I  wu  loqiuuDt, 

I  carried  m;  Doddlu  f  u'  hie ; 
Nae  lintwhite  on  a'  the  green  pUiii, 

Nor  gowdipinli  lie  happy  u  me : 
Bat  I  uw  lier  Bae  f^,  and  I  lo'ed ; 

I  woo'd.  but  I  came  lute  great  ipecd ; 
80  now  I  mano  wander  abroad, 

And  Uy  my  banet  tar  fiae  the  Tweed. 


HE    POBIE. 


[t  nppesTs  evident  to  mc  tliftt  Oswalil  coiii|>oiietl  his  '  ItoBlin  Cntitle ' 
on  the  nimlulation  of  this  air.  In  tlie  second  |>art  of  Oswald's,  in  tbo 
tliree  fimt  \ig.re,  lio  liej)  either  hit  on  a.  wonderful  similarity  to,  or  else  lie 
Ii0»  entirely  borrowed  the  three  first  bare  of  the  old  air ;  ajii]  the  cIom  of 
both  tunes  is  ahnost  exactly  the  same.  The  ohl  venten  to  which  it  was 
sung  when  I  tnok  down  tlie  notes  from  a  coaotry  girl's  voice,  had  ua 
great  nierit.     Tlie  following  is  n  specimen  : 

There  was  a  pretty  may  and  a  lailkiii'  she  went ; 

Wi"  her  red  roqr  eheeka,  and  her  eoal-blaok  hair : 
And  ihe  haa  met  a  yoang  man  a  ooniin  o'er  the  bent, 

With  a  donble  and  adien  to  thee  fair  may. 
O  where  are  ye  gain,  m;  ain  pretty  may, 

AVi'  thy  red  nxiy  eheeke,  and  tlif  conl-biack  hair? 
Unto  the  yowes  a  milkin,  kind  air,  the  nya, 

With  a  double  and  adiea  to  thee  fur  may. 
What  it  I  Rang  alang  wi'  thee,  toy  ain  prettf  m»f, 

Wi'  thy  red  rosy  alieeka,  and  thy  coal-blank  hair ; 
Wad  I  be  aught  tho  wane  □'  that,  kind  air,  ihe  nya. 

With  a  donble  and  adieu  to  thee  fair  may. 


MARY'S  DREAM. 
The  Mary  here  a1lude<l  to  ia  generally  Hnpposetl  to  \m  Miss  Mary 
Mocghie,  daughter  to  tlic  Inin!  of  Ainls,  in  Galloway.  The  Poet  welb  a 
Mr  Alexander  Lowe,  wlio  liken-ise  wrote  another  besiitifal  song,  called 
'  Pompey'u  Ghost.'  I  have  seen  a  poetic  epistle  from  him  in  North 
Ameiico,  where  he  now  in,  or  lately  waa,  to  a  lady  ia  Scotland.  By  the 
strain  of  the  verses,  it  appeared  that  they  allude  to  Mmc  love  dis- 
appointmenL 


THE    MAID    THAT    TKNDS    THE    OOATB. 
BY  MR  »in>OEOM. 

Tlib  Dudgeon  ii  a  respectable  fermer'a  son  in  Berwickshire. 
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LIFB  AND  WORKS  OP  BURNS. 


I    WISH     MY     LOVE    WERE    IN    A    MIRE. 

I  never  heani  more  of  the  words  of  tliia  old  song  than  the  title. 


ALLAN    WATER. 


This  *  Allan  Water/  which  the  composer  of  the  miuue  has  honored 
with  the  name  of  the  air,  I  have  been  told  is  Allan  Water,  in  Stnith- 

allan. 


TIIERE*S    NAE    LUCK     ABOUT    THE    HOUSE. 

This  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  songs  in  the  Scots,  or  any  other 
language.    The  two  lines — 

And  will  I  see  his  face  again  ? 
And  will  I  hear  him  speak? 

as  well  as  the  two  preceding  ones,  are  unequalled  almost  by  any  thing  I 
ever  heard  or  read ;  and  the  lines 

Tlio  present  niomcnt  is  our  ain, 
The  neifit  wo  never  saw, 

lire  worthy  of  the  first  poet.  It  is  long  posterior  to  Kanisay's  days. 
AlK)ut  the  year  1771,  or  72,  it  catnc  lirst  on  the  streets  as  a  ballad  ;  and 
I  suppose  the  coni^iositiou  of  the  song  was  not  much  anterior  to  that 
period. 


T  A  U  R  Y     W  O  O. 

This  is  a  very  pretty  song  ;  but  I  fancy  that  the  fii'st  half -stanza,  ast 
well  as  the  tune  itself,  are  much  older  than  the  rest  of  the  words. 


G  R  A  M  A  C  H  «  E  E. 

The  sonff  of  *  Graniachrce  *  was  composed  by  a  Mr  Poe,  a  counsel lor-at- 
law  in  Dublin.  This  anecdote  I  had  from  a  gentleman  who  knew  the 
huly,  the  *  Molly,'  who  is  the  subject  of  the  song,  and  to  whom  Mr  Poe 
sent  the  fii-st  manusciipt  of  his  most  beautiful  verses.  I  do  not  re- 
member any  single  line  that  has  more  true  pathos  than — 

'  How  can  she  break  that  honest  heart  that  wears  her  in  its  core ! ' 

But  as  the  song  is  Irish,  it  had  nothing  to  do  in  the  collection. 
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THE    COLLIBK'a    RONIE    LASSIK. 

The  first  half  Btaaia  ia  much  older  th&n  the  daya  of  Ramsay.    The  ohl 
wonla  began  thUH : 

The  collier  hu  k  docbter,  and,  O,  ihe  'b  wonder  bonia  I 

A  lurd  lie  wu  that  aonght  hsr,  rich  baith  in  linda  and  money. 

She  wad  nm  has  a  laird,  nor  wad  aha  be  a  lady ; 

But  ihe  wad  has  a  ooUier,  the  oolor  o'  her  daddie. 


MY    AIN    KIND    DEARIE,    0.* 

The  old  wonla  o(  tliia  song  are  oniitt«d  here,  thongh  mnch  more 
beautiful  tlian  tlteae  inserted;  which  were  mostly  composed  by  poor 
FergntiBon,  in  one  of  his  mony  hnmon.    The  old  words  began  tlius : 
I  'II  Towe  tbee  o'er  the  lea-rig, 

Hy  tin  kind  dearie,  O, 
1 11  rowe  tbee  o'er  the  lea-ri& 

Hjr  ain  kind  dearie,  O, 
Altho'  the  night  were  ne'er  aa  wat. 

And  I  were  ne'er  no  veatj,  O; 
I  '11  rowe  thee  o'er  the  lea-rig, 
Mr  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 


KARY  SCOTT,  THK  FLOWER  OP  YABBOW.t 
Mr  Itobertaon,  in  his  statistical  account  of  the  parixli  of  Selkirk, 
says,  that  Mary  Scott,  the  Flower  of  Yarrow,  was  descended  froni  tlie 
Drjhope,  and  marrieil  into  the  Hanlen  family.  Her  daut'liter  was 
married  to  a  predecessor  of  the  present  Sir  Francis  Elliot  of  Stoblis,  and 
of  the  late  Lonl  Heathfield. 

There  is  a  circumstance  in  their  contract  of  marriage  that  raerils 
attention,  as  it  strongly  marks  the  predatory  spirit  of  the  times.  Tiie 
father-in-law,  agrees  to  keep  his  daughter  for  some  time  after  tlie 
marriage ;  for  which  the  aon-in-law  binds  himself  to  give  him  the 
prolite  of  the  first  Michaelmas  moon  ! 


DOWN    THE    Bl'RN,    DAVlE.t 

I  have  been  informed  that  the  tune  of  'Down  the  Bom,  Dnvio,' 
was  the  com|>ositinn  of  Daiid  MaiKli,  kco|)er  of  the  blood  slough  hounds, 
belonging  to  the  Laird  of  Itiddel,  in  Twecddale. 

•  Sea  Vol.  III.,  pp.  SS4,  MS- 

f  The  ■on^  to  which  Diimi  appaniled  thiji  note  wv  one  by  Robert  Crawfbrd,  oilebzmtinif, 
not  the  Mary  Bcnttol  pmlatory  tInwB  who  bora  the  name  ol  the  '  Flower  ot  Tsmiv,'  biita 
itoMenilHit  of  hen.  who  noiirlklixl  In  the  nrly  ivrt  oT  the  eighteenth  centui?,  Mfn  Hiiry 
IJilai  Sentt.  daiiKlib'r  or  WiUet  Srolt.  E«i.  of  Hankn,  aiirl  who  wa.i  a1»  >tylH)  U>e  ■  Flower 
or  Tarrow.'    Thli  laily  wai  the  UtI*  '  Mary '  oT '  TweMl^lde.' 

t  H»e  Vol,  IV„  p.  41. 


The  moon  kIic  gies  na 
It's  a'  for  the  sake  o'  hw 

That  ever  I  tint  my  w; 
Swcft,  let  me  lie  hcyoiid 

Until  it  be  break  o*  day 

O,  Betty  will  bake  my  bre 

And  Betty  will  brew  my 
And  Betty  will  be  my  love, 

When  I  oome  oyer  the  da 
Blink  over  the  bum,  sweet 

Blink  over  the  bum  to  mc 
And  while  I  hae  life,  dear  la 

My  ain  sweet  Betty  thou 's 


THE    BLITHSOME    BRIl 

I  find  the  Blitlisotne  Bridal,  in  James  Wats( 
poems,  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  1706.  This  c( 
says,  is  the  first  of  its  nature  which  has  been 
native  Scots  dialect — it  is  now  extremely  scarce. 
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JOHN    hay's    BONIB    LAi 

John  Hay's  Bonie  Lassie  was  daughter  of  Johi 
of  Tweeddale,  and  late  Countess  Dowager  of 
at  Broomlands,  near  Kelso,  some  time  betwec 
1740. 


THE    BONIE    BRIT^'"- 
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Tbe  idea  of  tbie  song  ii  to  me  very  original ;  the  first  two  lines  lire  &I1 
of  it  tliat  Ih  old.  The  I'est  of  the  Bon^;,  an  well  as  tliose  songs  Id  the 
Mwtetnn  iiiarlced  T.,  oie  tlie  works  of  an  obscure,  tippling,  but  extra- 
onlinaiy  body  of  tbe  uftme  of  Tytler,  cnminonly  known  by  tbe  nanie  of 
'Balloon  Tytler,'  from  bia  having  projecl>ei)  a  balloon;  a  mortal  who, 
though  be  drudtres  about  Edinburgh  as  a  cotuiiion  printer,  with  leaky 
ahoea,  a  sky-lighted  hat,  and  knee-buckles  as  unlike  as  George-by-the 
grace-of-God,  and  Solomon' the- son -of-David :  yet  that  name  unknown, 
dmuken  mortal  is  author  and  compiler  of  three-foarChs  of  Elliot's 
pompous  Eaeyeiopadia  Britannka,  vrbicli  be  composed  at  half  a  guinea 


HBRKY 


VS    TW 


EEN. 


This  song  is  beautiful.    The  chorus  in  particular  is  truly  pathetia 
never  could  leam  any  thing  of  its  author. 

Chonu—Su  ineny  u  we  twm  hs'e  bam. 

Sse  merry  As  wfl  tir&  hft^e  been ; 
If;  heart  it  is  like  for  to  bremk, 
Whan  I  think  aii  the  dkyi  we  ha'e  icrn. 


THii    BANKS    07    FORTH. 


This  air  is  Oswald's. 


THE    BUSH    ABOON    TRAQUAIR. 

Tliis  is  nnotber  beautiful  song  of  Mr  Crawford's  composition.  In  tlie 
ndghbonrhood  of  Traquur,  tradition  still  shews  the  old  '  Busb ; '  which, 
when  1  savr  it  in  the  year  1T87,  was  comjKMed  of  eight  or  nine  rugged 
birdies.  Tbe  Earl  of  Tnujuair  has  planted  a  clump  of  Ireea  near  by, 
which  he  calls  '  The  new  Busli.' 


crohlet's 


ILT. 


[Siniw  sll  thy  tows,  falH  msid. 

Are  blown  to  air. 
And  my  poor  heart  betrayed 

To  aad  deipair. 
Into  some  irildenieM, 
My  grief  I  will  eipreu. 
And  tliy  hard-heartednMS, 

Ocn.elfair'J 

The  following  interesting  account  of  this  plaintive  dirge  was  com. 
municated  to  Mr  Riddel  by  Alexander  Fmser  Tjtler,  Esq.  of  Wood- 
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....    uie   Scottish    huliet*,    far    fioiii    prid 
lit(M!\tun»,  weio  thou;;lit  sullioiently    book 
out  the  Sniptines  in   their  iMotlier-tonyue 
of   the    line   of   female    education.      At  th. 
youn;;  men  of   family  sought  a   fortune,  oi 
Cromlus,  when  he  went  abroad  to  the  wa 
management  of  his  correspondence  with  hit 
of  the  monastery  of  Dumblane,  in  the  in 
Cromleck,  and  near  Ardoch.      This  man,  i 

i  sensible  of  Helen's  charms.     He  artfully  pre 

to  the  disadvantage  of  Cromlus,  and,  by  m. 
'    up  the  letters  and  messages  intrusted  to  his  « 
both.      All    connection    was    broken    off  bet\ 
inconsolable,   and   Cromlus  has  left  behind  hi 
*Cromlet's  Lilt,*  a  proof  of  the  elegance  of  hu 
steadiness  of  lib  love. 

'  When  the  artful  monk  thought  time  had  suffic 
sorrow,  he  proposed  himself  as  a  lover.     Helen 
last,  overcome  by  the  persuasions  of  her  brother, 
and  who,  having  a  family  of  thirty -one  children, ' 

- ;  pleased  to  get  her  off  his  hands,  she  submitted, 

to  the  ceremony ;  but  there  her  compliance  end< 
put  into  bed,  she  startetl  quite  frantic  from  it,  sci 
three  gentle  taps  on  the  wainscot,  at  the  bed-hea 
voice,  crying :  "  Helen,  Helen,  mind  me  ! "    Cron 

1 ,  home,   the  treachery  of  the  confidant  was  dis 

annulled,  and  Helen  became  Lady  Cromlecks.* 

N,B. — Marg.  Murray,  mother  to  these  thi 
daughter  to  Murray,  of  Strewn,  one  of  the  seven 
dine,  and  whose  youngest  son,  commonly  called 
died  in  the  year  1715,  aged  111  years. 


NOTBS  TO  JOHNSON  H   NUBICAI.  MUSBUU. 


GO    TO    THE    BWE-BUGRTS,    HAKIOH. 

I  am  not  iare  if  tlib  old  and  chamiing  air  be  of  the  Sooth,  m  is 
oommonly  snid,  or  of  the  North  of  Scotland.  There  is  a  song  apparently 
w  ancient  as,  *  Owe-bugbta,  Marion,'  which  sings  to  the  same  tnne,  ami 
is  evideutly  of  the  North.    It  begins  tiius ; 

nio  Lord  o'  Gordon  had  three  doclitein, 

Hary,  Msrget,  and  Jean, 
Thej  nd  na  da;  at  bonie  C*«ti«  Goidon, 


LEWIS    GORDON. 
[Oh  !  Knd  Lewis  Gordon  hame. 
And  the  W  I  maaims  name ; 
Tliough  hii  baolc  be  at  the  «a'. 
Here's  to  him  that'i  far  awa'l 
O  hoD  !  mj  Higblandman, 
O  mj  boniij  Highlandman  ', 
Weel  would  I  ni;  true-love  ken, 
Amang  ton  thousand  Highlanduieu,  &e.] 
This  air  is  a  proof  how  one  of  our  Scots  tunes  coiues  to  be  compoMd 
out  of  another.    I  have  one  of  the  earliest  copies  of  the  song,  and  it  has 
prefixed. 

Tune  0/  Tariy  Woo; 

of  which  tnne  a  differeot  set  has  insensibly  varied  into  a  difTerent  air. 
To  a  Scots  critic,  the  i>athofl  of  the  line, 

'  Tbougli  his  back  be  at  the  wa',' 
ninst  l>e  very  striking.    It  needs  not  a  Jocohite  prejudice  to  be  affected 
with  tliis  song.     The  supposed  autlior  of  the  song  woe  a  Mr  Geddes, 
priest,  at  Shenvnl,  in  the  Ainzie. 


ONO    CHRIa 

I  tiiat  tliis  song  \ 


t  composed  on   the 


['ll   mevbr   leave  thee. 


Tliis  is  another  of  Crawford's  songs,  but  I  do  not  think  in  Itis  happiest 
manner.  What  an  absurdity,  to  join  such  names  as  Adonis  and  Maiy 
together. 


'™«««r,  "''■'"• 
There ._  ,  ""■*  Cir ..  ~~~-~ 
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pnUication  of  the  Ming,  and  ient  ii  challenge  to  Skirran  to  meet  liini 
diere,  and  answer  for  llie  UDwortliy  manner  in  which  he  had  noticed  him 
in  hia  song.-'' Gang  awa  back,'  said  llie  honett  fanner,  'and  t«U  Mr 
Smitli  that  I  bae  nae  leisure  to  come  to  Haddington ;  but  tell  him 
to  come  here,  and  1  '11  tak  a  look  o'  liim ;  and  if  I  think  I  'm  fit  to  fecht 
him  I  '11  feclit  him ;  and  if  no,  I  '11  do  as  lie  did — I  'II  rin  avra'  1 ' 


TO    THB    WEA 


ERS  am  YE  I 


The  Chonis  of  this  aong  is  old,  the  rest  of  it  is  mine.  Here,  ones  for 
all,  let  me  apologize  for  many  silly  eompoeitions  of  mine  in  this  work. 
Many  beautiful  airs  wanted  words  ;  in  tlie  iinrry  of  other  avocations,  if 
I  conld  string  a.  parcel  of  rhymes  togetlier  any  thing  near  talerahle,  I  was 
fain  to  let  them  |muo.  Be  must  be  an  excellent  poet  iudeeil,  whose  every 
performance  is  excellent. 


POLWARTH    ON    THE    OBBSK. 

The  anthor  of '  Polwartli  on  the  Green '  is  Captain  John  Dmmunnd 
M'Grigor  of  the  family  of  Bochaldie. 


STREPHON   AND    LYDIA. 

[All  lonely  on  ths  toltry  bswdt. 

Expiring  StrephoB  lay, 
No  hand  the  oordial  draught  to  reach, 

Sot  sheer  the  gloomy  wiy. 
in-hted  youth  I  no  parent  nigh. 

To  eateh  thy  fleetiDg  breath. 
Ho  bride  to  fix  thy  swimining  eye. 

Or  smooth  the  faoo  of  death. 


Far  diilant  from  tl 

Thy  parents  sit  st  ease, 
Thy  Lydia  rifles  all  the  jilain. 

And  all  the  ipting  to  please. 
Sl-fated  youth  I  by  tanlt  of  friend, 

Not  fotoe  of  foe  depieneil, 
Thou  faU'at,  alai  I  thysvlf,  tliy  hind. 

Thy  oonntiy,  Qorodreised !] 

The  following  account  of  this  song  I  had  from  Dr  Macklock  i 

The  Strephon  and  Lydia  mentioned  in  the  song  were  perliapa  the 

loveliest  couple  of  their  time.     The  gentleman  was  commonly  known  by 

the  name  of  Bean  Gibwin.    The  lady  waa  ths  '  Gentle  Jean '  celebrated 

somewhere  in  Mr  Hamilton  of  Bangonr's  poemi.    Having  freqnently  met 

•  Bee  ToL  IV.,  p.  OIL 


...iiiral  Vemon's  expedition  to  CaiL 
Tlie  author  of  the  5oii«j:  >vas  Willian 
Avr.shire. 


I'M   o'er   young  to 
The  chorus  of  this  song  is  old.— The  res; 
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I   : 


H'PHKRSON'S    FAR 

M'Pherson,  a  daring  robber,  in  the  begi 
condemned  to  be  hanged  at  the  assizes  at  Ii 
under  sentence  of  death,  to  have  composed  th 
own  lament,  or  farewel. 

Gow  has  published  a  variation  of  this  fine 
tion,  which  he  calls,  '  The  Princess  Augusta.' 


MY    JO,     JANET. 


Johnson,  the  publisher,  with  a  foolish  delica 
last  stanza  of  this  humorous  ballad. 
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THE    shepherd's    COMF 

The  words  by  a  Mr  R,  Scott,  from  the  to 
Biggar. 


THE    BIRKS    OF    ABERF 

I  composed  these  stanzas  standing  n*'-^ 
near,  Moness. 
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before  sliD  should  eiiibtu'k  for  tlie  West  Highlandii,  to  arrange  matteTB 
among  her  friends  for  oar  project«d  change  of  life.  At  the  close  of 
antunin  following  she  crossed  the  sea  to  greet  me  at  Greenock,  where 
she  hod  scarce  landed  when  ehe  woa  seized  with  a  malignant  fever, 
which  hurried  my  dear  girl  to  the  grave  in  a  few  days,  before  I  could 
even  hear  of  her  illnesa. 


FIFE,    AND    a'    the    LANDS 


a  song  ja  Dr  filncklock's.     He,  as  well  a*  I,  often  gave  Johnson 
I,  trifling  enough  perhaps,  but  they  served  as  a  vehicle  to  the 


HY    HEART    LIGHT    I    WAD    DIE. 


Lord  Hailee,  in  the  notes  Ui  his  collection  of  ancient  Scote  poems,  says 
that  this  song  wah  the  enmposition  of  a  Iddy  Griasel  Baillie,  daughter 
of  tlie  finit  Earl  of  Marchmont,  and  wife  of  George  Baillie,  of  Jervis- 


THE    YOUKG    UAN'S    DREA 

This  song  b  the  composition  of  Balloon  Tytler. 


8TEATRALLAK8    LAMENT.* 

This  air  is  the  composition  of  one  of  the  wortliiest  and  beet  hearl«d 
iDOn  living — Allan  MaHterton,  schoolmaster  in  Edinbui^h.  As  he  and 
I  were  both  sprouts  of  Jacohitum,  we  agreed  to  dedicate  the  words  and 
air  to  that  cause. 

To  tell  the  matter  of  fact,  except  when  roy  pnuions  were  heated  by 
some  accidental  canse,  my  Jacobitism  was  merely  by  way  of,  vive  la 
bagatdk. 


UP  IN  THE  UOBNINO  EAELY.t 

The  choms  of  this  is  old ;  the  two  stanzas  are  mine^ 


THE    TEAKS    OF    SCOTLAKD. 

Dr  Blaeklock  told  me  that  Smollett,  who  was  nt  bottom  a  great 
Jacobite,  eoropoHed  these  beantifnl  and  pathetic  verses  on  the  infamous 
depredations  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland  after  the  battle  of  Culloden. 
■SmToL  II.,  [LIST.  t  SnToi.  IV.,  ^no. 
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WHAT    WILL    I    DO    OIN    MY    HOOOIB    DIE?* 

Dr  Walker,  who  wan  miniMter  at  Moffat  in  1772,  and  is  now  (1791) 
rrofeftHor  of  Natural  Hintory  in  the  Univenslty  of  Edinbnigh,  tolil  the 
following  anecdote  concerning  this  air. — He  said  tliat  some  gentlemen 
ri<Ung  a  few  yearn  ago,  through  Liddosdalc,  stopped  at  a  hamlet  couaist- 
iiig  of  a  few  houses,  calletl  Moss  Piatt ;  when  they  were  struck  with  thia 
tune,  which  an  old  woman,  spinning  on  a  rock  at  her  door,  was  singing. 
All  she  could  tell  concerning  it  was,  that  she  was  taught  it  when  a  child, 
and  it  was  called,  'What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hoggie  die?'  No  person, 
except  a  few  females  at  Moss  Piatt,  knew  this  fine  old  tune ;  which,  in 
all  probability,  woultl  have  l>een  lost,  had  not  one  of  the  gentlemen,  who 
happened  to  have  a  flute  with  him,  taken  it  down. 


I    DREAM'D    I    LAY    WHERE   FLOWERS    WERE    SPRINGING.f 

These  two  stanzas  I  composed  when  I  was  seventeen,  and  {u:e  among 
the  oldest  of  my  printed  pieces. 


AH!    THE    POOR    SHEPHERD'S    MOURNFUL    FATE. 

Tune— Gallctshiels. 

The  old  title,  *Sour  Plums  o*  Gallashiels,'  proliably  was  the  beginning 
of  a  song  to  this  air,  which  is  now  lost. 

The  tune  of  GallashiclH  was  compoBe<l  about  the  beginning  of  the 
present  century  by  the  I^aird  of  Gallashiers  piper. 


THE    banks    OF    THE    DEVON.^ 

These  verses  were  composed  on  a  charming  girl,  a  Miss  Charlotte 
Hamilton,  who  is  now  marrietl  to  James  M*Kitrick  Adair,  Esq.,  physician. 
Slie  is  sister  to  my  worthy  friend  Gavin  Hamilton,  of  Mauchline;  and 
was  l)orn  on  the  banks  of  Ayr,  but  was,  at  the  time  I  wrote  these  lines, 
residing  at  Herveyston,  in  Clackmannanshire,  on  the  romantic  banks  of 
the  little  river  Devon.  I  first  heard  the  air  from  a  lady  in  Invemees, 
and  got  the  notes  taken  down  for  this  work. 


MILL,    MILL    O. 

The  original,  or  at  least  a  song  evidently  prior  to  Ramsay^,  is  still 
extant.    It  runs  thus, 

•  Bee  Vol.  IV.,  p.  884.  t  See  Vol.  I.,  p.  62.  t  See  VoL  IL,  p.  212. 
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mill,  mill  O,  ud  the  kill.  Idll  O, 
And  the  ooggin  o'  Peggy's  wheel  O, 
The  eaolc  and  the  sieve,  and  ft'  alie  did  leave. 
And  daoc'd  the  tnillei'i  reel  O. 

As  1  cam  dawn  jon  watereids, 

And  by  yon  shell  in-hiU  O, 
There  I  spied  a  bonie,  bonie  lus, 

And  a  lass  that  I  lov'd  right  weel  a 


BY   RAN. 

a'  WBs  a  Rev.  Mr  Munlocb 


In  the  west  country  I  have  lieani  &  ditferent  e<lition  of  the  2d  Btanza. 
Instead  of  the  fonr  lines,  beginning  with,  >  When  cockle-shelk,  &&,'  the 
other  w&y  ran  thn£  ; 


And  ityt,  he'll  never  Inve  me  lu 


DUNGAM    ORAY.* 


Dr  Bliuiklock  iiifonueil  nie  that  lie  hail  often  heard  the  tradition  that 
Litis  air  was  composed  by  a  carman  in  Glasgow. 


DUMBARTOH    DRtJHS. 
[Dumbarton'!  dmms  beat  bonny,  O, 
'When  they  mind  me  o'  my  dear  Johnnie,  O. 
How  happy  am  I, 
With  my  eoldiar  sitting  by. 
When  be  kisKa  and  blewea  hie  Annie,  0,  &<x] 
This  is  tlie  last  of  the  West  Highland  air8;t  and  from  it,  over  the 
whole  tract  of  conntry  to  tlie  conlines  of  Tweedside,  there  is  liardly  a 
tune  or  song  that  one  can  say  has  taken  its  origin  from  any  place  or 

•  See  Vol  III.,  p.  (TO. 

t  Burni  irguai  lh>t  It  la  a  wMt-coantrr  air,  ftotn  Ite  nltr«D«  to  Dumbarton  ;  but  tba 
pmbahilli)'  <■  tliaC  the  ilniini  tlludeil  to  wete  tboea  nf  Danibartou'e  nigliimnt— namnlyi 
'  Id  by  the  Karl  o(  Duiutartai. 
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transaction  in  that  part  of  SoofeUnd.  The  oldflrt  Aynlura  nd  is 
*  Stewarton  Lasses,'  which  was  made  by  the  father  of  tlie  preeent  Sir 
Walter  Montgomery  Canningham,  alioi  Lord  Lyale,  dnee  whiofa  period 
t  here  has  indeed  been  local  mnsic  in  that  county  in  great  plenty.  *  Johnie 
Foa '  is  the  only  old  song  which  I  could  ever  trace  as  belonging  to  the 
extensive  county  of  Ayr. 


CAULD    KAIL    IN    ABEBDKKN.* 

This  song  is  by  the  Duke  of  Crortton.    The  old  verses  are» 

There  'a  oaold  kail  in  Aberdeen, 
And  Castooks  in  Strathbogie ; 

When  ilk*  lad  uiaun  hae  hit  laii» 
Then  fye,  gie  me  my  ooggie. 

Choi'ut—'My  oogg^  Sirs,  my  coggie.  Sin, 
I  cannot  want  my  ooggie ; 
I  wadna  gie  my  threc-girred  oap 
For  e'er  a  queue  on 


There 's  Johnie  Smith  has  got  a  wife 
That  scriuips  him  o'  his  ooggie. 

If  she  were  mine,  upon  my  life, 
I  wad  douk  her  in  a  bogie. 

My  coggie,  Sirs,  ko. 


say, 


FOR    LAKE    OF    GOLD. 

The  country  girls  in  Ayrshire,  instead  of  the  line — 

She  me  forsook  for  a  great  duke, 

For  A  thole's  duke  she  mc  forsook ; 

which  I  take  to  be  the  original  reading. 

These  words  were  composed  by  the  late  Dr  Austin,  physician  at  Edin- 
burgli. — He  had  courted  a  lady,  to  whom  he  was  sliortly  to  have  been 
marrie<l ;  but  the  Duke  of  A  thole  having  seen  her,  became  so  much  in 
love  with  her,  that  he  made  proposals  of  marriage,  which  were  accepted 
of,  and  she  jilted  the  doctor. 


here's    a    health    to    my    true    LOVE,    &c. 

This  song  is  Dr  B1acklock'8.~He  told  me  that  tradition  gives  the  air 
to  our  James  IV.  of  Scotland. 

*  See  Vol.  IL  ppi  201,  202,  208. 


KOTEB  TO  JOHKBON8   MUSICAL  HUSBUU. 


I  have  met  the  tradition  universally  over  Scotland,  and  particularly 
about  Stirling,  iD  tlie  neighbourhood  of  the  sceno,  that  thb  air  waa 
Hobert  Bmce'B  march  at  the  battle  of  Bannockbum. 


BAVINQ  WINDS  AROUND  HER  BLOWIND-t 
I  compoaed  tbese  verses  on  Mias  Isabella  M'Leod  of  Kaza,  alluding  to 
her  feeliiigH  on  the  death  of  her  siater,  and  the  etill  more  melancholy 
death  of  her  aiater'a  husband,  the  late  Earl  of  London ;  wlio  nhot  himself 
out  of  sheer  heart-break  at  some  mortifications  fae  suRered,  owing  to  the 
deranged  state  of  his  Unaoces. 


TAK     YOURAULD    CLOAK    ABOUT    YE. 
A  part  of  this  old  song  according  to  the  English  set  of  it,  is  quoted  in 
Sliakspeare. 

YK  aoDS,  WAS  strephon's  picture  blest. 

TVHK— Fourteenth  of  October. 

The  title  of  this  air  shews  that  it  alludes  to  the  famous  King  Crispian, 

the  patron  of  the  honorable  corporation  of  Shoemakers. — St  Crispian's 

d^  falls  on  the  fourteenth  of  October,  old  style,  as  the  old  proverb 

telhi! 

On  the  foDtteenth  of  October, 
Wm  ne'er  a  autor  nber. 


SINCE   ROBB'D   of    all   TEAT   CHARH'D   MY   VIEWS. 

The  old  name  of  this  air  la,  'The  Bloworo  o'  the  Raspberry.'    The 
song  Is  Dr  Blacklock's. 

VOUNO    DAMON. 

This  air  is  by  Osirald. 


KIBK    WAD    LET    »E    BE. 
[I  am  ■  pair  tilly  luld  man. 
And  hirpling  o'er  s  tree, 
Tet  fun,  Ian  kiu  wad  I, 
An  the  kirk  wad  let  me  be,  fta.] 
J.  IT.,  p.  ST.  t  s«vo].n.,rB 
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Ti-aditiuu,  in  the  westeru  |>arts  of  ScoUftud,  tolls  tiiat  this  old  aang^ 
*An  the  kirk  i^ail  let  me  lie'  (of  which  there  are  still  tliree  staiisu 
extant),  once  savetl  a  covenanting  clergyman  out  of  a  scrape.  It  was  a 
little  prior  to  tlie  Kevolution--^  period  when  being  a  Scots  Covenantor 
was  l»cing  a  felon— tliat  one  of  their  deigy,  who  was  at  that  time  hunted 
by  tlie  merciless  soldier)',  fell  in,  by  accident,  with  a  party  of  tlie  mili- 
tary. The  soldiers  were  not  exactly  acquainted  with  the  iierran  of  the 
reverend  gentleman  of  whom  they  were  in  search ;  but  from  smipicious 
circumstances  they  fancied  that  they  had  got  one  of  tliat  cloth  and 
opprobrious  i^ersnasion  among  them  in  the  peraon  of  this  stranger. 
*  Mass  John/  to  extricate  himself,  assumed  a  freedom  of  manners  very 
unlike  the  gloomy  strictness  of  his  sect;  and,  among  other  convivial 
exhibitions  sung  (and  some  traditions  say  emnpoted  on  tlie  spur  of  the 
occasion)  'Kirk  wad  let  me  be '  with  such  effect,  tliat  the  soldiers  swore 

he  was  a  d d  honest  fellow,  and  tliat  it  was  impossible  he  could  belong 

to  those  hellish  conventicles ;  and  so  gave  him  his  liberty. 

The  (ii-st  stanza  of  this  song,  a  little  altered,  is  a  favorite  kind  of 
dramatic  interlude  acted  at  country  weddings,  in  the  soutli-west  parts 
of  the  kingdom.  A  young  fellow  is  dressed  up  like  an  old  beggar; 
a  i>erukc,  commonly  made  of  carded  tow,  represents  hoaiy  locks;  an 
old  l)onnet ;  a  ragged  plaid,  or  surtout,  bound  with  a  straw-rope  for  a 
girdle ;  a  |>air  of  old  shoes,  with  straw-ropes  twisted  round  his  ancles, 
as  is  done  by  shepherds  in  snowy  weather  ;  his  face  they  disguise  as  like 
wretched  old  age  as  they  can  :  in  this  plight  he  is  brought  into  the 
wedding-house,  frequently  to  the  astonishment  of  strangers  who  are  not 
in  the  secret,  and  begins  to  sing — 

[Oh,  I  am  s  silly  auld  man, 

My  name  it  is  auld  Glenae,*  &c.] 

He  is  asked  to  drink,  and  by  and  by  to  dance,  which,  after  some  un- 
couth excuses,  he  is  ])revailed  on  t^  do,  the  iiddler  playing  the  tune 
(which  here  is  commonly  called  *Anld  Glenae');  in  short,  he  is  all  the 
time  so  plied  with  liquor  that  he  is  understood  to  get  intoxicated,  and, 
with  all  the  ridiculous  gesticulations  of  an  old  drunken  beggar,  he 
dances  and  staggers  until  he  falls  on  the  floor ;  yet  still  in  all  his  riot, 
nay,  in  his  rolling  and  tumbling  on  the  floor,  with  one  or  other  drunken 
motion  of  his  IwHly,  he  1K^atH  time  to  the  music,  till  at  last  he  is  sup- 
posed to  be  carried  out  duid  drunk. 


MUSING    ON    THE    ROARING    OCEAN.f 

I  composed  these  verses  out  of  compliment  to  a  Mrs  M*Lachlan,  whose 
husband  is  an  officer  in  the  East  Indies. 

*  Glenao,  on  the  small  river  Ae,  in  Annaudale ;  the  seat  and  designation  of  an  ancient 
branch,  and  the  present  representative,  of  the  gallant  and  unfortunate  Dalzels  of  Gamwath. 
(This  is  the  Authot't  note.) 

t  8ee  Vol.  II.,  p.  2SP. 
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I  eomiHwed  these  versee  wliile  I  stayed  at  Ocbterlyre  witli  Sit  William 
Murr&y.— The  lady,  who  was  also  at  Oclitertyre  at  the  same  time,  was 
tiie  well-known  toast,  Miaa  EupliemJa  Mniray  of  Ijentroee,  who  was 
called,  aud  very  justly.  The  Flower  of  SraUiniore. 


OR    THE    OYPSI 


LADDIE. 


The  people  in  Ayrahire  begin  thia  song— 

The  Kyptiaa  oam  to  my  Lonl  Cauilii'  yett. 
Tliey  liave  a  great  many  more  stanzas  in  this  song  than  I  ever  yet  saw 
In  any  printed  copy.— Tlie  castle  is  still  remaining  at  Maybole,  where 
his  lordship  shot  np  bb  wayward  sponse  and  kept  her  for  life. 


TO    DAUNTON    HK-t 
The  two  following  old  stanzas  to  this  tune  have  some  u 

0  ken  je  what  it  is  OM  'U  dsnnton  ms  T 
There  'i  eightj^eight  uid  eighty-zkine, 
And  ft'  Uutt  1  hse  borne  sinayne, 
There  '■  oeu  and  preas  sod  Pmbytrie, 

1  think  it  will  do  meikle  for  to  dsnnton  me. 


0  ken  ye  whst  it  is  that  wad  wratou  nw 
To  see  gnde  com  upon  the  rigs, 

Aud  baniBhrnent  uusng  the  Whigs, 
And  right  nitored  where  right  sud  be, 

1  think  it  would  do  nieikla  for  to  wanton 


IE    LASB    MADE    THE    BED    TO    MK.^ 

*Tlie  Bonis  Lass  made  the  bed  to  me,'  was  compcwed  o 


Cliarles  II.  when  sculking  ii 
the  usnrpation.    He  formed  ti 


I  North,  about  Aberdeen,  in  the  time  of 

t  petite  affaire  with  a  danghter  of  the 

IB  the  '  lass  that  made  the  bed  ta  him  ; ' — 


I  kin'd  her  lips  ne  rosy  red, 

While  the  tear  itood  blinkin  in  her 

I  isid  my  Issrie  dinna  eiy 
For  ye  ay  shall  nisk  the  bed  to  me. 
t.  t  SeeVol.  tV.,  iksai. 
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She  took  her  mither'i  winding  iheet, 
And  o 't  she  made  a  nric  to  me ; 

Blythe  tnd  merry  may  ihe  be. 
The  1ms  that  uinde  the  bed  to  me. 


ABSENCK. 

A  Bong  in  the  manner  of  Shenstona 

This  song  and  air  are  both  by  Dr  Blacklock. 


I  HAD  A  HORSE  AND  I  HAD  KAB  MAIB. 

This  story  was  founded  on  fact  A  John  Hunter,  anceBtor  to  a  very 
re8i>cctfiil  fanning  family  who  live  in  a  place  in  tlie  parish,  I  tliink,  of 
Gals  ton,  called  Barr-mill,  was  the  luckless  hero  that  'had  a  horse  and 
hod  nae  mair.'— For  some  little  youthful  follies  he  found  it  neoessaiy  to 
make  a  retreat  to  the  West  Highlands,  where  'he  feed  liimself  to  a 
Highland  Laird,*  for  that  is  the  expression  of  all  tlie  oral  editions  of  the 
song  I  ever  heard.— The  present  Mr  Hunter,  who  told  me  the  anecdote, 
is  the  great  gran<lcliild  to  our  hero. 


UP    AND    WARN    A*    WILLIE. 

This  c<lition  of  the  song  I  got  from  Tom  Niel,  of  facetious  fame,  in 
Edinburgh.  The  expression,  *  Up  and  warn  a*  Willie,*  alludes  to  the 
Crantara,  or  warning  of  a  Highland  Clan  to  arms.  Notwithstanding 
this,  the  Lowlanders  in  the  west,  and  south,  say,  '  Up  and  waur  them 
a','  &c. 


'.  • 


A    ROSE-BUD     BY    MY     EARLY    WALK. 

This  song  I  composed  on  Miss  Jenny  Cniiksliank,  only  child  to  my 
worthy  friend  Mr  Wm.  Ciniikshank,  of  the  High  School,  Edinburgh. 
This  air  is  by  a  David  Sillar,  quondam  Merchant,  and  now  Schoolmaster 
in  Irvine.  He  is  the  Davie  to  whom  I  address  my  printed  poetical 
epistle  in  the  measure  of  the  '  Cherry  and  the  Slae.* 


AULD    ROB    MORRIS.t 

It  is  remark-worthy  that  the  song  of  '  Hooly  and  Fairly,'  in  all  the 
old  editions  of  it,  is  called  'The  Drunken  Wife  o*  Galloway,'  which 
localizes  it  to  that  country. 

•  See  Vol.  II.,  p.  100.  t  See  Vol.  III.,  p.  SOP. 
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RATTLIN,    BOARIN     WILLIE.* 

The  last  stanza  of  this  song  is  mine ;  it  ivbb  composed  out  of  conipli- 
meut  to  oue  of  tlie  worthiest  fellows  in  tlie  world,  William  Bu)il>ar, 
Esq.,  writer  to  the  signet,  Eiliuburgli,  and  Colonel  of  the  CrochallaD 
corps,  a  club  of  wits  who  twik  that  title  at  the  ttnie  of  raining  the 
fencible  regtmente. 


WHERE    DKAVINO    ANORV    WINTER'S    BTORMS.+ 
This  song  I  conipoaed  on  one  of  the  moat  accompliahed  of  women,  Min 


Peggy  Chalmera  that  i 
bank,  Edioburgli. 


I'  Mre  Lewis  H8,y,  of  Forbes  and  Co.'s 


TIBBIE,    I    IIAE    SEEN    THE    DAV.t 

Thia  song  I  composed  abont  the  age  of  seventeen. 


ncy's   ghost. 


This  song  b  by  Dr  Blacklock. 


TONE    YOUR    FIDDLES. 
[Tone  yonr  flddlei,  tune  them  sweetly. 
Flay  tbs  Muquia'  reel  diacreeUy, 
Here  arc  we  a  band  oomiiletely, 

Fitted  to  be  jolly. 
Coma,  my  boy^  bo  blithe  uid  gauoy, 
Every  yannpUr  chooae  his  lasue, 
Dmnoo  wi'  life,  and  be  not  Bauoy, 

SliynoriQulanohoIy,  So.) 

This  song  was  componed  by  the  Rev.  Jobn  Skinner,  nonjnrer  clei^- 
man  al  Linnhart,  near  Peterhead.  He  is  likewise  the  author  of  '  Tulloch- 
gonim,'  '  Ewie  wi'  the  crooked  bom,'  '  John  o'  Ilaiienyond,'  &e. ;  and 
what  is  of  still  more  consequence,  lie  is  one  of  the  worthiest  of  mankind. 
He  is  aliu)  the  author  of  an  ecclesinatical  history  of  Scotland.  The  air  is 
by  Mr  Marshall,  butler  to  the  Duke  of  Gordon,  the  first  composer  of 
stmthspeyB  in  the  age.  I  have  been  told  by  somehoHy  who  had  it  of 
Marshatl  himself,  that  he  took  the  idea  of  his  three  mont  celebrated 
pieces,  '  Marquis  of  Hnntly's  Reel,'  his  '  Farewell,'  and  *  Miss  Admiral 
Gordon's  Reel,'  from  the  old  air,  '  The  Gieniian  Lairdie.' 


M  Vol.  IL,  p.  CI. 
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GILL    MORIOB. 

Tlib  plaintive  ballacl  ought  to  have  been  called  'Child  Manriee/  and 
not  *GiIl  Morice.'  In  its  prefient  dra»,  it  liai  gained  immortal  honor 
from  Mr  Home's  taking  from  it  the  ground-work  of  hia  line  tragedy  of 
Douglaa.  But  I  am  of  opinion  tliat  the  present  ballad  is  a  modem 
composition ;  perliape  not  nmch  above  the  age  of  the  middle  ol  the  last 
century ;  at  least  I  should  be  glad  to  see  or  liear  of  a  copy  of  the  present 
words  prior  to  1650.  That  it  was  taken  from  an  old  ballad,  called  '  Child 
Maurice/  now  lost,  I  am  inclined  to  believe;  but  the  present  one  may 
l)c  classed  with  *  Hanlyknute  *  (Hrst  printed  in  1719), '  Kenneth/ '  Dnncan, 
the  'Laird  of  Woodhonselee,'  'Lord  Livingston,'  'Binnorie,'  'The 
Deatli  of  Monteith/  and  several  other  modem  productions,  which  have 
been  swallowed  by  many  readers,  as  ancient  fragments  of  old  poema. 

This  beautiful,  plaintive  tune  was  composed  by  Mr  M*Gibbon,  the 
selector  of  a  collection  of  Scots  tunes.  RoBT.  RiDDBL. 

In  addition  to  the  observations  on  'Gill  Morris,'!  add,  tiiat  of  the 
songs  which  Captain  Riddel  mentions,  'Kenneth'  and  'Dnncan'  are 
juvenile  compositions  of  Mr  M'Kenzie, '  The  Man  of  Feeling/  M'Kenxie's 
father  shewed  them  in  MSS.  to  Dr  Blacklock,  as  the  productions  of  his 
son,  from  which  the  Doctor  rightly  prognosticated  that  the  young  poet 
would  make,  in  his  more  advanced  years  a  re8i)ectable  figure  in  the 
world  of  letters.     This  I  had  from  Blacklock.  R.  B. 


TIBBIE    DUNBAR.* 

This  tune  is  said  to  1)e  the  comiiosition  of  John  M'Gill,  fiddler,  in 
Oirvan.     He  calle<l  it  after  his  own  name. 


WHEN     I     UPON    THY     BOSOM     LEAN. 

This  song  was  the  work  of  a  very  worthy,  facetious  old  fellow,  John 
Lapraik,  late  of  Dalfram,  near  Muirkirk  ;  which  little  property  he  was 
ohlidged  to  sell  in  consequence  of  some  connection  as  security  for  some 
persona  concerne<l  in  that  villanous  bubble,  The  Ayr  lUnk.  He  has 
often  tohl  me  that  he  composeil  this  song  one  day  when  his  wife  ha«l 
been  fretting  o'er  their  misfortunes. 


MY    HARRY   WAS    A   GALLANT   O  A  Y.t 

Tu^iK—IIighlander's  Lament, 

The  oldest  title  I  ever  heanl  to  this  air  was,  '  The  Highland  Watxrh's 
Far(?wcl  to  Ireland.*  The  chonis  I  picked  up  from  an  old  woman  in 
Dunblane ;  the  rest  of  the  song  is  mine. 

•  See  VoL  IIL,  p.  158.  f  Soe  Vol.  III.,  p.  154. 
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THE    HIGHLAND    GBARACTKR. 

This  tnne  was  the  composition  of  Geii.  Reid,  and  culled  by  him  '  The 
HiKlitand,  ur  42d  tteginieiit'B  March.' 
The  wonls  are  hy  Sir  Harry  Erskine. 


LBADKR    HAUOHS   AND    YARROW. 

There  is  in  several  collections,  the  old  song  of  '  Leader  Hanglin  anil 
Yarrow.'  U  eeenia  ti>  have  been  the  nurk  of  noe  of  our  ilitierant 
luioetrele,  w  he  calls  liiiiiself,  at  the  cnncliuiion  of  bis  snng,  '  Miimtrol 


LOB   FKLL  thro'   THE   BED,   THIMBLE    AH'   i 

n  of  Tailors.    The  second  n 


BEWARE    O'    BONIE    ANN.* 

I  composed  this  song  out  of  compliment  to  Miss  Ann  Manterton,  the 
dangliter  of  my  friend,  Allan  MastertOD,  the  antbor  of  the  air  of  '  Strath' 
alliin's  Lament,'  and  two  or  three  othera  in  this  work. 


THIS    Ifl    NO    MINE    AIN    HOUSE. 

The  Brst  half  stanza  is  old,  the  rest  is  Ramsay's.    The  old  wonls  are  t 

O  tbii  ia  no  mine  >in  honie, 

Hj  un  hoDH,  my  kin  bonw ; 
Thii  ia  no  mine  un  hooae, 

I  ken  by  tlio  biggin  o't 

nwte'i  bread  and  cheeu  are  my  door-ebeeki. 
Are  my  dooT-eheelra,  sre  my  door-cheekn  ; 

There  '■  brckd  uid  oheen  sre  my  door-cheeks. 
And  pan-rakes  the  riggin  o  't. 

Tbisiinomyain  wean, 

Thia  ia  no  my  ain  wean, 
I  ken  by  tlie  greetis  o 't 

•See  Vol.  IIL,  iLlU. 
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Ill  tak  the  cniciiie  aff my  hMd, 

Affmy  head,  affinj  head; 
I  'U  tak  the  oardiie  aff  my  head, 

And  row 't  ahout  the  feetie  o  'i 

The  tune  in  an  Old  Highland  air,  called  Shiian  tnuBli  wUliglian. 


LADDIE,    LIE    NEAR   M& 

This  song  is  by  Blncklock. 


THE   GARDENER   Wl'   HIS   PAIDLB.* 

This  air  in  the  <  Gardener's  March.'    The  title  of  the  aong  only  is  old ; 

the  rest  is  mine. 


THE   DAY   RETURNS,    MY    BOSOM   BUBN&t 

TvnK— Seventh  of  November. 

I  composed  this  song  oat  of  compliment  to  one  of  the  happiest  and 
worthiest  iiiarrieti  couples  in  the  world,  Robert  Riddel,  Esq.  of  Glen- 
riddel,  and  his  lady.  At  their  fire-side  I  have  enjoyed  more  pleasant 
evenings  than  at  all  the  houses  of  fashionable  people  in  this  country  pat 
together ;  and  to  their  kindness  and  hospitality  I  am  indebted  for  many 
of  the  happient  hours  of  my  life. 


THE    0  A  B  E  R  L  U  N  Z  I  E  -  M  A  N. 

The  Oaberlunzie-Man  is  supposed  to  commemorate  an  intrigue  of 
James  the  Vtlu  Mr  Callander  of  Craigforth  published  some  years  ago 
an  edition  of  *  Chrint's  Kirk  on  the  Green,*  and  the  •  Gaberlunzie-Man,' 
with  notes  critical  and  histwcal.  James  the  A''tli  is  said  to  have  been 
fond  of  Gosford,  in  Alwrlady  Parish,  and  that  is  was  susjiecteil  by  his  co- 
temimraries,  that  in  his  frt»quent  excureions  to  that  part  of  the  country 
lie  ha<l  otiier  purposes  in  view  besides  golfing  and  archery.  Three 
favorite  ladies,  Sandilands,  Weir,  and  Olipliant  (one  of  them  residecl  at 
Gosfoid,  and  the  others  in  the  ncighbourhoml),  were  occasionally  vh«ited 
by  tlicir  royal  and  gallant  admirer,  which  gave  rise  to  the  following 
satirical  advice  to  His  Majesty  from  Sir  David  Lindsay,  of  the  Mount ; 
Lonl  Lvon : 

Sow  not  your  seed  on  Saiidyland«, 

Spend  not  your  strength  in  Weir, 
And  ride  not  on  an  Elephant, 

For  spoiling  o*  your  gear. 

*  &«  Vol.  III.,  p.  IM.  t  See  Vol.  II.,  p.  877. 
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HY    BONKIE    HAS  v.* 

TliU  lur  is  Oswald's ;  tli«  lirat  lioll  stanm  of  Die  iiong  is  old,  the  rc«t 
mine. 

TIIK    DLACK    EAGLE. 


JAMIE    COME    TBY    MK-t 

ir  in  OKwald's ;  tlie  aong  mine. 


LAZV    MIST.t 


JOUMIE    COPE. 

Tills  Bfttirical  son];  wns  composed  to  coniniemorate  General  (kipe's 
tlefeftt  at  Preston  Pons,  in  1745,  wiien  lie  nmrclied  iigoinst  tlie  Clans. 

Tills  ilIt  was  the  tune  of  an  old  song,  of  wiiicli  1  liave  iicard  Boms 
verses,  bnt  now  only  remember  the  title,  wliicli  wwi, 


Will  ye  EO  to  the  oosb  in  (lio  moming. 


I    LOVE    HY    JEAN.  I 

r  is  hy  Marslial ;   tlie  song  I  conipoeeil  out  of  conipUment  to 


IS  during  the  honeymoon. 


CEASE,  CEASE,  MY  DEAR  FRIE!tD,  TO  EXPLORE. 

Tliis  song  is  by  Br  Blacklock }  I  believe,  but  am  not  qaite  certain, 
thixt  the  air  is  his  too. 


AVLD    RODIN    GRAY. 


This  air  V 
gnngs  down. 


*  fonnerly  called,  'Tlie  Bridegroom  greebi  vrben  the  Sun 
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ES    TO    THE    KNOW 


1  tlie  true  old  Scot«li  taste,  yet  I  do  uot  kaow 
ere  in  jirint  before. 


THE    BRIDAL    OY. 


Thia  Bong  U  the  work  of  &  Mr  Alexander  Kora,  late  Scliool master  at 
Loclilee ;  and  autlior  uf  a  beautiful  Scots  poeni,  called  tlie  '  Fortaoate 
SLeplierdess.' 


TOTLEN    HAME. 
TliU  ia  perhapH  tlie  first  bottle  song  that  ever  w 


THE    BRAES    O'    D  ALL  OC  H  H  YLE.t 

This  air  ie  the  coiiipoeition  of  my  friend  Allan  Maatertou,  in  Ealin- 

bnrgh.    I  composed  the  vetoes  or  ttie  amiable  and  excellent  family  of 

Wliitefoonl's  leaving  Ballocliniyle,  ivlien  Sir  John's   niisfortunea  had 

obliged  liiiu  to  sell  the  estate. 


THE  RANTIN  DOS  THE  DADDIE  O  ^. 

I  eonipns«l  this  tiong  pretty  early  in  life,  and  sent  it  to  a  yonng  girl,  i 
very  )>articular  friend  of  mine,  who  was  at  that  time  under  a  cloud. 
O  whs  m  J  bsbio-elout*  will  ba;  * 
Wbft  will  tent  me  when  I  er;  ! 
WIu  wiU  IciH  me  whsre  I  lie! 
The  rutin  dog  the  daddie  o  't 

WIu  will  own  bo  did  the  taut* 
Wha  willb;  mj  gruanin-msnt  T 
Wh>  will  teU  me  bow  to  n't; 
The  tantin  dog  the  daddie  o't. 

^  When  I  monnt  the  ereepie.ehair, 

Wba  will  sit  beaide  me  there  T 
Oie  mo  Bob,  I  Mcb  nae  mair, 

The  rantin  dog  the  daddio  o't, 

M'ha  will  cnck  to  me  m]'  lane  I 
Wba  will  mak  me  fidgin  tain  ? 
Wba  wiU  kJH  me  o'er  again  7 

The  imntill  dog  the  daddia  o1 
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THE  SHEPHERD'S  PREFERENCE. 

This  Bong  ia  Blacklock'it.    I  dou't  know  how  it  caine  by  tlie  name,  bat 
the  oldest  appellation  of  the  air,  was,  *  Whistle  and  1 11  come  to  yoa  my 

It  liofi  little  affinity  to  the  tune  commonly  known  by  that  name. 


THE    BONIS    BANKS    OF    AYR.* 

I  composed  thb  song  as  I  convoyed  my  chest  so  far  on  the  road  to 
Greenock,  where  I  was  to  embark  in  a  few  days  for  Jamaica. 
I  meant  it  as  my  farewcl  Dirge  to  my  native  land. 


JOHN    O*    BADENYOND. 


This  excellent  song  is  tlie  composition  of  my  worthy  friend,  old 
Skiuner,  at  Linshart. 


A    WAUKRIFE    MINNIE. 

I  picke<l  up  tliis  old  song  and  tune  from  a  country  girl  in  Nithsdale. 
I  never  met  with  it  elsewlicre  in  Scotland. 

Wliare  are  you  gaun,  my  boni.;  lass, 

Wliaro  arc  you  gaun,  luy  hlnuic  ? 
She  answered  luc  right  Kaucilie, 

Au  errand  for  my  minnic. 

O  wharo  live  yc,  my  bonie  lass, 

O  whare  live  ye,  my  hiimic  ? 
I>y  you  bum -side,  gin  ye  maun  ken, 

In  a  wee  house  wi*  my  miunie. 

But  I  foor  up  the  glen  at  e'en, 

To  see  my  bonie  lassie ; 
And  lang  before  the  gray  mom  cam, 

She  was  na  hauf  sae  saucie. 

O  weary  fa'  the  waukrife  cock, 

And  the  foumart  lay  his  crawiii ! 
He  wauken'd  the  auld  wife  frae  her  sleep, 

A  wee  blink  or  the  dawin. 

An  angry  wife  I  wat  she  raise. 

And  o'er  the  bed  she  hrought  her ; 
And  wi'  a  mickle  hazel  rung 

She  made  her  a  weel-juiy'd  dochter. 

'  Sfte  Vol.  I.,  p.  415. 


NOTBS  TO  JOIINSUNU  HUSICAL 

O  fue  thee  wecl,  m;  boaie  lua  t 
O  (kre  thse  wr«I,  m;  hinuie  1 

Tlion  art  &  g&;  uid  ■  bonie  Iub, 
Bat  thoQ  liM  ■  nnkrifa  minnw. 


TULLOCIIOORUM 


['Coma,  gje'a  >  ung.'  Montgomery  cried, 
'  And  !mj  joir  iluputM  nil  uida  ; 
Whkt  aigniBaii't  for  folks  to  diida 

For  what  wu  done  bcruro  them  : 
Let  Whig  and  Tory  all  ngrae, 

Whig  and  Tory,  Whig  and  Tory, 
Whig  and  Toty  all  agree. 

To  drop  their  Whig-mig-inomm. 
Let  TVhiK  and  Tory  all  agree 
To  ipend  the  iiijiht  wi'  mirtb  and  ^lec, 
And  olieciful  eing  alang  wi'  me. 

The  reel  o'  Tolloohgoruni,  At  [ 

Tills,  lintt  of  HiingH,  is  the  iiiaAter- piece  of  my  old  friend  Skiiincr. 
He  was  pasaing  tlic  day,  at  tEie  town  of  Cullen,  I  tliiuk  it  wns,*  in  a 
frienil'H  lioiise  wlioae  ntinie  was  Montgomery.  Mm  Montgomery  observ- 
ing, en  poMant,  llint  tlie  beantifal  reel  of  '  Tiillocligomm '  wonted  words, 
she  b^ed  tlieiii  of  Mr  Skinner,  who  gratiHed  her  wislies,  and  the 
wbbcs  of  eveiy  lover  of  ScottiKli  Rong,  in  this  roont  excellent  ballnd. 

Thene  particulara  I  had  from  the  author's  son,  Bishop  Skinner,  nt 
Abenieen. 


FOR    a'    that    and    a'    THAT.t 

Tliut  Hong  is  mine,  all  except  the  chorus. 

AULD    LANG    aVKK.; 

Ramsay  lieie,  as  nsnal  with  him,  limt  tnken  tlie  iilea  ol 
the  firft  line,  froni  the  old  fragment,  which  may  bo  Hcen  i: 


WILLIE    BREW'D    a    peck    O'    M  A  U  T.8 

ir  is MoHtertnn's ;  tlie  song  mine.— The  nccutioii  of  it  was  this. 
.  Nicol,  of  the  High  School,  Edinhiii-gh,  during  the  autumn 

•  1)1  reality,  the  town  of  Ellon,  in  AbrrltMiMlilreL 
I  Het  VoL  I.,  PT.  »1,  t*i ;  II.,  p.  t) ;  IV.,  pp.  IM,  IM. 
1  Bet  Vol.  II„  IV  m ;  IT.,  p.  *T. 
f  flee  VoL  III.,  p  101 
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And  they  have  tied  him  huiil  and  foot. 
And  Ird  him  up  tliro'  tltirling  town ; 

The  Ikda  tnd  Uaaei  met  him  tlioni. 
Cried,  Hnghie  Gnhun  thoa  'rt  >  lami. 

O  lowie  my  right  hand  tree,  he  uyt. 
And  put  my  braid  iword  in  the  ume ; 

He'a  no  in  Stirling  town  this  day, 
Dare  tell  the  tals  to  Hnghie  Gnbaiii. 

Up  then  beipake  the  bravo  Whitefoord, 
Ai  he  aat  by  the  bigbop'i  linee. 

Five  handred  white  atota  T  '11  gie  yoo. 
It  yell  let  Hnghie  Onham  free. 

O  haad  your  tongue,  the  tdihop  uy^ 
And  «i'  year  pleading  let  me  be ; 

For  tho'  ten  Onhams  were  in  hii  eoat, 
Hughie  Onbam  thii  day  ihall  die. 

Up  then  beipafce  the  fair  ^liiterooTd, 
A*  *he  ut  by  the  biBhop'i  linee ; 

Five  handred  white  penoo  I  '11  gie  you. 
If  ye  'U  gie  Hughie  Grahani  to  me. 

O  liaud  your  tongae  new  lady  fair, 
And  wi'  yanr  pleading  let  it  be ; 

Altho*  ten  Grahanu  were  in  hii  eoat. 
It  '■  for  my  hanor  he  maun  die. 

They've  ta'en  him  to  the  gallowi  kuuwe. 


At  length  lie  loolied  round  about. 
To  we  whateirer  he  could  apy ; 

And  there  he  saw  his  anld  father. 
And  ha  waa  weeping  bitterly. 

O  baud  your  tongae,  my  father  dear. 
And  wi'  your  woeping  let  it  be ; 

Thy  weeping 'a  aairer  on  my  heart. 
Than  a'  that  they  oan  do  to  me. 

And  ye  may  gie  my  Invther  John, 

Hy  aword  that  '■  bent  In  the  middle  c' 

And  let  him  come  at  twelve  a'cliick. 
And  aeo  mo  pay  the  binhap'a  marc. 

And  ye  may  gie  my  brother  Jamoa 
Hy  awiird  that 'a  bent  in  the  middle  b 

And  bid  him  oome  at  fonr  a'e]o<^ 
And  M«  hia  brother  Hogh  oat  down. 
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Rcuiember  ma  to  Maggj,  m j  wifs. 


And  ye  mt]r  tell  my  Uth  tad  kin 
1  nevor  did  dugnm  thair  blood ; 

And  when  thar  vt  tha  bubop'a  d 
To  Dioh  it  •liortcr  b]r  tba  hood. 


A    SOUTHLAND    JENKY. 
[A  SoQthlMid  Joimy  that  wu  rigbt  boany. 
She  had  for  •  niitor  >  If  oriwi'  Johnnie ; 
Bat  lio  was  lisken  a  buhfa'  wooer, 
lliitt  he  oonld  aouWy  ipeak  onto  ber. 
But  btinlu  o'  ber  beaaty,  *nd  hopea  o'  ber  liller, 
Foioed  hiio  at  lut  to  tell  hia  mind  till  'et ; 
'  M;  dear, '  quo'  he,  '  we  '11  dm  langer  tany ; 
Gin  )o  QUI  tovo  mc,  let'i  o'er  tbo  mnitaod  raury,'  Jra.] 
TliiH  in  u  popular  Ayrshire  Miig,  thmtgli  tlie  notes  were  never  lalcei 
down  lieCnrp.     It,  an  well  ns  many  nf  the  ballad  tanea  in  thia  collection 
ivits  « liUcn  from  Mis  Buma's  voice. 


MY    TOCHER'S    THE    JEWEL. 

This  tunc  in  claimed  l>y  Nathaniel  Gow.  It  is  notoriooily  taken  froii 
'TlieMuckin  a'  Gcordie'a  liyre.'  It  ia  altio  to  be  found,  long  prior  U 
Natlianiel  Gnw'ii  icra,  in  Aird'n  Selection  of  Aire  and  Marches,  the  firai 
edition,  luiiler  the  name  o(,  'The  Highway  to  Edinbnrgb.' 


THKK    (iUDE    WIFE    COUKT    THE    LAWIN.* 
The  chorus  of   this  ia   pait  of  an  old  aong,  one  Btnnzn  of  which  1 
recollects 

Every  lUy  my  wife  t«llii  me 
Tliat  bId  and  brandy  will  rain  me ; 
liut  if  guilt  liquor  be  my  dead, 
1'liia  »haU  be  written  on  my  head. 
O  guide  wife  count,  ko. 

THERU'LI,    never    be    peace   till   JAMIR   COHES  UAHE.i 
Tliit"   limo   is  srimetinies  called,    'There's   few   Rnde  Fellows   when 
Willie 'h  awa.'     But  1  never  have  been  able  to  meet  with  any  thing  cIm 
of  Ihc  Hong  than  the  title. 

•  BwVol.  IV.,  [..  ajii.  I  SeeVol.  in.,  p.S)l. 


N0TB8  TO  JOHNSOH'b  KOSICAL  ItUSBCM. 


I     DO    CONFESS    THOU    ART    SAE     FAIR.* 

This  Hong  in  alUied  from   a  poem   by  Sir   Kobert  Ayton,    privntc 

eeci'etary  to  Mary  and  Anue,  qaecDB  of  Scotland.    The  poem  in  to  be 

fonixl  in  Jamee  Watson's  Collection  of  Scots  Poems,  I  tliink  that  I 

have  improved  the  Blniplicity  of  the  sentimente,  by  giving  them  a  Scots 


THE    SOQER    LADDIE. 

The  first  rerse  of  this  is  old ;  tlie  rc«t  is  by  Ramsay.  The  tnae  a 
to  be  tl)e  same  with  a  slow  air,  called  *  Jacky  Hnme's  Lament,'  or,  ' 
Hollifl  Boasi'or, 'KenyewliatMeso'iheMillhaigotteDT' 


VHEBE    ' 


'AD     I 


OKIE    ANNIE     LIB. 

Whare  11  onr  Gudeman  lie.' 


The  old  name  of  this 
old  stanza  of  ib  runs  thus : 

O  wlikre  '11  our  gademnii  lie, 

Gudeiiun  lia,  gademftn  lie, 
O  vbaro  '11  our  gndeiiian  lie, 

Till  be  Bhute  o'er  the  Bimmer! 
Up  ■inuig  the  ben-bawka, 

l^e  ben-lavlis,  the  hen-bawkis 
Dp  snuuig  the  hen-btvka. 

Among  the  rotten  timiner. 


1  have  seen  an  interlude  (acted  at  a  wedding)  to  tliis  tune,  called  '  The 
Wooing  of  tlie  Maiden,'  These  en(«rtaiutiientB  are  now  niucli  worn  ont 
in  thb  )inrt  of  Scotland.  Two  are  still  retaine<l  iu  Nitlimtale,  vIe., 
'Jilly  Pure  AuldGlenae,' and  this  one,  'Tlie  Wooing  of  the  Maiden.' 


A3    I    CAM     DOW 


BY    YOH    CASTLE    ' 


Tills  is  a  very  popular  Aynhire  song. 


LORD    RONALD    1 


ON. 


Tills  air,  a  »ery  favorite  one  in  Ayrshire,  is  evidently  the  original  of 
Lochalier.  In  this  manner,  most  of  our  finest  mote  modem  nirs  have 
had  their  origin.    Sorae  early  minstrel,  or  mnsieal  shepherd,  composed 

■  See  VdL  III.,  p.  MT. 


no 
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i)i«>  siinpl«*  }irtli>s.<s  original  air;  which  being  picked  np  by  the  mon 
li'ariietl  iiiu.><ician,  took  the  improved  fonii  it  lieara. 


o'kk  tiik   moor   amang  thk  heather. 

[Coining  through  the  craigi  o*  Kyle, 
Among  tliv  iMtnny  hlooniing  heather, 
Tliere  I  met  a  honny  hmie, 
KiM'ping  a'  her  yowen  thegither. 

O'er  thu  moor  amang  the  heather, 

(Ver  the  moor  amang  the  heather. 

There  I  met  a  bonny  Uarie, 

Keeping  a'  her  yowes  tliegitlier,  &&] 

Til  is  soii^'  is  the  CDiniNiMtion  of  a  Joan  Glover,  a  girl  who  was  not 
niily  a  \\)i<»n>,  but  also  a  tliief ;  and  in  one  or  other  character  liaB  viaiteil 
most  nf  tlic  Corifction  Housvh  in  the  west.  She  waa  bom,  I  believe,  in 
Kilinainm'k.  1  tmtk  the  song  ttown  from  her  Hinging  aa  fdie  was  strolling 
lliron^'h  the  eonntiy,  Avitb  a  Rliglit-oMiand  blackguard. 


TO    T  II  K     K  O  S  K    n  U  I). 

riiis  son;:  is  tlie  ooinpositioii  of  a  —  -  .lolinsonf  a  joiner  in  tlie  neigli- 
lMmilioo«I  of  IJi'lf.ist.  The  tune  is  by  Oswald,  altei*ed,  evidently,  fiimi 
' .lot'kit'V  (irav  IJieeks.* 


VON     WILD     M(»SSY     MOUNTAINS.* 

Tiiis  tuiM*  is  1»y  Oswald.     The  song  alludes  to  a  ]>art  of  my  private 
hi>toiy,  uhich  it  is  of  no  eonseiiuenoe  to  tiie  world  lo  know. 


1  T     I  S     X  A,     .1  K  A  N,     T  H  Y     H  ()  NIK    F  A  C  E.f 
These  were  originally  English  vei-ses  :— 1  gave  tbeni  their  ScoUt  dro»b. 


KIT  IK    M*XAn.t 
riie  old  song  with  this  title,  lios  more  wit  than  decency. 


W  11  A     IS     T  H  A  T     AT     MY     K  O  W  K  K     1)  O  O  II  ?  § 

This  tune  is  also  known  by  the  name  of,  *  Lass  an  I  conio  near  thee.* 


The  words  are  mine. 


'  S.M»  Vdl.  III.,  i*.  .3.SS. 
J  S,'»f  \o\.  IV..  p.  342. 


f  So.!  Vol.  IV.,  p.  «4T. 
I  S.»e  Vol.  IV.,  p.  842. 


KOTEa  Tu  Johnson's  musical  huheuu. 


THOU    ART    GANK    AWA. 

This  tuoe  is  the  same  with  'Haud  awa  fra«m«,  Donald.' 


THE  TEARS  I  SHED  MUST  EVER  FALL. 

This  «>ng  of  geniiis  was  coiiipoeed  by  a  Miss  Cranston.*  It  «a)itc«I 
four  lines  to  make  all  the  stanzas  suit  the  Riiittic,  which  I  added,  aud  arc 
tike  lirst  fonr  of  the  'ast  stanza. 

Ko  cold  roproacli,  no  altered  mien, 
Just  what  would  make  suspicion  start ; 

No  pauso  the  diro  extremes  between, 
He  made  me  blest — and  broke  my  heart ! 


THE    BONIE    WEE    THING.t 

Conipoeed  on  my  little  idol,  *  Tlie  charming,  lovely  Davies.' 


HE    TITHER    UORN.t 


TIlis  tune  ia  originally  from  the  Highlands. — I  hare  heard  a  Oanlic 
song  to  it,  which  I  was  told  was  very  clever,  hut  not  hy  any  uieans  a 
lady's  song. 


A  UOTHBB'S  lament  for  THE  DEATH  OF  HIvH  SUN.g 
This  moHt  lieautifiil  tune  in,  I  tiiink,  the  happiest  coni|>oi>ition  of  that 
lianl-Iiorn  genius,  John  Kiildle,  of  the  family  of  Olencaniock,  at  Ayr. — 
The  wonls  were  composed  to  comniemorat«  the  much  lamented,  and 
lirematnre  death  of  James  FerguMD,  Esq.,  jnn.  of  Craigdarroch. 


Tliis  nong,  tradlUon  says,  and  the  composition  itself  conlirnis  it,  was 
coinjioKeil  on  the  Kev.  David  Willinmsoirs  l)egetthig  ttie  danghtcr  of 
Jiiuly  Clierr^'trees  with  child,  while  a  party  of  dragoons  wore  searching 
her  house  to  appi-ehend  him  for  l>eing  an  aidherent  to  the  solemn  league 

'  Aftrmnh  Htk  Dngald  8t«nrL  (  S«  Vol.  III.,  |<.  SEl 

t  Xn  Vol.  IV.,  p.  >4t.  I  S«  Vat.  II.,  p.  S19. 

B  S«t  Vol  IV.,  p.  (9. 


II -J 
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mill  covoiiaiit.  TIio  pious  woman  liwl  put  a  lacly V  uight-eap  on  him, 
aihI  li.'ul  laiil  him  n-1»e<l  with  her  own  danghter,  and  piu«ed  him  to  the 
M)](lii>ry  lis  A  lady,  her  daiightorH  lietl-fcllow. — A  mntilated  stanza  or 
two  an>  to  1k>  foiiml  in  Hcnl'8  collection,  hut  the  original  song  consifcts  of 
tiv«>  or  six  Htanzas,  nml  were  their  delicac}'  eqnal  to  their  wit  and  humor, 
thoy  wouhl  merit  a  place  in  any  collection. — The  firit  ntanza  is, — 

licin::  piirMU'il  h}'  the  dnh^nona, 
W  ithiii  my  U^d  ho  was  Uid  down ; 
And  weo)  I  wat  ho  was  worth  his  room, 
For  ho  WAA  my  diuntie  Dmvie. 

Iiaiiisay's  hoii^',  *  Liiekie  Nansie,'  thongh  be  calls  it  an  old  song  with 
additions,  seem.s  to  1)o  all  liin  own,  except  the  chorus ; 

I  was  A  tflliiij;  yon. 

Lucky  Xansio,  Inckic  Kanue, 
Auld  Hprings  wad  ding  the  new, 

I  hit  ye  wad  never  trow  me— 

w  hirh  I  should  conjecture  to  be  part  of  a  song,  prior  to  the  aflair  of 

\Villiams<m. 


TlI  K     IM)  n     n      Vl'M  IILAX  E. 

K.'im^^ay,  as  usual,  lias  niodeniiztMl  this  song.  The  original,  which  I 
Irarned  on  tiie  spot,  from  my  old  hostess  in  the  principal  inn  there,  in — 

I*'is^i«\  Iriid  in»»  your  hraw  honip  hi'cklc, 

And  1  '11  hiid  you  my  thrip])Un-kame ; 
My  liccklo  is  hn>ken,  it  canna  l»e  gotten. 

And  wo '11  gaic  dunce  thu  lH)b  o*  Dmnblanc,  &3. 

I  insert  this  son;^  to  introduee  the  followin;;  anecdote,  which  I  have 
heard  \\v\\  autli(>iitir:it<'d :-  In  the  eveniii;;  of  the  day  of  the  battle  of 
Dunldane  (SlHMillinuir)  when  the  action  was  over,  a  Scots  officer  in 
Ar;;ylt!"s  nniiy,  ol)scrved  to  his  (Irace,  that  he  was  afraid  the  reliels 
would  ;:ive  out  to  the  wiuhl  that  Mr// had  <;ot ten  the  victory.  *Weel, 
woi'l/answcred  liisCirare,  allu<linf(  to  the  forej^oing  ballad,  *if  they  think 
it  bo  nac  well  bobbit,  we'll  bob  it  again.' 


THE  CHARACTER  AND  GENIUS  OF  BURNS. 


^PK  forming  an  eetiniata  of  the  character  of  Bums,  the  period 
fSfe)  of  his  life  selected  for  judgment  is  of  prime  importance.  To 
^Bmi  take  an  opinion  of  him  from  his  hot  yonth  would  be  as  mis- 
"▼^  leading  an  to  have  judged  King  Henry  V.  by  the  ' promise 
of  his  greener  days.'  We  must  fix.  on  the  stngc  of  his  cnreer  wlien 
he  set  himself  to  the  working  out  of  a  deliberate  plnn  of  life.  Such 
a  stage  was  reached  when  Burns  resolved  to  make  Jean  Armour  his 
wife,  if  she  were  not  so  already  in  law,  or  to  avow  her  publicly 
as  such  if  she  were.  This  was  the  most  important  step  ho  had 
hitherto  taken  in  life,  and  it  was  not  taken  without  considerable 
iuner  conflict.  There  was  the  Clarinda  entanglement,  melo- 
dramatic in  many  aspects,  but  involving  serious  elements  as  weU. 
There  were  other  domestic  possibilities  and  dreams,  counselling 
delay.  It  was  a  diffictilt  and  undesirable  situation,  for  which 
Bums,  with  his  usual  unsparing  self-Judgment,  severely  blamed 
himself  But,  as  matters  stood,  the  right  thing  for  him  to  do 
was  to  marry  Jean. 

He  did  so,  and  reaped  the  usual  fruits  of  right-doing.  His 
marriage  put  him  at  peace  with  himself  in  an  unspeakably  im- 
portant sphere  of  feeling.  It  brought  him  a  positive  and  valuahle 
element  of  happiness.  Some  of  Burns's  critics  liave  inferred  from 
one  or  two  angry  or  not  quite  respectful  aUusiaiis  to  Jean  in  letterf^ 
to  Clarinda  among  others,  that  he  must  have  been  haunted  during 
his  married  life  by  the  thouglit  that  ho  might  have  done  Letter. 
Tliere  is  no  evidence  of  this  otlierwise ;  ou  the  contrary,  all  the 
evi<leiice  is  to  the  contrary  effect  Bums  knew — no  man  better — 
that  it  is  impossible  to  improve  upon  the  ethically  right,  and  the 
casual  expressions  in  question  were  either  transient  outbreaks  of 
incidental  displeasure,  or  touches  of  tlio  amatory  art  brought  into 
play  by  the  Clarinda  episode.     The  same  critics  have  found  in  the 
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alleviation  tliat  Jean  had  an  earlier  attachment  a  further  d  priori 
proof  that  the  Burns  marriage  was  au  unhappy  one.  This  iufer- 
encc;,  even  if  it  were  based  on  verified  facta — which  it  is  uotr— does 
not  show  nuich  knowledge  of  the  world  or  of  human  nature.  Such 
things  ha|>|>en  in  romance,  not  m  real  life^  and  among  aenaJMe 
()eople,  which  Burns  and  his  wife  undoubtedly  were. 

Biirns's  marriage  was  unquestionably  a  blessing  to  him.  To 
his  family  he  was  intensely  devoted ;  he  even  went  so  far  as  to 
ilcscribe  making  '  a  happy  firesidia  clime  for  weans  and  wife '  as 
*  the  true  pathos  and  sublime  of  human  life.'  This  is  strong  but  it 
was  not  Burns's  way  to  feel  or  say  things  by  halves,  and  he  gener- 
ally meant  the  most  of  what  he  said.  That  he  was  a  good  husband 
and  a  good  father  will  not  be  questioned  by  any  except  those  who 
contend  tliat  there  con  be  no  excellence  but  in  faultless  perfec- 
tion. His  wife,  who  was  in  every  sense  the  true  judge,  was 
always  his  warmest  defender;  and  she  had  good  reason.  She 
hogan  life  a  dowcrless  and  illiterate  country  girL  Through  her 
n'hition  with  Burns  she  ended  it  in  comfort,  a  woman  of  com- 
parative reiinement  and  quiet  dignity  that  gained  her  general 
reHiMict.  The  sons  of  Burns,  too,  had  just  cause  to  be  thankful 
for  tlieir  father,  not  only  because  his  fame  gave  them  position  and 
won  them  friends,  but  also  because  his  early  care  for  their  educa- 
tion and  training  gave  them  motives  and  habits  that  carried  them 
high  in  honourable  careers.  That  Burns  got  back  as  good  as  he 
gave  is  merely  to  i-estivto  the  tiitest  of  moral  truisms.  His  eight 
years  of  family  duty  made  him,  as  a  matter  of  course,  a  better 
man. 

II. 

Taking  the  married  portion  of  his  life,  then,  as  the  only  true 
and  just  measure  of  Burns  the  man  and  poet,  we  have  yet 
one  or  two  qualifications  to  make.  For  one  thing,  in  judging  of 
any  higher  work  which  he  aspired  to  do,  or  ought  to  have  done, 
we  cannot  take  into  account  the  period— about  a  year— during 
which  he  was  prostrated  by  bereavement  and  illness^  and 
had  begun  to  fear  that  the  hand  of  death  was  upon  him.  We 
really  must  not  '  sweat '  our  great  men.  Wo  must  give  them  time 
to  dry  their  natural  tears  and  recover  their  health,  and  if  they  see 
death  coming,   we   must  give  them  a  few  moments  to  prepare. 
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Besides,  altliough  it  might  be  by  tits  and  starts,  Bums  did-woik  up 
to  the  last,  and  in  this,  as  in  other  respects,  he  bure  himself  in  the 
supreme  emergency  of  fute  with  the  eulm  dignity  proper  to  the 
great  man  lie  was.  His  anxieties  about  bis  fmuily — although  he 
oould  hardly  have  a  rational  fear  that  they  would  be  neglected — 
and  the  Irritated,  if  groundless,  aUrm  at  the  prospective  degrada- 
tion of  imprisonment  for  debt  which  embittered  his  last  and 
weakest  moments,  only  enhance  the  admiration  due  to  the  finer 
elements  of  his  cliaracter. 

Then  it  should  never  be  forgotten  that  Bums  died  at  thirty- 
seven,  after  a  life  niaiuly  occupied  in  severe  physical  toil.  His 
destiny  did  not  give  him  a  fair  chance  of  working  out  his  ideal^ 
ethical  or  poetical.  What  would  most  men  have  to  show  in  the 
way  either  of  virtue  or  of  achievement  if  it  was  the  rule  to  be  cut 
off  at  thirty-seven  1  How  many  men  of  genius  have  dona  half  ns 
mucii  of  the  kind  of  eeiTice  Burns  performed  before  they  were 
thirty-seven  1  In  how  many  men,  great  or  undlstinguishod,  hoa 
tiie  conquest  of  evil  been  effected  before  tliat  oge  1 

Besides,  we  must  remember  that  Bums  was  a  man  of  tlie  most 
powerful,  penetrating,  and  original  understanding  with  an  imagina- 
tion and  sensibility  on  an  equal  scale.  Such  a  man  would  not, 
rather  could  not,  be  content  with  the  tniditional  views  of 
destiny  and  duty.  He  would  attack  the  problem  of  the  Universe 
and  its  mystery  for  himself.  Not  an  article  of  religion,  not  a 
principlo  of  morals,  but  he  would  investigate  it  to  its  foundations, 
and  demand  its  why  and  its  wherefore.  As  he  tells  us  himself, 
ho  '  ventured  '  on  '  the  daring  path  Spinoza  trod.'  And  if  he  saw 
more  clearly  and  deeply  tlian  the  average  man,  he  also  felt  more 
keenly  and  desired  more  vchemoiitiy  what  he  saw.  Burns,  aa 
Bonie  one  has  well  said,  hod  ten  or  twelve  times,  probably  twenty 
times,  the  oriliunry  man's  sense  and  desire,  say,  of  beauty.  Let  us 
think  what  that  involves.  Probably  most  of  us  know  enougli  of 
what  hunger  means  to  understand  what  we  should  be  like  at  the 
close  of  a  two  days'  fast.  Iniagino  that  sensation  twenty  times  as 
strong:  should  wo  be  safe  neighbour  for  a  baker's  shop!  But 
Bums  cannot  be  fairly  judged  unless  by  a  test  specially  adapted 
to  an  artistic  temperament  of  the  intensest  kind. 

In  the  light  of  such  general  reflections,  let  ua  consider  the 
nature  of  the  life-plan  which  Puma  formed  nt  tlie  date  selected, 


..  v.i   iiie  two  weiv  iinpossible,  ])y  j^uul; 
riso  ollicially  tliat  he    iinj^^lit  .^cciuc   iht*    i 
for  ]iot'trv.     To   tlif   coiinnonplacL'   jm.tsoi 
look    luuch    of    a    plan.       To    him,    liviii 
seems  a  species  of  lunacy.     Then  Jean  \\ 
Clarinda  or  the  divine  Burnett,  and   gauj 
upon    by   superior    people.      These,    howc 
reasons    that    made    Bums*s   plan    adniira 
not    been    turned   a   hairsbreadth    by   his 
Edinburgh.      He    had    quietly    made    up 
lionised   and   foi^otteu,  except    by  two  or  t 
really    respected,     Dugald     Stewart,     Bishoj 
of   Fintry,  Moore,   Blacklock,  Dunbar,   Cuni 
more   who   did   not   forget  him,  and  whom 
Certain  critics  have  said  he  was  mortified  be< 
to   Edinburgh,   he   did   not   have  a   second   ; 
There   is   no   evidence   of  any  such   feeling, 
show  that   he  expected   what  happened,  and 
looked  the  facts  of  the  situation  fairly  in  the 
them  morally  imperative  and  socially  humbli; 
arrangements  accordingly. 

III. 

Let  it  be  distinctly  understood  that  Bums's 
moral  reconstruction  of  his  career.     Writing; 
some  time  after  his-  marriage,  and  explainin 
taken,  he  speaks  of  *  that  fi'**  ' 
ami.    conn*^'*^' 


^^mmaama 
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justify.'  In  such  circuDistances  he  was  convinced  that  be  '  must 
have  been  a  fool  to  have  heaitnted,  and  a  madman  to  have  made 
another  choice.'  But  having  made  up  his  mind  that '  the  conduct 
of  the  man'  was  the  'firat  concern,'  ho  found  that,  in  his  coso,  it 
demanded  not  only  marriage,  but  marriage  with  a  BpcciRc  iiersoii. 
'  I  had  in  my  "  Jean "  a  long  and  muuh-lovcd  fellow-creature's 
happiness  or  misety  among  my  hands;  and  who  could  trifle  with 
such  a  deposit  t' 

Burns's  severer  critics  have  maintained  that  he  had  no  genuine 
and  abiding  passion  tot  Jean,  and  they  trace  what  they  term  hia 
'ruin'  in  part  to  his  having  become  recklesely  and  wrongly  en- 
tangled with  her  in  early  days,  and  found  himself  unable  to  get 
out  of  the  coil  aftenvards.  He  apologises,  they  say,  to  his  friendo 
for  having  married  licr,  doing  his  beat  to  cry  op  ber  attractions 
aa  a  defence  fur  having  taken  a  false  and  humiliating  stop,  and 
then  they  proceed  to  state  that,  finding  nothing  to  keep  him  at 
home,  he  went  out,  and  went  to  the  bad.  All  this  is  pnre 
fancy,  and  not  very  brilliant  or  ingenious  fancy.  Without 
doubt  Burns's  love  for  Jean  Armour  was  deep  and  lasting. 
When  she  deserted  him  and  consented  to  the  destruction  of 
the  marriage  'lines,'  amidst  all  bis  disappointment  and  anger, 
he  declared  that  bis  heart  was  still  bcrs.  He  meant  what  he 
said  when  be  described  Jean  as  'the  kss  that  I  lo'e  best.' 
When  informing  his  correspondents  of  his  marriage,  intended 
or  achieved,  he  speaks  of  her  as  'long  and  much-loved,'  and 
records  his  '  deep-rooted  attachment.'  If  be  speaks  of  her 
charms,  it  is  as  the  lover  boring  Iiis  friends  witli  his  amorous 
sentiments.  He  says  of  her  to  Miss  Clialmers,  'she  baa  (oh, 
the  partial  lover!  you  will  cry)  tbo  finest  "wood-note  wild" 
I  ever  heard.'  The  Anno  Park  incident  was  perhaps  the  moat 
lamentable  in  Burns's  history;  but,  at  least,  it  showed  that 
'  Jean's '  was  a  character  worthy  even  of  the  admiration  of  Burns, 
and  well  fitted  to  command  and  retain  his  affection.  To  an  ex- 
planation already  ofTered  of  certain  of  bis  expressions  about  Jean, 
which  have  been  much  made  of  by  bis  detractors,  it  may  be  added 
that,  when  he  wrote  the  worst  of  them,  he  was,  perhaps,  for  some 
reason  oc  another,  not  entirely  himself,  certainly  not  bis  best  self. 
Bums  was,  by  all  accounts,  perfectly  happy  at  home,  reading  Bom« 
new  volume,  acting  as  tutor  to  his  children,  making  up  his  excise 
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accounts,  finishing  'Auld  Lang  Syne,'  'Scots  wba  ha'e/  'John 
Anderson,'  or  'Duncan  Gray,'  and  trying  the  e£fect  of  them 
through  *  Jean's '  *  wood-note  wild,' 

Anything  that  may  seem  apologetic  in  Bums's  tone  with  respect 
to  his  marriage  is  due  to  a  simple  enough  reason.  From  hia 
letters  to  Bishop  Geddes,  Mrs  Dunlop^  and  others,  it  would 
seem  that  some  of  his  friends  had  heen  thinking,  some  even 
saying,  that  bachelorhood  would  be  less  burdensome  and  faring 
him  more  friends  than  marriage,  especially  so  humble  a  marriage 
as  that  which  made  *  Jean '  his  wife,  and  Bums  wanted  to  point  oat 
to  l^lr  or  ^Irs  Worldly  Wiseman  that  duty  and  domestic  happiness 
were  higher  things  than  mere  *  getting  on,'  and  that  if  Jean  was 
not  strong  in  social  influences  she  had  personal  qualities  which,  to 
his  mmd,  formed  no  inconsiderable  compensation.  It  is,  perhapa^ 
not  much  to  the  purpose  that  Bums  was  all  the  time  actually  the 
husband  of  Jean,  according  to  Scotch  law.  The  destraction  of 
the  Mines,'  according  to  the  mcgority  of  legal  authorities  at  all 
events,  could  not  annul  the  union  of  which  they  were  merely 
the  evidence.  But  Bums  did  not  know  that  'Daddy  Auld' 
had  persuaded  him  to  do  kirk  penance  by  representing  that 
he  would  thereby  be  restored  to  bachelorhood.  In  marrying 
Jean,  therefore,  as  he  imagined  de  novo.  Burns  acted  with  the 
consciousness  of  a  free  man,  desirous  of  rectifying  his  life  by 
doing  justice  at  once  to  his  own  affections  and  the  claims  of 
another.  Whatever  the  past  might  have  been,  he  hod  now  put 
himself  right. 

IV. 

The  question  then  arose,  of  course,  of  ways  and  means  to 
carry  on  this  reorganised  career,  involving  as  it  did  the  mainten- 
ance of  home  and  family ;  and  not  only  that,  but  the  sustenance 
also  of  the  poetic  function.  There  is  involved  in  that  question 
another,  namely,  whether  Bums  was  well  treated  by  his  country 
in  being  left  to  fight  out  liis  life-battle  as  best  he  could  and, 
at  the  same  time,  discharge  his  duty  as  its  poet  and  instmctor. 
It  does  seem  the  extravagance  of  patriotism  to  contend  that 
everything  was  done  for  Bums  that  should  or  could  have 
been  done.  Some  one  was  certainly  to  blame  when,  in  days  of 
abundant  patronage  and  sinecure,  such  a  man  was  not  placed  in 
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Bome  position  vhcra  leisure  could  have  been  secured  to  liim 
for  the  duo  development  of  liis  iiiiinonBe  and  peculiar  gifta. 
That,  however,  is  leas  a  question  for  the  frienda  of  Bums  tlian 
for  thoee  who  justify  the  negligence  or  ingratitude  of  the  dny. 
Bums  himself  never  stooped  to  think  of  reward  in  con- 
nection with  the  splendid  service  which  he  ncvertheleas  knew 
he  was  rendering  to  bis  country  and  to  humanity.  At  times  a 
bitter  thouglit  might  cross  bis  mind — strange  if  it  bad  not — but 
it  was  quickly  swallowed  up  in  bis  love  of  independence  and  bis 
devotion  to  his  art  for  its  own  sake. 

These  sentiments,  however,  greatly  circumscribed  the  area 
within  which  Bums  could  provide  tJie  means  of  working  out  his 
jilan  of  life.  It  is  certain  that  be  could  have  made  money  by 
writing,  but  be  would  not  write  for  money.  On  this  point  there 
has  been  considerable  misunderstanding.  The  fact  is  dwelt  on 
that  he  had  no  hesitation  in  taking  and  even  prcseitig  for  the 
jiiotita  of  his  published  poems ;  and  Lockliart  quot«s  his  remark 
to  tba  Rev.  Peter  Corfrae  in  a  letter  about  a  verse-writer  called 
Mylne,  that '  the  profits  of  the  labours  of  a  man  of  genius  are,  I 
hope,  as  honourable  as  any  profits  whatever.'  But,  in  both  cases, 
it  must  be  observed  that  the  work  had  been  done  before  profits 
were  thought  of.  There  was  no  writing  for  money ;  there  was 
only  money  after  writing ;  and  the  distinction  is  vital  to  tlie 
question. 

Ekinie  rliyme  a  neebotir's  Mune  Ut  lash  ; 

Some  rhyme  (vain  tliought)  tor  neeilfu'  cosh  ; 

Sume  rhyme  to  court  tlie  countiy  clash. 
And  raise  a  din; 

For  me,  an  aim  I  never  fiwh — 
I  rhyme  for  fnn. 

That  is  Bums's  own  account  of  the  matter.  He  '  rhymes  for  fun ' 
— he  writes,  that  is,  for  the  pleasure  of  it.  If,  by  some  un- 
expected eventuality,  profits  subsequently  arise,  where  else  can 
they  rightly  go  but  to  the  writer  I  Repeatedly,  and  often  in 
indignant  language,  he  repudiates  a  mercenary  motive  in  writing. 
'  Rhyming  for  necdfu'  cosh '  he  declares  to  be  a  '  vain  tlioughl^' 
probably  because,  in  his  opinion,  it  would  produce  an  artificial 
and  false  state  of  things.  There  is  more  in  this  sentiment  than  is 
generally  allowed  by  professional  writers.     la  it  not  the  fact  that 


.iLLi'iiii>t    to   puri'liasc,  not  pcrli 
akin  to  it.      '  Thv  nionev   in'iish   wi 

1  V  1 

as  tlu'  apt'stolic,  (K'nunciation  ol"  sucli 
Tlifse   may   be  counsels  of   perfec 
doubt  that  the  *  pot-boilor '  exerts  a  "V 
the  whole  sphere  of  creative  iutellecti 
homily,  tlie   lawyer's  advocacy,  the  i 
song,  the  writer's  tale,  the  editor's  in 
marred  in  excellence  and  diminished  i 
made  to  order  like  coats  and  boots,  bei 
up  of  themselves  out  of  crystal  depths,  I 
the  nearest  mudhole  at  so  much  an  hour 
Burns  fabricated  no  *  pot-boilers.*     He  c 
spirit  of  the  liireling,  but  only  the  spirit 
him,  should  speak  through  him.     What 
not  fetched  :  hence  it  had  the  best  chance 
Surely  it  is  a  noble  and  romantic  spectac 
sacrificing  certain  gain  that  he  might  d 
power,  the  high  function  of  a  world's  teach 

V. 

Chances    of    advantage    were    barred 
direction   by   his   keen    spirit   of  indepei 
and  wrote  not  a  little  about  independer 
he   80    spoke   and   wrote    he    has   been 
connection  two  or  three  things  oui/h*  *' 
was  bom  in  a  situnt?'-- 

fiimolxr  '     ■ 
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Carlyle  unfdvoumlily  (icsignatea  'an  air-castle  after  oil,  that  looks 
well  at  a  distance  but  will  screen  no  one  from  real  wind  and  wet '  ? 
As  Ue  statoa  in  the  letter  to  '  lovely  Daviea,'  where  the  phrase 
occurs,  it  is  because  it  enables  the  meritorious  whose  '  hearts  have 
been  wounded  by  the  scorn  of  tJie  proud,  whom  accident  has 
placed  above  tliem — or  worse  still,  in  whose  hands  ore,  perhaps, 
placed  many  of  tlie  comforts  of  their  lives,  to  look  justly  down 
on  their  littleness  of  soul ;  to  make  the  worthless  tremble  under 
their  indignation,  and  the  foolish  sink  before  their  contempt ;  and 
largely  to  impart  that  happiness  to  others,  which  will  give  them- 
selves so  much  pleasure  to  bestow.'  Surely  this  is  a  proper 
enough  sentiment,  which,  a  year  before  he  died,  he  condensed 
in  the  '  Inscription  for  an  Attar  to  Independence : ' 

Thou  of  au  iuilependent  mind, 

Witli  Houl  rc»iolved,  with  Hoiil  resigned  ; 

Pre|iare(l  Puwer'R  proiiilest  frown  to  liravo. 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  have  a  slave ; 

Virtue  alone  who  doat  revere, 

Tliy  own  reproacli  alone  dost  fear, 

Apiiroacli  this  shrine,  and  worship  liere- 

While,  however,  Bums  rejoiced  in  self-assertion  against  the 
proud,  the  masterful,  the  worthless,  and  the  foolish,  lie  did  not 
commit  the  sin  against  human  brotherhood  of  cherishing  a  like 
sentiment  towards  the  generous  and  the  wise,  however  far  above 
him  in  fortune.  To  say  nothing  of  the  'Lament  for  Glen  cairn,' 
take  his  words  to  Mrs  Graham  of  Fintry :  'Whatever  might  be 
my  failings,  for  failings  are  a  part  of  human  nature,  may  they  over 
be  those  of  a  generous  heart,  and  an  independent  mind.  It  is 
no  fault  of  mine  that  I  was  born  to  dependence  ;  nor  is  it  Mr 
Graham's  chicfest  pmise  that  he  can  command  influence ;  but  it 
is  his  merit  to  bestow,  not  only  with  the  kindness  of  a  brother, 
but  with  the  politeness  of  a  gentleman ;  and  I  trust  it  shall  be 
mine  td  receive  with  thankfulness,  and  remember  with  un- 
diminished gratitude.'  This  is  not  the  language  of  an  india- 
criminating  and  envious  leveller.  Personally,  Bnms  was  not 
embittered  by  the  inequalities  of  fortune.  As  a  jxiet  and  an 
idealist  he,  of  course,  condemned  thora ;  but  when  it  came  to 
practical  reality  he  took  a  different  tone.  Writing  to  Ainslie 
after  he  had  begun  gauging,  he  says:  'You  need  not  doubt  that 


jiiy    liaii'l    •■11    my   li<';irt    ;iii-l   .- 
Tail:    '  Mv'TV   .^iliMli'-n    has    ii 
lifi',  and    my  .-itii.i!  icii    I   am    p 
ain.'i.'    of    its    jiliMsuivs   and    cnj 
written  less  than  two  yr-ars  lit 
for  a  'picture  of  liis  mind.' 

Ihit  liowcver  admirable  in  itsi 
liavo  been,  it  was  not  calculated 
circumstances.     It  very  nearly  c 
the  administrators  of  which  appei 
the  proper  function  of  such  a  mi 
And  they  were  by  no  means  aloiu 
the  masterful,  the  worthless  and  tl 
able  influence  in  distributing  the  , 
who  insists  on  telling  them  his  op 
receive  much  assistance  fnmi  them, 
undoubtedly  made  him  many  en<'n 
have  deplored  his  *  imprudence '  in 
reckon  prudence  among  the  highest 
it  a  virtue  at  all.     In  judging  hii 
consider   whether  ho  did  better  in 
function  than  his  personal  interest 
who  have   profited   by   his  *  imi)ru 
accusation.     Still  it  did  not  help  1 
among  tlioso  whom  Burns  resj)ecte 
They   knew  that  to   secure   this   i 
spcocli  he  consider.!'*"'  *' 
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fitnning,  and,  if  that  failed  liim,  tho  Excise.  The  selection  was 
as  sensible  as  the  detenu inatiou  to  live  by  his  own  honest  labour 
was  honourable. 

VI. 
'The  heart  of  the  luan  and  the  fancy  of  the  poet  are  the  two 
grand  considerations  for  which  I  live,'  wroto  Burns  to  lira  Dunlop 
some  years  before  tluit  rather  too  much  belauded  precieuse  had 
thrown  him  over.  Hia  plan  of  life  had  now  done  justice  to  'the 
heart  of  the  man  *  by  providing  for  a  marriage  that  was  morally 
binding,  and  a  bread-winning  vocation  to  meet  its  claims.  Subject 
to  this,  'tlic  fancy  of  tlie  poet '  commanded  his  powers  and  oppor- 
tunities. Hums  has  been  blamed  because  he  did  not  make  poetry 
the  '  lode-star '  of  his  life.  There  is  really  no  truth  in  tho  charge. 
Early  in  life  ho  determined,  if  a  choice  were  necessary,  to  prefer 
poetry  to  wealth.  In  liis  tweuty-sercnth  year  he  wrote  to 
James  Smith : 

My  pen  1  here  fling  to  the  door, 

Auit  kneel  '  Ye  Powers '  anil  warm  implore 

Though  I  shoulil  wander  Terra  o'er 

In  all  lier  cliiues. 
Grant  me  Tint  tliis,  I  ask  no  more, 

Aye  row  til  o'  rhymes. 

Gie  (Ireeping  roastn  to  country  lainla. 
Till  icicles  liing  frae  tlicir  beards ; 
Gie  fine  braw  clues  t-o  fine  life-giianls 

And  niaitls  of  honour  ! 
And  yill  and  wliisky  gie  to  ciurd» 

Until  tliey  sconner. 

A  title,  Dempster  merits  it; 
A  garter  gie  to  Willie  Pitt ; 
Gie  wealth  to  some  I>e-lei1gered  cit, 

In  cenL  per  cent. 
But  give  me  real,  sterling  wit. 

And  I  'ni  content. 

While  ye  ai-e  pleascil  to  keep  nie  li&lc, 
1 1\  (lit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meai, 
Be't  watcr-brose,  or  muRlin-kail, 

%Vi'  ciieerfu'  iacD, 
As  lang  's  the  Muses  dinna  fail 

To  say  the  grace. 


I  l».*ick\vanl  inus(Ml  on 
How  I  li.ul  siKMit  inv  \ 

Aiul    «1(HM' 

Hut  stiin^iii'  l»lctliei-s  u 
For  fools  t« 

Had  I  to  fi^iiid  advice  Init 
I  might,  by  tlii»,  have  let 
Or  8trntte<I  in  a  baiik,  an« 

My  cash-acco 
ArVbile  here,  half- mad,  half 

Is  a'  the  amou 

I  started,  muttering,  hlockh 
And  heaved  on  high  my  Avan 
To  swear  by  a'  yon  starry  roc 

Or  some  rash  aiti 
That  I  henceforth  would  be  Hi 

Till  my  last  breal 

Few  will  bo  8on*y  that  Burns  was  not 
oath.  Tho  world  would  liavo  lost  a  g 
most  a  small  capitalist,  if  it  would  have  • 
was  not  cut  out  for  making  money.  Ft 
that  powerful  hunger  for  material  posse 
which  is  the  essential  motive  for  th* 
His  tastes  and  powers  led  him  in  a  t< 
He  had  neither  the  business  disposition  i 
As  he  tells  us  himself:  'The  only  tv 
could  enter  the  Temple  of  V^*-*^ 
economy  or  tb**  - 
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Tliy  tanefnl  llaciie  still  careful  fan  ; 
Preserve  the  dignity  of  mao, 

With  8oul  erect ; 
And  tnut,  tlie  nniver«al  plan 

Will  nil  pifltect. 

And  wear  thou  tliia,  she  aolemu  raid, 
And  bound  the  holly  round  my  liead  : 
The  poliahed  leaves,  aud  berries  red, 

Dill  mstling  play ; 
And  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away. 

It  most  be  TememboTcd  that  this  was  not  a  theatrical  perform- 
ance by  a  shallow  if  imaginative  man.  Bums's  understanding 
was  OS  powerful  as  his  fancy,  and  he  knew  himself,  and  what  he 
was  doing.  Ho  saw  that  what  nature  had  fitted  him  for  above 
all  tilings  was  poetry,  and  lie  judged  that  in  slmping  his  career  it 
was  best  for  him  to  do  what  he  could  do  best.  Surety  a  wise 
decision,  which  he  never  hod  reason  or  inclination  to  repent 
After  the  first  blaze  of  his  fame  was  over,  bis  letters  are  full 
of  protestations  of  lits  determination  to  give  his  best  thoughts  to 
poetry.  Thus,  in  the  letter  to  Bishop  Geddes  already  cited,  be 
says,  '  My  charocterislical  trade  is  not  forgotten ;  I  am,  if  possible, 
more  than  ever  an  enthusiast  to  the  Muses.  I  am  determined  to 
study  Man  and  Kature,  and  in  that  view  incessantly  to  try  if  the 
ripening  and  corrections  of  years  can  enable  me  to  produce  some- 
thing worth  preserving,  ,  ,  .  You  will  see  tbnt  I  have  been  tuning 
my  lyre  on  the  banks  of  the  Nith.  .  .  .  Some  large  poetic  plans 
that  are  floating  in  my  imagination  or  partly  put  in  execution  I 
shall  impart  to  you  when  I  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you,' 
Five  years  later,  when  he  had  only  two  years  to  live,  we  Und  him 
writing  to  a  friend  of  political  influence.  Heron  of  Kerroughtree — iu 
whose  interest  lie  threw  off,  within  a  few  weeks  of  his  death, '  Buy 
bniw  troggin,'  perhaps  the  keenest  of  hia  election  ballads — '  A  life 
of  literary  leisure,  with  a  decent  competence,  ia  the  summit  of  my 
wishes;'  and  he  indicates  his  anxiety  to  be  promoted  to  an  Excise 
CoUectorship  on  the  ground  that  it  would  be  '  a  life  of  complete 
leisure,'  whereas  a  Sujiervisorsbip  is,  as  he  puts  it,  '  an  incessant 
drudgery,  and  would  be  nearly  a  complete  bar  to  evoiy  species  of 
literaiy  pursuiL'     But  it  is  superfluous  to  multiply  pTOofs  of 
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]>urns's  deliberate  and  life-long  self-dedication  to  poetry.  The 
very  collar  of  his  dog  was  inscribed  '  Robert  Bums^  Poet^'  and  his 
seal  had  a  lark  for  its  crest^  a  shepherd's  pipe  among  its  sapports^ 
and  <  Woodnotcs  wild '  for  its  motta 

There  can  be  little  doubt  that  Bums  did  right  when  he  tamed 
liis  back  on  money-making,  and  determined  to  give  the  best  of 
himself  to  iK)etry.  As  it  turned  out^  it  was  poetry  that  g»Te  him 
any  little  prosi>erity  be  over  had,  that  raised  him  above  aheolute 
want,  that  gave  him  the  hope  and  prospect  of  competence^  that 
brought  comfort  and  success  to  his  family,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
keen  and  unique  intellectual  and  moral  satisfactions  which  he 
must  have  enjoyed  in  exercising  his  true  vocation,  and  'preserving 
the  dignity  of  man.'  In  such  ecstatic  experiences  he  would  lesm 
tliu  real  meaning  of  virtue  being  its  own  reward. 


VII. 

We  come  now  to  the  important  question — ^How  did  Bums 
work  out  the  truly  noble  plan  of  life  which  he  had  laid  doAvn  for 
himself  ?  The  earliest  answer  made  to  this  question,  under  the 
authority  of  his  first  biographers,  Jleron,  Curric,  and,  to  a  certain 
extent,  Walker,  was  that  he  had  entirely  failed,  through  abandon- 
ing himself  to  alcoholic  dissipation  and  its  associated  and  resulting 
vices ;  that,  for  its  sake,  ho  had  outraged  his  home,  wrecked  his 
business  career,  neglected  poetry,  and  brought  himself  to  indigence 
and  an  early  death.  That  this  black  picture  was  believed  to  be 
the  truth  by  many  in  the  locality  where  his  last  years  were  spent 
cannot  be  denied,  and  although  subsequent  investigation  has 
greatly  toned  down  the  dark  colouring  of  the  first  sketch, 
there  is  still  a  widespread  impression  that  Burns's  was  a  case 
of  moral  and  aHistic  breakdown.  Were  this  true  it  would  be 
lamentiiblo  indeed  But  it  is  not.  A  fair  examination  of  the 
available  evidence  leads  to  a  totally  different  conclusion;  the 
worst  that  can  be  truly  said  is  Carlyle's  affirmation  that  to  the 
last  *tho  soul  of  Burns,  though  scathed  and  marred,  was  yet 
living  in  its  full  moral  strength,  though  sharply  conscious  of  its 
errors  and  abasement.*  That  is  a  very  different  matter  from 
final  ruin,  suggesting  only  temporary  and  partial  eclipse,  from 
which  time  and  effort  might  have  brought  deliverance. 
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When  the  facts  are  gone  into,  it  is  surprising  bow  littlo  of 
tangible  incident  can  be  got  nt,  and  how  much  hangs  upon 
iiimour  and  gossip.  Heron  is  vague  and  malicious,  and,  besides 
being  incapable  of  forming  a  right  judgment  of  Bums,  he  is  other- 
wise untrustnortliy.  Ciivrie  is  a  higher  type  of  man  and  writer, 
but  great  caution  must  be  used  in  accepting  his  etatemenls  of  fact. 
Hia  manijiulation  of  tlie  dates  of  Burns's  letters  to  Mrs  Bunloii, 
with  the  view  of  relieving  her  from  the  odium  of  lier  later  neglect 
of  the  poet,  would  of  itself  be  enoiigh  to  cast  doubt  upon  his 
reliability.  Mitch  has  been  said  of  commuaications  alleged  to 
have  been  made  to  Currio  by  Maxwell,  the  physician  and  friend 
of  Burns,  who  attended  liim  in  his  last  as  well  as  other  illnesses, 
and  a  certain  very  ugly  insinuation  is  supposed  to  have  had 
Maxwell's  authority.  "We  have  now  no  means  of  testing  Currie's 
accuracy  here.  Itut  lie  is  curiously  inaccurate  in  certain  other 
particulars  for  testing  which  wo  happen  to  have  such  means.  For 
example,  ho  says,  referring  to  Bunis's  last  days  :  'About  the  latter 
end  of  Juno  he  was  advised  to  go  into  the  country,  and,  impatient 
of  medical  advice,  as  well  as  of  every  species  of  control,  he  deter- 
mined for  himself  to  try  the  effects  of  bathing  in  the  sea.'  Currie 
probably  believed  that  he  was  here  stating  facts  on  the  authority 
of  MaxwelL  Yet  hia  chaige  against  Bums  is  absolutely  fiilse. 
Writing  from  Brow  to  Cunningham  on  the  7tli  July,  Burns  says, 
'  The  medical  folks  tell  nie  that  my  last  and  only  chance  is 
bathing  and  country  quarters,  and  riding.'  Three  days  later, 
writing  to  Armonr,  his  father-in-law,  he  says,  'Tlie  medical  people 
order  me,  as  I  value  mij  existence,  to  fly  to  sea-bathing  and  country 
quarters.'  Most  people  will  believe  Burns,  but  then  what  of  Currie 
as  a  trustworthy  narrator! 

Currie  will  have  it  tliat  in  Dumfries  Bums  became  a  habitual 
drunkard,  and  drank  even  during  business  hours.  '  His  irregulari- 
ties grew,  by  degrees,  into  habits.  These  temptations  unhappily 
occurred  during  his  engagements  in  the  business  of  hia  office  as 
well  as  during  his  hours  of  relaxation.'  Currio  adduces  no  specific 
instance,  and,  with  proof  before  us  that  he  breaks  doivn  when 
brought  to  book,  we  cannot  rely  upon  sweeping  statements  gathered 
he  does  not  say  whence.  On  the  other  hand,  there  is  distinct  and 
responsible  testimony  that  Bums  was  not  what  one  of  his  recent 
critics  rashly  and  roundly  colls  a  'toper.'    W&lker  paid  him  a 
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Burprise  vieit,  by  Lis  own  account,  in  Novembei  1795,  n{ii« 
montlis  before  his  death — Walker  ia  generally  believed  to  hsvs 
erred  as  to  tlio  date  of  liis  visit,  but  the  mistake  is  not  msterial 
— and  while  criticising  Itim  freely  enough  in  other  respects 
in  hiit  ttraiisingly  patronising  manner,  admits  tlutt  'be  had  dis- 
covered in  Ikia  conduct  no  erron  .  .  .  sufficient  to  account  for  the 
mysterious  ineiuiintioRS  vbich  be  had  heard  against  his  cbsrocter. 
He  [Itiinis]  on  this  occasion  draiik  freely  without  being  intoxi- 
cated, a  circumstance  from  wliicli,'  continues  Walker,  'I  concluded 
that  ho  waa  not  addicted  to  cordials ;  for  if  he  had  tasted  liquor 
in  the  moniing  he  must  liavc  easily  yielded  to  the  excess  of  the 
evening.'  *  It  ia  evident  that  in  some  Uumfries  circles  a  sort  of 
sinister  myth  had  grown  up  around  Bums's  name,  with  a  certain 
centre  of  reality  iu  Ida  political  and  personal  peculiarities^  but 
indebted,  in  the  usual  way,  for  its  main  bulk  to  tlio  inveutiTeness 
of  the  busylfody  and  the  backbiter.  In  Dumfries,  it  must  be 
rcmomborcd,  ]H>litical  patty  feeling  ran  high.  Burns,  despite  the 
order  'not  to  think,'  thought  and  aiKiko  and  acted  effectively. 
It  need,  accordingly,  occasion  no  aurpriac  that,  after  the  manner 
of  politicians,  nolbing  could  be  too  biul  to  bo  believed  by  his 
op|x)nonts  about  the  author  of  the  Election  Ballads  and  '  A  man 's 
a  man  for  a'  that.' 

yindlator,  bis  official  sujKrior,  in  cmpbatic  opposition  to  Currie, 
after  stating  that  as  rii  exciseman  '  be  was  exemplary  in  his  atten- 
tion, and  even  jealous  of  tlio  lcai»t  iniputntion  on  bis  vigilance,' 
says,  '  I  will  further  avow  that  I  never  saw  him — which  was  very 
frequently  while  he  lived  at  Ellislnud,  and  still  more  after  he 
removed  to  Dumfiiea — ^but  in  hours  of  business  he  waa  quite 
hiniaelf  and  capable  of  (liai:]mr^'iiig  the  duties  of  his  office ;  nor 
was  ho  ever  known  to  drink  by  himself,  or  seen  to  indulge  in  the 
use  of  li<iuor  in  a  forenoon.'  Gray,  the  clci^yman  and  Academy 
maater  of  Burua'a  children,  dwells  on  the  pui'severing,  unique,  and 

*  lliinia  jnnUlily  iieFprRsvo  jifUilfr  cxpirsiiloii  toliin  vlcwi  on  Uia  huIiIikC  of  drinking 
thHn  In  1h<  fnlluwlng  nato,  uijuirKlnl  to  liliii  liy  n  ]aiiiiiRa  In  ■  roluiii*  tit  Stona  Thlch 
bckniKHl  to  liiiii,  mill  in  now  llio  iiroimty  oF  Mr  W.  fmltn  Annim  of  Oli^^oir :  '  I  lava 
•IrlnklnR  now  hikI  tlinn.  It  ilrfantoi  llip  ■UniKiiK  i>«1  <irihDU|,-1il.  A  niui  pHpstnally  in 
Uie  inroiyinu  unit  fVrcn  of  InrliriKy  i*  lik*  ■  lin1f-<Irowiinl,  Miiiriil  untch  miHlriiiMil  to 
labonr  iinnwlnuljr  ill  mUr,  Imla  iiov->nrt-tlieii  IrilmtcloBacchuii  in  lika  lliarohl  bath— 
bndnR  uid  invl|:r>ntlnji,— II.  B.' 

Another  nnt*  In  tlw  um*  volimie  h  elanirtcrMlR  :  'GoMpn  locki  bit  a  aign  of  amonw*. 
MM.    Th*  iDOra  lore  In  >  voniui')  cOinpoalUoB,  tha  niun  soul  abeliu.' 
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of  couise  keeLly-iii tell ige lit  pains  wLich  Burns  bestowed  on  their 
home  tuition,  and  asks  with  niucli  force  'if  employmeuts  like 
these  are  consistout  with  Itabitual  drunJieiitieet.'  Bums'a  widow 
may  be  thought  too  partial  a  wituess,  but  she  would  scarcely  have 
gone  so  far  as  to  invent  a  statement  ttiat  she  hod  never  known 
him  return  unable  to  sliut  up  the  house  or  undrcsa  unaided. 
She  consistently  maintained  that  the  rumours  against  her  husband 
were  grossly  exaggerated,  a  testimony  which  evory  catidid  observer 
of  men  and  things  will  be  rea<ly  enough  to  accept  But  after  all 
Bums  is  his  own  beet  witness.  He  know  ttio  facts,  as,  of  course, 
no  one  else  could  liave  known  tliem.  He  was  incapable  of  being 
blinded  in  hia  self-knowledge  or  partial  in  his  self-judgment,  and 
his  speech  and  action  are  not  consistent  with  the  '  toper's '  liabit 


Take  the  mere  fact  that  Bums  died  perfectly  solvent.  Any 
trifle  he  owed  or  borrowed,  under  the  unfortunate  though  fanciful 
alarms  tliat  made  his  lost  moments  delirious,  was  moi'e  than  amply 
covered  by  his  assets,  eitlier  actual  or  in  the  shape  of  creditor 
claims.  But  it  might  very  easily  have  been  otherwise.  Burns's 
social  position,  although,  tlirough  no  fault  of  his,  out  of  keeping, 
according  to  popular  ideas,  with  hia  rank  as  a  man  of  transcendent 
genius,  was  nevertheless  above  want,  although  not  far  above  it,  and 
necessitated  every  effort  to  make  ends  meet.  But  tlie  ends  were 
made  to  meet,  and  it  was  Bums  himself,  no  doubt  well  seconded 
by  his  wife,  who  made  them  do  so.  Could  this  have  happened 
had  Bums  been  a  drunkard  t  Even  rich  drunkards  often  bring 
themselves  to  ruin ;  poor  ones  very  soon  land  in  beggnry.  Had 
Bums  abandoned  himself  to  drink,  he  would  have  done  it,  as  he 
did  everj'thing  else,  on  a  scale  that  would  have  left  no  doubt  as  to 
the  nature  of  his  procedure.  He  would  have  thrown  possessions 
and  prospects  to  the  winds,  and  revelled  in  a  short-lived  if  glorious 
Bacchanolianism.  That  he  kept  himself  and  his  family  respectably 
upon  his  limited  pay,  and  owed  no  man  anything,  is  ample  proof 
that  he  was  not  the  slave  of  alcohol  that  his  accusers  would  make 
out.  It  may  be  snid  that  ho  refrained  from  so  wasting  his  means, 
partly  from  regard  to  his  fiimily  and  paitly  to  preserve  that 
position  of  independence  which  he  prized  so  highly.     Be  it  bo: 
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the  fact  remains  admitted  that  he  must  have  snbstantiallj  nfninftd 
fruin  giving  himaelf  up  to  drink.  There  aie  other  insinuatioiia 
wliich  da  not  bear  a  moment'e  examination.  Wife  and  child 
worn  of  uncoiitaininated  liealth  and  constitution.  How  it  that 
teconcikblQ  with  the  more  malign  whiaperinga  of  hia  enemiasi 

Had  Bums  been  conacioua  of  having  sacriKced  hia  whole  lifo 
plan  to  drink  and  its  concomitant  degiadationa,  he  was  too  honeat 
a  man,  both  by  nature  and  choice,  to  hare  faced  the  world  and 
domiinded  ita  respect  as  he  did.  But  there  la  nothing  in  hii 
bearing  to  indicate  any  falling  off  in  self-respect.  He  clainu  hia 
place  ns  usual  in  every  situation  vrlicre  it  is  right  for  liim  to 
appear,  and  does  not  hang  his  head  before  the  beat  or  the  'greateak' 
IIo  does  not  blush  among  his  fellow-excisemen,  be  it  Collector 
Mitchell,  Supervisor  Finilbtor,  oi  Supernumerary  Stohisk  He 
corresiranUa  extensively,  and  always  interestingly,  often  in  language 
of  great  and  genuine  eloquence  or  marked  by  practical  wiadom  and 
]irofound  thought,  with  all  cloases  and  conditions  of  men  and  women, 
Mrs  Dunlop,  Jfre  Riddel,  Lord  liuchan,  Graham  of  Fintry, 
Symo  of  Ryedole,  Huron  of  Kcrroughtrce,  Oswald  of  Auchin- 
cruive,  Sf'Munlo  of  Brumlanrig,  Provost  Staig  of  Dumfries,  Critic 
Tytler  and  Writer  Cunningham  of  Edinburgh,  Former  Clegliom  of 
Saugliton,  Schoolmaster  Clarke  of  Forfar,  Song-collectors  Johnson 
and  Thomson  of  the  Museum  and  Mdudiea,  and  many  more;  but 
nowhere  is  there  the  slightest  trace  of  a  sense  that  he  is  unworthy 
of  their  attention,  respect,  or  intimacy.  He  performs  his  functions 
as  a  citizen,  takes  part  in  the  ]>arliamontary  elections,  joins  the 
volunteers  and  becomes  their  poct-1  aureate,  attends  with  regularity 
the  meetings  of  his  Masonic  lodge,  entirely  as  if  there  was 
Hothitig  wrong.  If  there  is  any  truth  in  the  story,  on  which 
so  muuh  false  sentiment  lias  been  wasted,  about  Bums  walking 
the  shady  side  of  the  street  while  the  Dumfries  gentry  on  the 
other  side  would  not  Kcogniao  him,  it  proves  at  all  events  that 
Bums  knew  no  reason  why  he  should  not  show  himself  on  the 
street  as  well  as  the  proudest  amoii<;  them. 

Besides,  wo  know  exactly  what  Bums  thought  about  himself  on 
this  head  from  bis  own  explicit  statements.  In  January  of  1791, 
about  the  time  usually  selected  for  his  final  surrender  to  the 
drink-fiend,  he  wrote  to  the  younger  Samuel  Clark  :  '  Some  of  our 
folks  about  the  Excise  Office,  Edinburgh,  bad,  and  perhaps  atill 


CHARACTER  AND  OBNIDS.  431 

have,  conceived  a  prejudice  against  me  as  being  a  dnmken,  dissi- 
.  pited  character.  I  might  be  all  this,  you  know,  and  yet  be  an 
honest  fellow;  but  you  know  that  I  am  an  honest  fellow,  and  am 
nothing  of  this.  You  may,  in  your  own  way,  let  hira  [i.e.  Corbet, 
Supeivisor-Genend]  know  that  I  am  not  unworthy  of  subscribing 
myself  your  friend.'  In  Mny  1794  we  find  him  writing  almost 
u  explicitly  in  connection  with  the  too  famous  KidJel  quarrel,  in 
which  Bums  was  certainly  more  sinned  against  than  sinning, 
although  it  waa  happily  ended  before  a  year  was  gone.  He 
wished  to  get  a  volumo  of  his  own  unpublished  poema  returned 
from  the  library  of  his  estranged,  and,  by  that  time,  deceased 
friend  Biddel  of  Friars'  Carse,  and  in  a  letter  to  Mrs  Kiddel's 
sister  on  the  subject  he  said  :  'The  cutting  reflection  of  all,  that  I 
had,  most  unfortunately,  though  most  unileBcrvedly,  lost  the  con- 
fidence of  that  Boul  of  worth,  ere  it  took  its  flight !  These, 
madam,  are  sensations  of  no  ordinary  anguish.  However  you 
also  may  be  offended  with  some  imputed  improprieties  of  mine ; 
aensibility  you  know  I  possess,  and  sincerity  none  will  deny  me. 
To  oppose  those  prejudices  whicli  liave  been  raised  against  me 
is  not  the  business  of  this  letter.  Indeed,  it  is  a  warfare  I 
Icnow  not  how  to  wage.  The  powers  of  positive  vice  I  can  in 
aome  degree  calculate,  and  against  direct  mnlevolonce  I  can  be  on 
my  guard ;  but  who  can  estimate  the  fatuity  of  giddy  caprice^  or 
ward  off  tlio  unthinking  mischief  of  precipitate  folly ) ' 


It  is  plain  that  at  this  time  Bums  knew  that  there  were  people, 
as  there  are  now,  who  thought  that  he  had  sacrificed  hia  career  to 
drink.  Bums  himself  woa  manifestly  not  of  that  opinion,  and  the 
world,  or  that  port  of  it  that  desires  historical  truth,  will  probably 
prefer  his  self-knowledge  to  any  outside  criticism.  Not  that  there 
were  no  drinking  bouts.  His  censors  are  entitled  to  this  admiasiorL 
Bums  tells  us  of  them,  often  in  terms  of  anger,  not  only  with 
himself,  but  with  what  he  calls  the  'aavage  hospitality'  of  the 
localities,  the  times,  and  the  society  in  which  he  moved.  It  may 
be  said  that  Bums  ought  to  have  atraggled  with  and  overcome 
this  savage  hospitality.  He  meant  to  do  it  and  tried  to  do  it  ia 
the  iDatarer  period  which  we  ate  conaideriog.     To  say  that  he 
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committed  '  too  many '  excesaee,  and  was  tlierefore  b  moTol  fsiluie, 
is  to  postulate  that  if  he  hod  committed  only  a  few  he  would  hara 
been  a  moral  Bucceas,  That  will  not  da  Ko  man  ia  allowed  a 
certain  minimum  percentage  of  transgression.  Tried  by  an  objec- 
tive standard,  the  diflerencea  between  men  are  simply  of  d^^rae. 
The  saint  and  the  pickpocket  alike  come  short,  although  the  one 
may  full  somewhat  ferther  behind  than  the  other.  It  is  attange 
thnt  in  a  country  like  Scotland,  nourished  theologically  for  three 
centuries  and  a  half  on  the  doctrine  of  jnstification  by  foith  alone, 
it  should  bo  so  often  forgotten  that  the  right  standaid  by  which 
to  judge  a  man  is  not  the  objective  but  the  suhjective  standard, 
not  by  wliat  be  does  but  by  what  he  is.  The  real  difTerence 
between  men  is  an  inward  one,  and  the  true  question  to  aak  about 
any  man  is  whether  he  is  trying  to  do  his  bostt  Or  has  he  ceased 
to  try)  Or  is  lie  oven  trying  to  do  his  worst  1  The  external 
moral  failures  of  a  man  may  throw  light  on  this  question, 
but  they  certainly  will  not  serve  to  settle  it  justly  if  no  regard 
is  had  to  the  number  and  strength  of  liis  temptations.  A  man 
niny  be  often  overthrown,  and  yet  he  may  he  anxious  ami 
resolute  to  win  the  victory.  Accordingly,  if  we  want  to  get  at 
the  truth  about  Uurns,  assuming  for  a  moment  the  accuracy  of 
what  his  worst  detnictors  say,  we  must  consider  the  nature  of 
his  temptations,  and  whether  their  alleged  numerous  triumplis 
prove  that  he  had  ceased  to  fight  with  them,  and  had  deliberately 
given  them  a  looao  rein. 

Certainly  on  the  points  in  whicli  he  is  said  to  have  failed  Burns 
wns  tried  in  a  way  in  which  probably  no  man  of  his  day  was  or 
could  bo.  Take  tliis  veiy  matter  of  the  '  savage  hospitality,' 
which  Burns  undoubtedly  did  desire  and  endeavour  to  overcome. 
It  was  the  custom,  and  while  custom  is  hard  for  any  man  to 
battle  with,  it  must  have  been  peculiarly  so  for  a  man  like  Bums 
with  ft  perfect  genius  for  conviviality.  There  may  be  danger,  but 
there  is  neither  criminality  nor  sin  in  conviviality.  'The  feast  of 
reason,  and  the  flow  of  soul,'  tliough  hackneyed  by  quotation, 
is  really  a  possibility,  and  often  a  fact ;  and  when  it  is  realised 
it  haa  an  unrivalled  capacity  for  refreshing  and  stimulating  the 
best  qualities  of  human  nature.  Was  Bums  to  wrap  in  a  napkin 
and  hide  in  the  earth  his  splendid  and  unique  talent  of  conversa- 
tion 1    ^V'ith  his  sympathies  and  powers  it  was  impossible,  and 
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would,  in  a  sense,  tiave  been  wrong,  for  Burns  to  remain  in 
moroee  eeclusion.  Besides,  in  circuniatanccs  where  both  his 
emotional  ond  his  intellectual  qualities  received  simultaneou&Iy 
their  highest  stimulus,  ha  must  often  have  got  as  good  as  he  gave, 
receiving  inspiration  bb  well  aa  giving  delight,  and  many  a  great 
and  bright  thought  must  have  entered  his  mind  in  society 
which  would  never  have  come  to  him  in  solitude.  Moreover, 
as  a  poet  and  delineator  of  human  nature,  Bums  was  in  his  place 
wherever  men  were  gathered  together.  Hence  he  might  possibly, 
but  quite  legitimately,  be  found  associating  with  persons  whom 
the  narrow  if  prudent  respectability  of  Dumfries  would  have 
considered  'low,'  or  even  'very  low.'  But  the  author  of  tho 
aphorism  that  '  the  Rank  is  but  the  guinea  stamp,  the  ^[an  's  the 
gold,'  did  not  measure  any  man's  standing  in  the  'genteel'  or 
the  bourgeois  Dumfries  way.  Had  he  acted,  in  the  spirit  of 
exclusion  instead  of  syiiii)athy,  on  his  own  standard  of  'high' 
and  '  low,'  ho  must  have  led  the  life  of  a  hermit.  There  was 
not  a  man  in  Dumfries  who  was  not  miles  below  him  iu  his 
own  conceptioD  of  true  rank. 

But  if  Bums  was  to  be  social  and  sympathetic,  where  was  ho 
to  draw  the  line  I  How  many  windows  must  a  man  have  had  to 
his  house  before  it  would  have  been  '  proper '  for  Buma  to  sympa- 
thise with  him )  Not  all  street  porters  are  wise,  and  not  all 
dukes  are  foolish ;  but  Bums  would  have  felt  more  respect  for 
the  wise  street  porter  than  for  the  foolish  duke,  and  would  have 
instinctively  shunned  the  society  of  the  one  as  a  waste  of  time, 
and  sought  that  of  the  other  as  an  opportunity  of  bartering  the 
delight  he  himself  had  to  give  for  the  inspiration  of  his  brother- 
man's  contact  and  the  facts  of  human  nature  that  were  in  him. 
Nay,  would  ISums's  sympathy  stop  at  the  socially  'low,'  or 
embrace  even  the  ethically  ' very  low '1  'I  have  often  coveted,' 
he  had  written  down  deliberately  in  his  Commonplace  Book, 
'the  acquaintance  of  that  part  of  mankind  commonly  known  by 
the  ordinary  phrase  of  OLACKacARns  Boroctimes  farther  than  was 
consistent  with  the  safety  of  my  character;  those  who  by  thought- 
less prodigality,  or  headstrong  passions  have  been  driven  to  ruin ; 
though  disgraced  by  follies,  nay  eoraetimca  "staiii'd  with  guilt, 
and  crimson'd  o'er  with  crimes,"  I  have  yet  found  among  them, 
in  not  a  few  instances,  some  of  the  noblest  Virtues — Magnanimity, 
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Generosity,  disinterested  Friendship,  and  even  Modesty-^in  the 
highest  perfection.'  Bums  clearly  was  reluctant  to  call  any 
liumau  being  common  or  unclean.  This,  however,  was  natundlj 
too  much  for  average  Dumfries,  which  complained  that  this  man 
should  receive  sinners  and  eat  with  them.  Whatever  opinion  may 
be  held  as  to  Bunis's  explanation  and  defence  of  his  sympathy 
with  Bohcminnism,  it  is  evident  that  he  himself  did  not  think 
it  wrong ;  and  those  at  least  who  enjoy  '  The  Jolly  B^ggan»'  and 
similar  pictures,  are  bound  to  grant  a  dispensation  to  the  thorough- 
going artist  who  must  have  gathered  the  materials  of  their 
delectation  among  tlie  '  very  lowest '  of  the  '  low.' 


X. 

Bums  was  thus  impelled  to  sociality  by  extreme  and  altogether 
exceptional  pressure.  He  was  pressed  from  within  by  his  own 
human  sympathy  and  even  by  his  poetic  necessities.  He  was 
pressed  from  without  by  the  demand  of  fellow-creatures  of  all 
degrees  eager  to  have  their  own  souls  irradiated  by  his  matchless 
gift  of  speech.  Unluckily  the  liberal  use  of  the  bottle  was  a  sine 
qua  non  of  tlie  conviviality  of  the  times,  and  there  was  danger. 
But  people  who  complained  of  Burns's  excesses  should  have 
remembered  that  they  themselves  were  more  luckily  situated  in 
being  less  tempted.  Probably  they  did  not  want  anybody's  society, 
and  nobody  wanted  theirs.  They  were  not  entitled,  therefore,  to 
infer  from  Burns's  alleged  excesses  that  he  had  given  up  the 
struggle  with  temptation  and  become  a  permanently  and  essen- 
tially vicious  man,  but  only  that  he  had  more  to  fight  against 
than  themselves.  Then  Bums  had  iwculiar  difficulties  of  another 
kind  to  meet.  For  some  of  these  heredity  may  be  responsible. 
Possibly  tliere  may  have  been  some  tinge  of  alcoholic  tendency  in 
him  derived  from  a  far-off  time.  At  all  events  there  was  that  ten 
or  twentyfold  passion-power  to  which  reference  has  already  been 
made.  Further,  great  genius  though  Bums  was,  he  could  not^  as 
some  of  his  more  thoughtless  patrons  and  superior  critics  seem  to 
have  expected,  leave,  at  a  bound,  the  manners  and  the  morals  of 
his  peasant  birth  and  station  behind  him,  and  start  anew  as  a 
quasi-aristocrat  or  quasi-bourgeois.  Indeed  he  knew  better  than 
attempt  it;  and   to  the  last,  while  *  preserving  the  dignity  of 
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man '  in  any  circle  wliiclt  ho  eiiteicJ,  aud  respecting  the  posses- 
BOTS  of  iutetlect  oud  sensibility  in  any  class  of  life,  though  duspia- 
iug  those  vho  had  nothing  in  them  but  mannsTS,  he  shrank 
from  the  worry  of  continually  accommodating  himself  to  aristo- 
cratic or  middle-class  conventionalities,  and  preferred — aurely  it 
was  a  wise  and  brave  prefei«nce — to  dwell  mainly  among  his  own 
people. 

That  is  to  say,  the  peasant  consciousness  never  entirely  left  liim, 
HOT  did  he  try  to  expel  it.  But  the  Scotch  peasant  consciouauess 
liod  its  peculiarities,  one  of  them  being  that  though  drilled  in  all 
the  orthodoxy  of  Calvinism  it  reserved  a  secret  comer  for  the 
free  natumliam  of  Bacchus  and  Venus ;  and  that  reservation  was 
accordingly  a  special  but  inevitable  clement  in  the  controlling 
impreesions  which  Bums  received  from  Destiny.  Kor  must  we 
omit  to  notice  the  power  of  habita  that  had  grown  upon  him  iu 
the  wilder  days  before  'nintiu'  ravin'  Kubiu'  had  settled  down 
to  the  serious  regulation  of  his  life.  Who  among  Burns'a  accusers 
ever  had  half  the  number  aud  power  of  tlie  varied  elements  of 
temptation  to  contend  with  that  ho  had  on  this  i>art  of  the  moral 
battlefield  1  Accordingly,  granting  them  the  full  tale  of  excesses 
over  their  own  with  which  they  charge  him — although,  as  already 
shown,  the  actual  evidence  yields  a  different  result — there  is  no 
proof  ab  extra  of  that  abandoument  of  the  struggle  with  evil  which 
is  essential  to  the  existence  of  a  vicious  nature,  whilst  wo  have 
Bums's  own  distinct  and  repeated  testimony  that  such  waa  not 
the  condition  of  his  spirit  We  have  already  seen  his  refusal  to 
ndmit  that  he  was  a  dissipated  character,  as  allied  by  scandal. 
To  this  must  be  added  his  own  evidence  as  to  the  invincible 
petSBverancB  with  which,  after  every  moral  defeat,  he  returned  to 
the  struggle  with  the  determination  to  be  master  next  time. 
Perhaps  it  is  suihcient  to  cite  the  last  of  these  instances,  from 
the  rhymed  Epistle  to  Collector  Mitchell  about  the  close  of 
1795: 

Ve  've  heard  this  wliile  how  I  Ve  been  liclcet. 
And  by  fell  death  was  nearly  nicket ; 
Grim  loon  I  he  got  me  by  the  fecket. 

And  sair  me  slienk  ; 
Bnt  by  gnid  lock  I  lap  a  wicket, 

And  turned  a  neulb 
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But  by  that  heallli,  I've  got  a  Bh&re  o  t. 
And  by  that  life,  I  'm  promUed  mair  a 't. 
My  haJe  and  weel  1 11  lake  a  care  a  'b, 

A  tentier  way ; 
Then  farewell  folly,  liule  and  hair  o  't. 

For  ance  and  aye  I 

'  Farewell  folly ' — not  '  Evil,  be  thoa  my  good.'  It  is  at  once  ( 
confession  of  wrong  and  a  resolution  to  do  better.  There  is  nol 
a  saint  in  the  calendar  who,  unless  he  had  been  canonised 
by  misbike,  did  not  aay  the  same  thing  every  day  of  hie  life, 
It  is  easy  for  the  cynic  to  remind  ua  of  what  became  of  the  sicli 
Devil's  resolution  to  Ido  a  Monk,  but  he  forgets  that  by  the 
theological  hypothesis  doviU  are  Irreclaimable,  while  men  an 
not.  Nor  is  it  to  the  point  that  within  a  week  or  two  after  the 
resolution  in  question.  Barns,  as  is  alleged,  caught  the  fatal  chili 
that  brought  hi)n  to  bis  grave.  The  story  of  the  Globe  dinnei 
reposes  on  doubtful  attd  in  uny  case  conflicting  evidence.  Al 
worst  we  must  hold  it  not  a  transgression,  but  a  misculculatior 
nud  lui  ncciilent  How  wna  liiiriis  to  foresee  thnt  ho  had  tc 
meet  a  night  of  exce^itional  cold  T  How  can  we  decide  why  b( 
went  I  But  call  it  a  lujise  from  the  right.  The  battle  between 
good  anil  evil  in  the  spirit  of  man  involves  tussles  withoul 
luimber.  The  will  may  hove  to  forgive  itself  for  errors  seventy 
times  seven,  an<l  yet  return  to  the  charge  as  hopeful  as  at  first 
Tho  true  question  is  ;  Is  there  a  genuine  s]iirit  of  resistance  in 
tliL-  man  J  Who  can  doubt  that  Durns  loved  and  desired  monil 
sclf'-comiuanil]  The  man  wjio  really  does  eo  is  subjectively 
virtuous,  and  will  never  cease  tho  effort  to  realise  his  ideal, 
Currlo  siiys,  'his  appetites  and  scusntions,  which  could  not  pervert 
the  dictates  of  his  jud(;iiicut,  finally  triumphed  over  nil  tho  powon 
of  his  will.'  Did  Currie  know  ISiirns's  moral  equipment  bettei 
tlian  Burns  himaolf,  wJio  emphatically  denies  that  it  was  whal 
Currio  so  swecpingly  aflirmsl  'Fnreivnll  fully,'  said  Burns,  with 
the  air  of  one  who  meant  what  he  said,  and  who  believed  h( 
could  do  what  he  meant;  and  from  then  up  to  tho  day  of  hi( 
doatli  there  is  only  one  imperfectly  authenticated  and  utterly 
uiiexpliiined  instance  of  anything  resembling  'folly'  taking  hif 
will  by  surprise. 

This   victory,'  continues  Currie,   'was  not  obtained  withoul 
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many  obstinate  struggles,  and  at  timca  temperance  and  virtae 
seemed  to  have  obtoinGil  tlia  master}'.'  Out  of  Cume's  own 
mouth,  therefore,  we  have  it  that  the  right  spirit  vas  tliere. 
Currie  was  reared  iu  a  Scotcli  manse,  and  must  have  made 
acquaintance  with  the  Calvinistic  dogma  of  Fereoverance,  which 
might  have  suggested  to  him  that  when  the  riglit  spirit  is  once  in 
a  man  it  cannot  be  hnally  extinguished.  But  ire  do  not  need  to 
fly  BO  high.  The  facta  of  liuman  nature  are  sufficient  If  habit 
of  one  kind  is  powerful  for  evil,  habit  of  another  kind  ie  powerful 
for  good,  No  doubt — by  his  own  showing — the  habit  of  external 
'folly'  had  a  strong  hold  on  Bums,  but — equally  by  his  own  and 
Currie's  showing — the  habit  of  inwardly  resisting  'folly'  was  n 
port  of  him.  Which  of  these  would  have  ultimately  conquered 
had  Bums  lived  t  Currie  says  Bums  had  a  weak  will.  Carlyle 
says  ho  had  'an  iron  resolution.'  What  Currie  really  meant 
was  that  Bums  had  abnormally  strong  passions,  in  relation  to 
which  even  an  'iron  resolution'  might  soem  and  be  tcmporanly 
weak.  But  time  was  on  the  side  of  the  '  iron  resolution '  and 
against  the  passions,  and  bad  Bums  not  been  cut  ofT  accidentally, 
418  it  were — for  we  have  no  medical  statement  of  any  authority,  or 
flvea  at  all,  as  to  the  possibilities  of  prolonged  life  that  were  in 
liim — it  is  simply  the  correct  psychological  forecast  that  he 
would  have  attained  the  self-mastery  at  which  he  aimed. 


XI. 
Bums,  then,  did  not  die  a  moral  bankrapt  through  drink  and 
dissipation,  ae  certain  critics  seem  anxious  to  establish.  He  died 
a  man  fighting  with  his  failings,  and  that  is  a  spectacle  reassuring 
to  every  observer  of  any  monil  insight  and  experience.  He  had 
not  failed  in  any  part  of  the  life-plan  he  had  laid  down  eight  years 
before.  Its  execution  might  not  be  perfect — ^whose  is?  But  be 
kept  it  resolutely  before  him  as  a  guide  in  all  departments  of  bis 
activity — domestic,  industrial,  poetic  He  did  succeed  in  '  making 
a  happy  fireside  clime  to  weans  and  wife.'  Child  and  mother 
welcomed  his  returning  footstep,  for  he  was  a  light  and  a  bless- 
ing to  both.  There  was  irregularity — not  repeated  irregularity — 
a  dying  survival  from  the  time  when  the  audacious  spirit  of  his 
youth  insisted  on  exploring  all  the  penetralia  of  a  nniveiae  that 
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was  new;  but  it  was  condoned  iu  the  only  quarter  irheie  there 
were  rights,  and  where  he  had  himself  already  created  a  catholic 
wisdom  and  tenderness  that  appreciated  his  real  valua  Bums 
had  sundry  Platonic  loves — Chlorisy  for  instance,  perhaps  Maria 
Hiddel,  and  others ;  there  is  no  reason  to  doubt  that  these  were 
of  tlio  character  ho  ascribed  to  them,  and  defended  by  him  on 
principles  which,  though  .they  were  foreign  to  the  kirk-sesaioii 
conception  of  life,  would  not  appear  strange  to  a  tribunal  of 
wider  intelligence.  Mrs  Bums  understood  the  point  of  view. 
Chloris  was  her  guest,  Mrs  Riddel  was  her  visitor. 

Then  as  to  his  bread-winning  occupation,  by  which  he  sought 
independence  for  family,  personal  dignity,  and  poetic  vocation, 
there  is  no  evidence  of  neglect,  despair,  or  relaxed  effort^  but 
much  of  perseverance  and  success.  His  detractors  maintain  that 
Edinburgh  was  his  Capua,  that  he  became  disgusted  with  work, 
nnd  could  never  again  apply  himself  to  steady  industry.  Bums 
liimsclf  perfectly  understood  the  situation.  To  Nicol  he  writes : 
'  My  mind  has  been  vitiated  by  idleness,  and  it  will  take  a  good 
deal  of  effort  to  habituate  it  to  the  routine  of  business ; '  to  Miss 
Chalmers,  '  It  will  take  a  strong  effort  to  bring  my  mind  into  the 
routine  of  business ; '  to  Dunbar,  *  I  am  earnestly  busy  to  bring 
about  a  revolution  in  my  own  mind.  .  .  ,  My  knowledge  of 
business  is  to  learn.  .  .  .  My  late  scenes  of  idleness  and  dissipation 
have  enervated  my  mind  to  an  alarming  degree.  Skill  in  the 
sober  science  of  life  is  my  most  serious  and  hourly  study.'  One 
advantage  he  had  here.  His  early  years  of  toil  enabled  him  to 
know  what  work  meant,  and  taught  him  not  to  be  afraid  of 
putting  his  neck  into  the  collar.  Nor  was  he.  On  what  he  had 
reason  to  think  good  advice,  but  which  turned  out  to  be  bad, 
he  took  a  farm,  and  set  to  work — not  only  superintending,  but 
labouring  with  his  own  hands  when  necessary.  Within  six  months 
he  discovered  that  a  mistake  had  been  committed — that  the  farm 
was  little  moro  than  the  'riddlings  of  creation.'  There  is  no 
proof  that  he  was  a  bad  or  careless  farmer.  Critics,  on  a  priori 
grounds,  concluded  that,  being  a  poet,  ho  must  have  been  dreaming 
when  he  should  have  been  ploughing,  as  if  he  had  not  learned 
long  ago  to  reconcile  the  two  occupations.  Or  they  said  that, 
being  in  request  as  a  conversationalist,  he  must  have  been  away 
setting  lairds'  tables  in  a  roar  when  he  should  have  been  watch- 
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ing  his  workpeople  or  attending  to  liis  IiarvesL  But  nobody  pro- 
duces any  positive  and  credible  proof  of  tliis  inattention.  On  the 
contrary,  to  take  one  case,  we  know  tliat  when  Lord  Buchan  put 
before  him  tho  temptation  of  a  presslDg  invit-ition  to  pay  a  visit 
to  £dnam  and  take  port  in  ttie  coronation  of  bis  favourite  Tlioni- 
son's  bust,  he  declined  on  tlio  ground  that  he  must  stay  at  home 
for  harvesting.  The  farm  was  really  a  bad  bargain.  liurns  might 
possibly  have  made  something  of  it  if  he  bad  recalled  bis  loan 
to  bis  brother  and  ruined  tho  Ayrshire  liousebolU,  but  be  was 
not  the  man  to  tbink  of  any  such  thing;  Accordingly,  he  tried 
to  combine  gauging  and  fanning,  making  bis  excise  anlaty  pay 
the  rent,  and  got  quit  of  the  farm  as  soon  as  lie  could.  It  was 
undoubtedly  tho  most  prudent  course  in  the  circumstances. 
'Jean,'  whom  Cutrie  acknowledges  to  have  been  a  good  manager, 
always  denied  that  Bcims  failed  aa  a  farmer,  and  there  is  other 
evidence  that  he  managed  his  land  at  least  as  well  as  his 
neighbours. 

As  to  tho  gauging,  it  seems  pretty  clear  that  he  must  have 
effectually  overcome  the  Edinburgh  'enervation,'  because,  although 
he  did  not  like  tlio  profession,  and  knew  it  was  looked  down 
upon,  he  turned  out  an  oxcellont  exciseman,  not  only  doing  bis 
routine  work  steadily  and  accurately,  but  making  useful  practical 
suggestions  and  reports  to  the  town  of  Dumfries  and  bis  superiors, 
and  recommending  himself  to  the  bench  of  justices  by  the  tact 
and  considerateness  of  his  ofhcinl  action.  It  was  only  when  death  . 
laid  its  hand  upon  him  that  he  had — temporarily  as  be  anticipated 
— to  leave  his  duties  unperformed.  lie  has  been  blamed  for 
delaying  his  promotion  by  tho  imprudent  utterance  of  bis  poUtical 
opinions,  and  it  has  been  said  tlmt,  having  discovered  what  he 
had  done,  he  became  bitter  and  desperate,  and  let  things  drill. 
If  it  was  imprudent,  surely  it  was  a  noble  imprudence.  How 
could  a  man  like  Burns  avoid  having  strong  political  conviction^ 
especially  in  presence  of  such  a  portent  as  the  I'rencJi  Revolution  ; 
and  how,  in  Bums's  position,  and  with  his  ideas,  could  he  have 
been  other  than  a  democrat  Y  It  was  hard  for  him  to  curb  tho 
veracity  of  his  own  nature.  Yet  for  the  sake  of  the  pai  amount 
objects  he  had  in  view,  he  tried  to  repress  liis  snva  imlignalio ; 
and  it  was  only  through  chinks  hero  and  there,  and  now  and 
then,   that    the  steam   broke    out   with   a   whistle   or   a    roar 
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that  betrayed  the  inner  intensity.  Does  it  reflect  lustre  on 
the  name  of  Pitt  if,  believing  that  *no  verse  since  Shake- 
speare's had  so  much  the  appearance  of  coming  sweetly  from 
nature '  as  Bums's,  when  a  proposal  was  made  to  place  the  poet 
in  a  position  where  he  could  give  most  of  his  time  to  poctiy, 
he  preferred  to  resent  the  democrat's  politics,  pushed  the  bottle 
to  Dundas,  and  did  nothing  1  Surely,  as  Sir  Walter  Scott  say% 
it  might  have  been  remembered  that  *it  was  Bums,'  The  real 
<|uestion,  however,  is,  did  Bums  lose  heart  and  fly  to  whisky! 
He  did  not.  Ho  never  lost  heart.  In  April  1793,  it  is  tme, 
we  find  him  writing  to  Erskino  of  Mar,  <I  understand  that 
all  hopes  of  my  getting  officially  forward  are  blasted.'  Time, 
however,  wrought  changes.  A  year  afterwards,  in  May  1794, 
writing  to  the  younger  Miller  about  the  Morning  Ctironide 
proposal,  he  says:  *My  prospect  in  the  excise  is  something' — 
enough,  seemingly,  to  warrant  his  declining  the  oflbr.  In  March 
1795,  as  already  noticed,  writing  to  Heron  of  Kerroughtree, 
Whig  candidate  for  the  Stewartry,  he  discusses  his  excise  pros- 
pects with  much  hopefulness,  says  he  will  soon  be  a  super- 
visor, but  desires  a  collectorship — which  a  political  friend  might 
help  him  to — because  supervising  is  *  incessant  drudgery,'  and  *a 
life  of  literary  leisure  with  a  decent  competence  is  the  summit 
of  my  wishes.' 

Up  to  within  a  few  weeks  of  his  death  there  can  be  little 
doubt  that  Burns  was  thinking  of  how  his  official  promotion 
could  bo  accelerated  by  political  intervention.  He  has  been 
blamed  for  taking  part  in  electioneering.  Without  disparaging 
his  political  zeal,  it  should  be  remembered  that  Bums  had  a 
deep  interest  in  the  return  of  the  Whigs  to  power.  As  early  as 
February  1791,  writing  to  Moore,  of  Zeluco  fame,  about,  inter  alia^ 
the  great  loss  ho  had  sustained  in  the  death  of  Glencaim,  he 
says :  *  Independent  of  my  grateful  attachment  to  him,  which  was 
indeed  so  strong  that  it  pervaded  my  very  soul,  and  was  entwined 
with  the  thread  of  my  existence ;  so  soon  as  the  Prince's  friends 
had  got  in  (and  every  dog,  you  know,  has  his  day)  my  getting 
forward  in  the  excise  would  have  been  an  easier  business  than 
otherwise  it  will  be.'  In  his  letter  of  1795  to  Heron,  already 
referred  to,  enclosing  electioneering  ballads,  and  promising  otlier 
help,  he  says :  '  It  would  be  the  pradish  aflectation  of  silly  pride 
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io  me  to  say  that  I  do  not  need,  oi  would  not  be  indebted  to,  a 
political  liiend ;  at  tho  aame  time,  sir,  I  by  no  means  lay  my 
affairs  before  you  thus  to  hook  my  dependent  eituatioa  on  your 
benevolence.'  Next  year,  in  May — he  died  in  July — there  was 
another  election,  and  Bums,  as  already  said,  dashed  off  'Buy 
braw  troggin '  in  Heron's  interest.  Can  any  one  doubt  that  in  tho 
enthusiasm  of  his  efforts  to  secure  a  general  Whig  victory — in  tlie 
possibility  of  which  he,  Heron,  and  many  others  are  indeed 
known  to  have  believed-:-there  mingled  the  hope  that  ho  might 
all  the  earliei  reach  the  coveted  position  that  would  enable  him 
to  do  full  justice  to  his  family  and  his  poetic  vocation?  His 
critics  may  now  turn  and  say  that  there  was  as  much  of  the 
serpent  as  of  the  dovo  in  all  this.  Though  it  is  not  so,  yet  be  it 
so.  lu  that  case,  however,  they  must  surrender  the  view  that 
Burns  had  abandoned  hope,  become  desperate  and  sought  refuge 
in  base  delights.  That  view  is  as  inconsistent  with  their  own 
contention  as  it  is  ridiculously  contrary  to  the  recorded  facts. 
As  regards  his  business  prospects,  Burns  was  hopeful,  even  san- 
guine, and  continually  on  the  alert,  to  tho  last 


What  has  been  said  makes  it  easier  to  deal  with  tho  remaining 
division  of  Burns's  plan  of  life,  his  self-dedication  to  poetry.  His 
critics  aver  that  like  all  else  that  was  good,  he  gave  this  np  too. 
The  ^te  show  that  he  was  ceaselessly  and  hope&Uy  working  up 
to  a  position  where  he  could  carry  out  his  plan  on  a  worthy 
scale. 

That  placed  by  thee  npon  the  wislied-for  height. 

Where,  man  and  nature  fairer  in  lier  sight. 

My  Mose  may  imp  ber  wing  for  some  subliuier  flight. 

So  he  wrote  to  Graham  of  Fintry  in  1788,  and,  as  we  have 
seen,  he  was  in  full  pursuit  of  his  aim  when  death  interposed. 
His  critics  have  remorselessly  asked,  Why  did  he  not  address  him- 
self to  the  '  subliroer  flight '  at  once)  Why  did  he  not  'concen- 
trate '  himself,  say,  on  the  drama  he  spoke  of,  and  produce  lialf-a- 
dozen  pages  of  MS.  every  day  before  breakfast  or  after  he  came 
home  at  night  from  his  worki  There  have  been  persons  called 
poets  who  did  that,  but    somehow  their  laborious  efforts  are 
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forgotten,  while  *Auld  Lang  Syne,'  *Ye  banks  and  braes,'  'John 
Anderson,'  *Tam  o'  Shanter,'  *Mary  in  Heaven,'  and  many  more 
of  the  like,  are  as  living  to-day  as  tliey  were  a  hundred  years 
ago.  The  inference  would  seem  to  be  that  Bums  judged  better 
than  those  who  say  that  because  his  stationer's  bill  did  not 
bring  him  to  bankruptcy  he  must  be  taken  to  have  thrown  up 
poetry.  Let  us  hear  Bums  himself.  'The  character  and  em- 
ployment of  a  poet,*  he  writes  to  Moore  in  1789,  '  were  formerly 
my  pleasure,  but  are  now  my  pride.  ...  I  have  not  a  doubt 
but  the  knack,  the  aptitude  to  learn  the  muses'  trade,  is  a 
gift  bestowed  by  Him  "who  forms  the  secret  bias  of  the  soul;" 
but  I  OS  Rrmly  believe  that  excellence  in  tlie  profession  is  the 
fruit  of  industry,  labour,  attention  and  pains.  .  .  .  Another 
appearance  from  the  press  I  put  off  to  a  very  distant  day,  a 
day  that  may  never  arrive — but  poesy  I  am  determined  to  prose- 
cute with  all  my  vigour.'  To  the  same  effect  he  writes  to  the 
celebrated  Harry  Erskine :  '  I  have  no  great  faith  in  the  boast- 
ful pretensions  to  intuitive  propriety  and  unlabored  elegance. 
The  rough  material  of  Fine  Writing  is  certainly  the  gift  of 
Genius;  but  I  as  firmly  believe  that  the  workmanship  is  the 
united  effort  of  Pains,  Attention,  and  repeated  Trial'  As  late 
as  May  1796,  a  few  weeks  before  his  deaths  when  he  was  medi- 
tating an  edition  of  his  songs,  polished  up  to  date,  he  wrote  to 
Thomson,  '  I  had  rather  bo  the  author  of  five  well-written  songs 
than  of  ten  otherwise.' 

Tlicn  as  to  his  method.  It  was  not  that  of  sitting  down 
and  concocting  so  much  'copy'  in  the  hour.  He  watched 
for  the  inspired  moment,  and  when  he  felt  the  power  on 
him  ho  wrute  and  perfected  the  expression.  He  tells  Cunning- 
ham, 'I  have  felt  along  the  line  of  my  Muse's  inclination, 
and  I  fear  your  Archery  subject  would  be  uphill  work  with 
her.  I  have  two  or  three  times  in  my  life  composed  from  the 
wish  rather  than  from  the  impulse,  but  I  never  succeeded  to 
any  purpose.' 

Wliene'er  my  muse  does  on  me  glance 

I  jingle  at  her — 

is  his  account  of  the  process  at  an  earlier  date.     With  such  ideals 
of  excellence,  and  such  a  method  of  reaching  it,  was  it  desirable 
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or  possible  for  Sums,  immediately  after  the  first  outbunt  of 
hia  genius,  to  commence  throwing  cartloads  of  rhyme  on  the 
market,  as  some  of  his  critics  apparently  think  he  should  have 
donel  ^N^obody  ever  demanded  that  ^Vott  should  invent  an 
equivalent  to  the  steam-engine,  or  Columbus  discover  a  new 
continent,  or  Uarvey  a  rival  to  blood-circulation,  every  year  of 
their  lives,  on  pain  of  being  found  tniitore  to  the  intellectual 
life,  and  disqualified  for  Faroa  But  Bums  must  make  at  least 
one  Mosagiel  sunrise  per  annum,  otherwise  he  shall  bo  found  to 
have  wrecked  his  reputation  and  drowned  his  poetic  power 
in  drink.  Was  it  not  better  that  Bums  should  secrete  fifty 
or  sixty  poetic  pearls  tlian  manufacture  unlimited  pyramids 
of  Torsicular  bricks )  But  Bums  can  stand  even  the  barbarous 
test  of  quantity.  Take  the  two  hundred  and  fifty  songs  which 
he  wrote  or  remodelled,  take  the  amount  of  critical  and  his- 
torical material  wliich  he  amassed  in  connection  with  them, 
take  his  innumerable  letters,  many  of  them  most  elaborately 
composed  and  copied  out,  tlio  mere  rescued  remains  of  which 
fill  several  portly  volumes,  take  tlie  large  number  of  pieces  un- 
pubhshed  or  destroyed  for  political  or  private  reasons,  and  it 
may  well  be  doubted  whether  such  a  literary  output,  in  mere 
bulk,  ever  camo  in  the  like  period  from  a  man  who  had,  at  the 
same  time,  to  labour  for  his  daily  bread. 

But,  it  is  said,  this  was  all  mere  trifling ;  song-writing  vas 
simply  an  amusement  for  Bums,  who  never  concentrated  him- 
self oU  these  years  on  a  great  poetic  undertaking.  Bums 
himself  did  not  think  song-writing  so  trifling  and  simple  a 
matter.  'The  world,'  be  eays,  writing  to  the  author  of  'Tullocli- 
goram,'  'may  think  slightingly  of  the  croft  of  song-writing  if 
they  please ;  but,  as  Job  says,  "  0  that  mine  adversary  had 
written  a  bookl" — let  them  try.'  'Those  who  think  that  com- 
posing a  Scotch  song  is  a  trifling  business — lot  them  try  it,'  ho 
writes  to  Hoy,  the  Duke  of  Gordon's  agent,  acknowledging 
a  song  of  the  latter.  There  is  not  one  of  Bums's  grudging 
critics  who  could  have  written  a  single  stanza  of  'Mary  in 
Heaven'  though  ho  had  been  given  eternity  to  do  it  in.  As 
to  concentration  on  a  great  work,  was  not  the  history,  recon- 
struction, and  purification  of  the  songs  of  Scotland  a  great 
work  at  which  Bums  plodded  on,  year  after  year,  and  was  just 
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tinisliing  when  death  descended  on  him  in  the  act  I  The  truth 
ie  that  Bums,  while  naiting  tot  the  leiauro  that  he  looked 
for  iu  the  near  future,  and  calculating  th&t  be  had  twenty-five 
or  thirty  years  bcforo  him  in  which  to  produce  something  on  a 
lart^cT  Kale  and  truly  worthy  of  himself,  made  htmaelf,  by  way  of 
kilting  the  time  and  keeping  his  band  in,  the  first  lyrist  of 
tho  world.  Nothing  could  be  more  contrary  to  fact  tlian  that 
liurns  dcscrti'd  poetry.  Nuitlier  in  purpose  nor  in  fact  had 
his  devotion  f^lackcnciL  A  broad  view  of  his  life  at  the  mome&tof 
its  close,  making  allowance  for  admitted  imperfections,  suggeeta  the 
<iuostion  whether  tlicrc  was  or  could  be  a  nobler  career  in  process 
of  working  out  anywhere.  In  the  meantime,  what  liad  many  of 
hia  censors  been  making  of  tbcmselTest  Tliay  bod  been  growing 
harder,  greedier,  falser,  narrower,  more  selHab,  more  cruel,  more 
intt^llectually  blind  or  doad,  though  perhaps  somewhat  better  ofi*, 
while  Burns  bad  been  growing  if  posMble,  in  veracity,  in 
funrlesB  outsjiokcniicss,  in  noblo  indignation  at  wrong,  in  gene- 
rosity, in  tenderness,  in  varied  power  of  strong  thought  and 
bcnutiful  expression,  in  all  tliat  goes  to  the  making  of  a  high- 
soulcd  man  of  genius.  Timo  only  wns  wanting  to  realise  his 
design,  and  Timo  was  denied  bim.  But,  though  lack  of  time 
stopped  achievement,  it  could  not  alter  the  noble  basis  of  char> 
actcr  on  which  Itiinis  was  working  when  tho  night  came  in 
which  no  man  can  work. 


Fortunately,  when  wo  come  to  Bums's  position  as  a  man  of 
genius  and  a  ixiet,  there  is  l&ss  coiitrDY^iitiial  material  lo  deal  with, 
although  even  hero  the  voice  of  detmttirm  is  not  altogether  un- 
heard. But  Bums  has  stood  the  test  of  time.  ( )nu  great  genius 
after  another  bos  ]nit  bis  work  to  tho  proof,  nnd  the  greatest  have 
borne  the  strongest  testimony  to  its  power  and  its  art.  Among 
tho  Scottish  poople,  which  means  nil  over  the  world,  and  among  a 
large  section  of  tlio  English  jieoplo  too,  there  is  no  poet  more 
keenly  read  and  more  frequently  quoted  At  this  hour  Bums  is 
more  popular,  in  the  strict  senso  of  that  term,  than  Sh.ikespeare, 
AHIton,  or  Wonlsworth,  to  say  nothing  of  other  great  names.  The 
explanation  of  Ibis  is  not  to  be  found  in  social  and  political  con- 
siderations, although  these  liavo  a  place.     Bums  is  the  poor  man's 
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dutmpion,  who  compelled  'the  great'  to  lemember  that  the;  wen 
partakeie  of  a  common  nature  and  innumerable  common  experiences 
with  the  humble,  and  that  humble  life  had  its  virtuea,  its  delights, 
its  heroiams,  its  glories,  and  its  rights,  uot  leaa  than  the  higheet 
Moreover,  Bums  was  the  poet  of  democracy  in  days  when  the 
word  woB  more  dangerous  to  use  with  sympathy  than  it  is  now. 
These  characteristics  deservedly  bespeak  for  him  a  cordial  welcome 
among  the  great  masses  of  the  poople ;  but  it  is  not  by  these 
that  he  retains  his  hold.  He  does  so  because  he  deals  not  with 
abstractions  and  philosophies  in  elaborate  effusions,  which  are  often 
barely  intelligible  even  to  the  learned  in  such  matters,  hut  with 
facta  of  daily  and  universal  human  experience,  and  in  a  way 
tliat  is  irresistibly  attractive  and  delightful,  because  of  its  pith, 
vividness,  beauty,  humour,  patiios,  music,  wisdom.  Ifever  has 
the  definition  of  genius  as  'the  power  of  seeing  wonders  in 
common  things '  had  a  more  notable  illustration  than  in  the  case 
of  Bums. 

Take  the  'Haggis,'  to  an  ordinary  mind  probably  the  most  un- 
poetical  subject  conceivable.  An  English  editor  of  Burns  has 
described  it  as  '  a  conglomeration  of  minced  offal  of  mutton,  oat- 
meal, and  suet,  duly  seasoned  with  salt  and  pepper,  end  thoroughly 
boiled  up  to  one  luscious  whole  inside  a  sheep's  stomach,  which, 
while  satisfying  the  stomach  of  eveiy  true  Scot  .  .  .  would 
probably  turn  that  of  every  other  inbabltant  of  the  three  king- 
doms.' Yet,  in  Bums's  hands,  it  becomes  the  material  for  a 
triumph  of  Homeric  word-painting  and  arch  humour.  The  Gor^ 
gantuan  delineation  of  the  dish  as  it  fills  the  '  groaning  trencher ; ' 
the  Titanic  carving  of  'rustic  Labour'  as  he  'trenches'  it 'like 
onie  ditch ; '  the  expedition  and  eagerness  of  the  hungry  sym- 
posiasts  as  '  hom  for  hom  they  stretch  and  strive,  Deil  tak'  the 
hindmost;'  the  mock-heroics  over  the  'ragout  or  fricassee-fed 
Frenchman'  ond  his  consequent  incapacity  for  battle  compared 
with  the  '  haggis-fed '  Scot,  '  the  earth  resounding  his  tread,'  and 
the  foe  flying  into  fragments  before  his  swordsmanship;  with  the 
ironic  yet  not  irreverent  petition  that  his  native  laud  may  be  kept 
well  supplied  with  'haggis,'  and  preserved  from  the  'skinking 
ware  that  jaupa  in  luggics,'  together  form  a  picture  and  a  com- 
mentary from  which  only  the  wooden  and  the  superfine  can  &il 
to  derive  a  huge  delight     It  would  be  useless  to  enumerate  tiie 
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instances  in  which  Bums,  from  originB  little  tnon  ] 
educes  the  highest  poetical  siiccesBcs,  not  only  creating  pleunre 
but  awakening  sympathy,  touching  eensibility,  suggesting  (ha 
wisest  reflection. 

This  ofTcct  was  not  the  fruit  of  accident  on  Buras's  part.  It 
resulted  from  a  deliberately  selected  plan.  What  that  plan  was 
Bums  tells  us  himself.  In  the  preface  to  the  fint  edition  of  hia 
poems  bo  says  that  his  aim  is  'to  sing  the  sentiments  and 
manners  he  felt  and  sav  in  himself  and  his  rustic  compeera 
niouiid  him,  to  tmnscribe  the  varions  feelings — the  loves,  the 
griefs,  the  hopes,  the  fears — in  his  own  breast.'  Word-pictures 
of  himself  and  his  experiences,  with  tlieir  moral,  was  what  Buma 
fult  inspired  to  produce.  In  the  cose  of  a  commonplacs  man  tiiia 
might  not  promise  much,  except  boredom.  But,  given  a  man  of 
universal  symimtliy,  of  infinite  sensibility,  with  an  eye  that  could 
not  only  see  the  mystery  of  life  but  could  penetmte  it  as  far  as 
any  human  eye  that  ever  essayed  the  great  discoveiy,  with  a 
trained  cajMcity  of  expression  never  surpassed  in  its  own  sphere, 
and  you  have  the  t>°seibilitics  of  what  might  be  entrancing  and 
instructive  enough.  The  world  beneath  his  eye,  and  the  world 
within  his  breast,  reproduced  by  passing  through  the  alembic  of 
Biims's  i)oetic  intelligence,  might  yield  much  that  would  interest 
men  of  every  kind  and  clasa  The  mannerisms  of  mnk  and  learn- 
ing cannot  erodicnto  the  human  nature  of  which  all  are  jiartakers; 
and  when  a  man  like  Bums,  with  a  power  to  seize  and  delineate 
the  universally  human  in  any  [ihase  of  feeling  or  miy  situation  in 
life,  sets  forth,  with  the  witchery  of  elyle  which  ho  had  made  his 
own,  his  im|)n!ssions  of  the  world  and  tlie  sentiments  it  has 
aroused  in  himself,  he  apgwals  to  something  beyond  the  local,  the 
personal,  or  the  sectional  from  which  ho  starts,  and  evokes  a 
response  from  cvety  human  heart  that  is  amenable  to  the  call  of 
feeling  'or  of  thought.  In  working  out  this  poetic  method  there 
was  scarcely  a  position  of  general  human  interest  that  Bums 
missed.  Love,  friendship,  joy,  grief,  desjiair,  hope,  resolution, 
conviviality,  glee,  reflection,  the  cliarm  of  nature,  the  beauty  of 
woman,  the  dignity  of  man,  the  truth  of  religion,  the  standard  of 
duty,  every  conceivable  relation  to  the  present  and  tlio  future  are 
caught  by  Buma  in  some  concrete  and  actual  instance,  and  so 
dealt  with  by  him  that  every  competent  observer  recognises  him- 
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Klf  in  the  poetic  mirror,  and  knows  that  in  some  of  life's  most 
critical  experiences  he  has  not  been  alone. 

Hence  Bums,  qb  an  actual  poetic  influence,  has  never  died. 
More  abstract  and  learned  poets  may  reflect  the  philosophy  of 
their  day,  and  for  a  tinie  be  in  request  among  the  limited  class 
that  can  fully  or  almost  understand  them ;  but  a  new  philosophy, 
demanding  a  new  hicrophant,  becomes  fashionable,  and  the  former 
days  and  their  spokesman  are  forgotten.  But  Bums's  characters, 
like  Homer's,  are  perennial  While  the  distinction  of  rich  and 
poor  endures,  men,  especially  poor  men,  will  read  '  llie  Twa  Dogs ' 
and  the  '  First  Epistle  to  Davie  '  and  '  A  Man  'e  a  Man  for  a'  that' 
'Holy  Willie,' the  most  powerfully-drawn  hypocrite  in  literature, 
beside  whom  Tartufo  or  Pecksniff  looks  reedy  and  feeble,  liaa  his 
euccessoia  in  every  generation.  'Jolly  Be^ara '  and  'Br  Horn- 
books '  and  the  '  Unco  Guid  '  still  abound.  Sympathy,  not  merely 
with  man,  but  with  bird  and  beast,  will  ever  be  awakened  by 
'Mailie's  Elegy,'  by  the  'Mouse,'  by  'The  Farmer  and  his  Mare,' 
by  'The  wounded  Hare'  and  'The  scattered  Wildfowl,'  by  the 
poefe  concern  for  the  cattle  in  the  snowdrift  and  the  bird  in  the 
night  tempest.  While  youth  woos  beauty  there  will  be  studenta 
of  '  Mary  Morison '  and  '  A'  the  airte '  and  '  The  lea-rig '  and 
'Mary  in  Heaven,'  and  solace  and  guidance  will  be  sought 
in  'Duncan  Gray'  and  'Tarn  Glen'  and  'Last  May  a  braw 
Wooer.'  The  pathos  of  life's  evening  will  never  find  a  happier 
or  fuller  expresMon  than  in  'John  Anderson,  my  Jo,'  or  'Auld 
Lang  Sync'  It  may  be  said  the  dialect  will  become  unintelli- 
gible ;  but  more  probably  the  charm  of  the  matter  and  style  will 
keep  the  dialect  alive,  and  then,  as  now,  representative  students, 
in  all  countries,  will  master  as  much  of  the  dialect  as  will  enable 
them  to  fee)  their  way  and  be  guides  to  others. 

XIV. 
The  ethical  and  intellectual  elements  in  man  an  inextricably 
bound  up  together,  and  Burns's  choice  of  his  poetic  method  was 
lai^ely  the  dictate  of  his  moral  nature.  The  ideal  that  Bums  wor- 
shipped was  the  'honest  man.'  'He  who  has  lived  the  life  of  an 
honest  man,'  he  writes,  as  his  beat  word  of  comfort  to  an  unfortu- 
nate friend,  '  has  by  no  means  lived  in  vain : '  and  his  own  career 
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il'^:  L:!:;<££:t,  :Lis  TenKij,  tbas  abaclaie  'sneetilj'  vlu^  Gv- 
Ijle  sir. j1-»  vZS  &s  she  kejnote  of  allliii  rtlfiannm     Ccrtunlj,  it 
deienniceii  Lis  ch<:-iee  (tf  matexaL     Bomi  eoold  aot  v«Mk 
uiire-allifes,  vi;h  tiusgs  he  ^1  vA  knov.    Fhfloioplde  gam 
WIS  :::•:  f  ^r  hio.    Ihoa^  he  might  txj»  he  vooli  aot  pntead  to 
8^  xrLeK  he  fel:  he  was  in  ihe  dark.    The  mannrwof  'thegmt' 
wers:  'X  xpanxirelj  an  nnknown  vorid  to  him.   He  would  aot  mTant 
subject^  for  tha:  woul-i  hare  been  to  be  ashamed  of  natare  and  IkL 
And  Bums  was  not  ashamed  of  either,  or  indeed  of  anjthiiig  for 
which  he  was  not  himself  to  blamcL     Conie  said  that  BanmfB  nia- 
fortunes  were  his  own  fault ;  bat  it  eooU  haidlj  be  his  frnlt  that 
he  was  bom  to  a  lot  of  the  deepest  porertj  and  inoenant  toiL     IL 
Taine  has  accused  Boms  of  being  ashamed  of  his  dicninstaiieQi^ 
and  of  wishing  to  be  thought  something  finer  than  he  waa.    Owing 
to  this  vanity,  he  says, '  twice  out  of  ereiy  three  times  his  fsding 
is   marre<l   by  his  pretentiousness.'     This   is  a  hard  sapng  and 
certainly  unique   among  criticisms   of  Bums.      Perhaps  it  may 
obviate  the  necessity  of  answering  other  criticisms  to  panse  and 
consiiler  the  proofs  of  this  one  adduced  by  its  author. 

One  proof  is  a  single  passage  in  one  of  Buras's  letters  to  Clarinda, 
which  Bums  probably  produced  as  more  or  less  conscious  rfaodo- 
montade,  and  would  have  classed  with  the  'fustian  rant'  which 
he  ailmitted  was  t<j  be  found  in  other  letters  to  the  same  and  other 
corresix^ndents.  To  judge  a  man  by  his  erotic  outpourings  may 
\)e  eifective  Buzfuz  pleading  in  an  action  for  breach  of  promise  of 
marriage,  but  it  is  not  fair  literary  criticism.  Another  proof  is 
that,  although  Bums  was  a  'Scotch  villager,*  he  'avoided  in 
speaking  all  Scotch  village  expressions.'  Suppose  it  were  so^ 
where  was  the  harm  1  Burns  was  not  exclusively  a  '  Scotch  vil- 
lager : '  he  was  also  the  first  man  of  letters  of  his  day,  and  when 
ho  api)earcd  in  that  character  it  was  natural  and  becoming  that 
ho  should  speak  the  language  of  literature,  ^f.  Taine  says  that 
it  was  'to  show  himself  as  well-bred  as  fashionable  folks.'  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  in  the  command  of  language  Bums  was  better  bred 
than  any  of  them,  and  did  not  need  to  show  off ;  but  the  '  fashion- 
able folks '  who  actually  encountered  him  unanimously  acquit  him 
of  anything  like  affectation.     Another  of  M.  Taine's  proofs  is  that 
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Bums  '  committed  to  his  Commonplaco  Look  literary  expressioiiB 
that  occurred  to  him,  and  six  nioiithe  nftotwards  sent  them  to  hia 
correspondent  as  extemporary  expressions  and  notumi  improvisa- 
tions.' Here  the  critic  adopts,  and  represents  as  a  matter  of  con- 
stant occnrrenco,  a  single  instance  in  which  it  has  been  said  that 
this  took  place — namely,  the  letter  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  containing  hia 
eloquent,  outspoken,  and  valuable  deliverance  on  the  immortality  of 
the  soul,  which  is  affirmed  'to  have  been  a  deliberate  transcrip- 
tion, with  some  amplifications,  from  an  entry  of  hia  last  year's 
Goniinooplace  Book.' 

Will  it  be  believed  that  there  is  not  a  vestige  of  foundation  for 
this  assertion,  as  the  critic  might  have  seen  for  himself  had  ho 
taken  the  pains  to  lookt  When  the  two  documents  are  compare<l, 
the  only  expressions  tliey  have  in  common  are  found  to  be  two  quota- 
tions, one  from  the  Bible,  'What  is  mont'  and  the  other  from 
Blair,  author  of  The  Grave,  which  was  continually  on  Burns's 
lips  when  lie  spoke  of  death.  There  is  not  another  phrase 
common  to  the  two  writings.  The  whole  thing  is  a  mare's  nest. 
M.  Taine's  remaining  proof  is  a  saying  attributed  to  Bums,  '  Never 
did  a  heart  pniit  more  ardently  than  mine  to  he  distinguished,' 
on  which  the  solemn  remark  is  made,  '  this  grievous  pride  marred 
his  talent,  and  threw  him  into  follies;'  and  then  follow  as 
instances  the  'follies'  already  discussed.  Bums,  of  course,  with 
characteristic  honesty,  made  no  secret  of  Ills  desire  for  Fame.  In 
the  preface  to  hia  first  edition  he  avows  frankly  'that  deai«at 
wish  of  every  poetic  hosom — to  be  distinguished.'  And  why  nott 
In  the  case  of  a  great  and  true  genius  like  Bums  the  desire  of 
distinction  is  simply  a  form  of  the  desire  to  see  justice  done.  If 
he  has  a  right  to  be  distinguished,  why  should  he  not  assert  that 
right  by  showing  what  he  is  capable  ofT  Justice  is  not  the 
less  justice  because  it  is  done  to  one's  self.  The  man  who  will 
not  see  justice  done  in  his  own  case  is  not  likely  to  trouble 
himself  greatly  with  the  wrongs  of  other  people.  Of  course  every- 
thing depends  on  the  claim  being  well  founded,  A  fool  who 
believes  himself  a  genius  is  not  a  self-conscious  but  a  eelf-conceiteil 
person,  and  his  endeavour  to  snatch  distinction  is  an  attempt  at 
larceny  in  excelsis,  which  must  be  put  down  It  may  be  asked, 
why  should  not  Bums  have  despised  the  approbation  of  mankind! 
But  that  would  have  been  downright  misanthropy,  a  sentiment 
vol..  IV.  2  c 
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impossible  for  a  true  poet,  certninly  for  fiorni.  Burnn'e  desire  for 
dietinction  was  simply  eelf-reapect  j)Iu«  respect  for  bis  fellow-men. 
It  may  bo  ail<led  that  the  writer  who  has  occasioned  this  digression 
is  the  same  wlio  alleged  of  tho  country  which  can  boast  an 
agricnltuifl  unaurpnsscd  in  the  woild,  and  which  contains  the 
Lothians,  Morayshire,  the  How  of  Fife,  the  Carses  of  Gowrie 
and  Stirling,  the  early  potato-fielda  of  Ayrshire,  with  sheep-walks 
and  cnttle-runa  which  will  stand  any  comparison,  that  'Uie  soil 
is  wretched,'  and  proves  it  by  the  fact  that '  there  are  many  bare 
hills,  wlicifl  the  harvest  often  fails.'  It  seems  tliat  a  man  may 
have  looked  through  much  literature  and  history,  and  have  great 
capacity  for  forming  striking  theories,  historical,  cesthctic,  or 
other,  and  yet,  on  occasion,  show  little  common  sense,  knowledge 
of  human  nature,  regard  for  justice,  or  even  perception  of  the 
ridiculous. 

XV. 
Burns,  then,  was  not  asliamed  of  the  facts  with  which  Katnre 
and  Destiny  had  surrounded  him.  Fidelity  to  fact,  loyalty  to 
Nature,  '  to  thine  own  self  be  true,'  formed  his  poetic  code  of 
conduct  Nature,  and  fact,  and  feeling,  as  actually  presented  to 
him  by  his  own  fate,  were  what  affected,  inlereptcd,  and  stirred 
himself;  and  if  he  was  to  speak  affectingly,  interestingly,  or 
stirrinj^ly  to  othora,  it  was  of  these  things  he  must  speak,  nut  of 
fanciful  situations,  invented  incidents,  or  foctitious  eciitinients. 
Thus  did  Burns's  slraii^htforward,  intelleclmd  honesty,  seizing 
instinctively  on  the  real,  cnublo  him  to  grasp  the  key  of  universal 
success,  which  so  many  artilicialised,  if  otlierwiao  powerful,  poeta 
have  so  often  missed.  If  you  look  carefidly  through  Bunis's 
work,  you  will  find  that  almost  every  piece  deals  with  aome  real 
incident,  feeling,  personality,  or  scene  which  for  the  time  had 
roused  the  poet's  interest.  His  own  father,  the  Presbytery  of 
Ayr,  whether  Old  Light  or  Kew,  David  Sillar,  John  Lapraik, 
William  Simpson,  Gavin  Hamilton,  Tarn  Samsim,  'Sloe' Smith, 
Prfticher  M'Math,  'ready-witted'  Rankine,  the  'Calf,'  Holy  Willie, 
the  Twa  Herds,  Russell  and  Jfooilie,  M'Adani  of  Craigengillan, 
Tennant  of  Glenconncr,  Goudio  of  Kilmarnock,  Gmham  of  Fintry, 
Matthew  Henderson,  Daer  and  Glencaim,  'Willie  Pitt,'  the  'ill- 
tongued  tinkler  Charlie  Fox,'  Allan  and  Willie  of  the  Peck  o' 
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Mnnt,  Jock  HnrnTHWk  of  the  Clnchnn,  Bonnie  Jean,  HainlBome 
Noll,  the  Lttss  of  Bollochuiyle,  Nancy  of  the  Ao  Fond   Kisa, 

Charlotte  Hamilton  and  Pog^y  Cliaimera  of  winding  Devon, 
Ciiloris,  Lovely  Davies,  Jessie  Lewnra  of  the  Cauld  lilast,  and 
many  more,  were  acttial  chanictere  known  to  Bums,  and  roost  of 
them  immortalised  by  him. 

So  necessary  was  the  real  to  his  method  that  if  he  had  not  an 
actiml  heroine  for  a  song,  ho  '  put  himself  in  the  regimen  of 
admiring  a  fine  woman.'  Poor  Mailic,  the  Aidd  Mare,  the  Mouae, 
the  Daisy,  the  nameless  intruder  on  Miss's  fine  Lnnardi,  the 
wounded  Hare,  the  "Waterfowl  of  Loch  Turit,  are  all  historical 
realities  worked  up  into  general  application!),  moat  of  which  nr<^ 
in  daily  and  world-wide  use  aa  citations  of  authority.  Scotch 
Drink  and  Ha^'gia  are  memorable  facte  to  all  who  have  known 
them.  The  'Unco  Guid'  wore  Buma'a  own  censors  at  Tarbolton 
or  Manchline.  The  Epistle  to  a  Young  I-'riend,  a  homily  on  a 
higher  piano  than  Poloniiis's  advice  to  hia  son,  waa  written  with 
a  genuine  desira  to  ben^t  young  Andrew  Aiken,  the  aon  of 
Aiken  of  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night.  Bums  saw  Hallowe'en 
and  the  Holy  I'air  with  his  own  eyes.  He  hail  seen  the  Ayr  aa 
gurgling  it  kissed  ita  pebbled  shore,  and  he  had  seen  it '  in  s]intc,' 
when,  from  Glenbuck  down  to  the  Rattonkoy,  it  was  one  length- 
ened, tumbling  sen.  He  had  seen  sweet  Coila's  haugha  and  woods, 
\rhen  lintwhitca  chant  among  the  buds.  He  had  seen,  too,  the  frosts 
on  hills  of  Ochiltree,  and  listened  when  winds  raved  through 
the  naked  tree,  ami  marked  the  blinding  drifts  wilil  furious  flee, 
darkening  the  day.  Tarn  o'  Rhanter  and  Sontcr  Johnnie  he  know, 
and  had  observed  equivalents  of  the  alehouse  revel  in  Ayr  and  the 
thunderstorm  on  the  A  How  ay  road. 

But  chief  of  all,  his  mont  powerful  subjective  delineations, 
wbetlier  sorrowful  or  exnltaiit,  passionate  or  reflective,  are  founded 
in  reality,  being  all  photographs  of  his  own  actual  phases  of  con- 
sciousness ot  the  moment — '  tmnscriptiona,'  as  ho  himself  puts  it, 
of  'the  various  feelings  in  his  own  breast,"  which  in  the  case  of 
such  a  man  pretty  nearly  exhausted  the  gamut  of  possible  human 
emotion.  The  wild  abandonment  of  reckless  joy,  the  anguish  of 
an  upbraiding  conscience,  the  whole  struggle  of  the  soul  with  itself, 
reverence  for  the  mysterious  Power  on  which  all  things  depend, 
Bconi  of  cant  and  falsehood,  contempt  of  folly,  mirthful  appreciation 
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of  the  oddities  of  life  and  man,  indignation  at  baseness  and  tyranny, 
delight  in  friendship  and  sociality,  resentment  against  intmsive 
pride,  pity  for  the  suffering  of  all  that  feels,  aspiration  after  a 
juster  and  happier  structure  of  society,  wise  and  sober  contempla- 
tion of  life  and  duty,  the  raptures  of  the  hopeful,  the  anxieties  of 
the  despairing,  the  henrt-breaking  disappointment  of  the  rejected 
or  deserted  lover,  the  hilarities  of  welcome,  the  sadness  of  farewell — 
these  and  much  more,  common  to  all  human  experience,  Bums  has 
set  forth,  as  they  actually  occurred  in  the  world  of  his  own  spirit^ 
with  absolute  fullness  and  fidelity. 


XVI. 

The  same  intellectual  honesty  which  directed  Bums  to  his 
materials  guided  him  also  in  dealing  with  them.  He  would  be 
thorough  and  outspoken,  and  have  no  reservations,  though  his 
frankness  should  tell  against  himself.  He  would  si)eak  not 
only  the  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  tnith,  but  *  the  whole  tmth.' 
Hence  many  of  his  iitterances  are  terrific  or  bewitching  in  their 
power,  because  they  are  so  trua  Nothing  would  stop  him 
from  saying  what  he  thought  and  felt  Religion,  that  most  peril- 
oufl  of  all  to])ics  for  the  votary  of  ease  and  quiet,  could  not  scare 
him  in  his  fearless  candour.  He  was  not  an  atheist.  Religious 
emotion  was  a  powerful  constituent  in  his  habitual  conscious- 
ness. An  irreligious  poet,  he  held,  was  'a  monster.'  But  he  was 
not  orthodox.  He  did  not  l>elieve  in  the  (Confession  of  Faith,  and 
probably  regarded  the  prevailing  theological  and  ecclesiastical 
system  as  a  delusion,  and  its  louder  clerical  and  other  spokesmen 
as  more  or  less  consciously  canting  and  hypocritical.  Tliinking 
so,  ho  did  not  scruple  to  say  so,  and  lashod  the  system  and  many 
of  its  professors  with  unsparing  satire.  Here  much  depends  on 
whether  Burns  was  right  or  wrong  in  his  rejection  of  orthodoxy. 
If  he  was  wrong,  he  was  a  vast  power  for  evil,  and  orthodox 
believers  were  and  are  right  in  execrating  his  influence.  But  great 
numbers  of  people  then  and  now,  and  those  not  the  least  respect- 
able of  the  community  whether  as  regards  intelligence  or  character, 
have  thought  Bums  right,  and  in  their  view  he  has  been  a  great 
influence  for  tmth.  This  is  not  the  place  to  argue  on  one  side 
or  the  other  of  what  is  perhaps  the  greatest  controversy  of  the  pro- 


CBARAOTBR  AND  OXKIDS.  453 

Bciit  Olid  the  future ;  but  it  is  ouly  fair  to  recognise  witli  due 
udmimtion  the  courage  of  Bunia  iu  giving  exprossiou  to  hia  cou- 
victioua  in  full  view  of  the  abiding  obloquy  whicli  he  vas  to 
incur. 

Not  even  in  hie  temporary  defiance  of  aome  of  the  great  moral 
conventiuns,  wbicli  he  lived  to  condemn,  though  lie  never  recanted 
liis  theological  heterodoxy,  would  he  be  reticent.  What  he 
liod  done  he  would  avow,  tliuiigh  it  loft  a  blot  on  eome  of 
his  best  work.  It  was  the  same  with  whatever  else  he  touched. 
TUo  mood  of  the  moment  must  be  fully  figured  fortli.  Waa 
lie  sad)  There  wits  a  dir<;c  iu  the  |)essiuii8tic  strain.  Was  lie 
glad!  There  was  a  lilt  of  gay  huoue'iance.  Was  he  r«flecttvet 
There  was  a  rhymed  c|iitonte  of  the  highest  wisdom.  Was  he 
in  lovet  The  wliole  play  of  liis  heart  was  laid  open.  Waa 
he  angry  t  lie  cried  aloud  and  s[>aied  not.  Was  he  self-critical  T 
There  was  contrite  confession,  stem  self-coudemnatioii,  and  vir- 
tuous resolve.  Iloiice  Bums  must  be  read  with  a  caution. 
Protestant  divines  tell  iia  that  to  understand  the  Word,  scrip- 
ture must  be  compared  with  scripture.  So  Burns  must  often 
be  compared  with  Burns  to  get  the  tiual  and  true  Bunis ;  ISunis 
despairing  must  be  read  with  Burns  hopeful ;  Bums  humorous 
must  ho  iiiteqtreted  by  Burns  seiioua ;  ]{um8  resentful  by 
Bums  I'econcileil ;  Burns  the  Jacobite  by  Burns  the  Democrat; 
'Scotch  Drink'  and  the  'Pock  o'  Muut'  must  be  collated  with 
the  '  Beadsman  of  Nithside,'  and  any  seeming  condonation  of 
license  read  in  the  light  of  the  'Epistle  to  a  Young  Frioiid' 
or  a  '  Bard's  Epitaph.' 

The  effect  on  Bume's  poetic  form  of  this  free  and  fearless 
method  of  treating  the  real,  whether  in  fact  or  feeling,  is  obvious. 
Firat  of  all,  it  gave  liini  the  clearest  possible  image  of  what  ho  had 
to  delineate,  and  next  it  left  him  at  absolute  liberty  to  say  what- 
ever was  essential  to  a  perfect  delineation.  Of  course,  oven  under 
the  stimulus  of  the  real,  it  requires  genius  to  rise  to  heights  of 
feeling  or  flow  out  in  wealth  of  reflection,  but  genius  itself  cannot 
yield  this  rea|wnse  half  so  readily  or  fully  tii  relation  to  the 
al«tract  as  when  in  contact  with  the  real.  And  thus  Bums  waa 
always  ])laced,  by  his  method,  in  the  )>oaition  of  greatest  advantage 
for  making  the  very  utmost  of  wlutever  theme  happened  to  have 
inspired  him.     All  that  remained  was  the  adaptation  of  language 
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to  ci>iiu-]iti(>ii,  wliivk  id  no  doubt  tho  final  teet  of  literary  cimft»- 
iiiiiiiHhi|),  ultUuugli  we  liave  it  on  high  autbori^  that  a  power- 
fill  t^Riap  uf  the  matter  will  give  command  of  words  and  dear 
iLrniu^-mcnL  Huwuvcr  it  caiuo,  Buma  had  a  maatery  of  lan- 
(;iia<ju.  Witliin  hia  own  sphere  his  style  ia  unaarpawod,  par- 
liu}R<  iiiisuqHiBsable.  '\Vliat«ver  he  had  to  convey,  be  could  almost 
iiiriliintitiiiK>iiiily  eoizc  upon  the  aptest  woida,  tiot  one  too  few 
luir  uiio  too  many ;  and,  as  by  a  li^tning  flash,  a  vivid  picture 
Mtuiiils  out  ItoftiTO  the  inuigination,  or  the  soul  ia  filled  with 
ciiioliuu,  |>athutic,  [Mnsivc,  or  humorous,  and  always  musicaL 
ThLTo  ia  Jioithor  Btiut  nor  waste  of  means  with  Bums.  He 
tliifs  iniiru  ill  ii  fow  hues  tlion  most  otheis  in  as  many  pagea,  nnd 
tliid  i-apiility  in  the  production  of  hia  etTocta  ia  half  their  chonn. 
lie  nut  nien:Iy  iniiirossus,  he  clcctrifios. 

The  normal  duscriptive  poet  gives  you  a  leisurely  inventoiy  of 
tlio  botany  nnd  geohigic  u])hoavinga  of  hia  imaginary  landscape. 
iSurns,  who  has  wen  liie,  and  lins  it  in  bis  mind's  eye,  touehea  in 
th<!  two  or  three  eluinicttiristic  ixiints,  and,  the  background  thus  set 
i]|i,  introduces  at  once  the  large  human  iutoreitt  to  which  ho  always 
HulN'rdinaU-^  any  scenic  setting,  and  in  a  soeiind  you  nre  full  of 
iuteme  i>yni]iathy,  odniii-atiiin,  avurHion,  or  whatever  other  eonti- 
iiK'nt  is  uoiigniiiiiB.  In  sketching  a  persiiii  ur  a  charaeter,  the 
urdiuary  deserilKtr  i^  in  genend  iNitufiilly  minute,  ahmmt  resorting 
Iji  the  nnthn)jH>nietriu  system  so  lis  to  scenro  identiticutiun ;  aud 
the  same  with  real  ur  sentimental  situationa.     But  toko  Burus's 

YUmv  Sriiitii,  tlic  sloo'st,  ])aukie  thief 
TlitiC  u'ui'  altuiiii>b:d  ateiiltli  or  rief, 
Vo  surely  Im'e  nduic  wnvlock-liroef 

Owru  liiimui  licarts ; 
For  ne'er  a  busmn  yet  wmi  prlef 

Against  yuur  arts. 

Ur  the  portrait  of  l.ii'osc,  captain  and  anti>iiiary  : 

IF  in  yiiiir  Iwiiiids  ye  clianre  tn  lij^nt 

lipiiii  n,  fine.  f»t,  f<Hl;,'e)  wifiht, 

O'  stature  sliort,  but  ^miiun  bri<;lit. 

That's  lie,  mark  wuel— 
And  won-  t  In'  Iioh  nn  unco  slif^Ut 

U'  vauk  find  keeL 
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Biit  wad  ye  aee  liini  in  liis  glee, 

For  ineikle  jjlee  and  fuu  liaa  lie, 

TLen  net  liiiii  down,  auit  twn  ur  tiiree 
Guid  /ellotva  wi'  Iiiiii ; 

And  port,  0  port !  sliiue  tliou  a  wee. 
And  tlieu  ye '11  see  liiiii  t 
Or: 

As  Taminie  glowered,  aniozed  and  curious, 

TliB  luirtli  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furiuua  I 

Tlie  jiiper  Inud  and  louder  blew ; 

The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew  ; 

They  reeled,  lliey  set,  they  crossed,  they  cleekit, 

Till  ilkn  carliu  swat  aiid  reekit, 

And  ciHwt  her  duddies  to  the  wark, 

And  liiiket  at  it  iu  her  surk  I 
Or: 

Wo  twa  ha'e  pitidl't  in  the  bum, 
Froe  iiiornin'  sun  till  dine ; 

I3iit  seas  between  ub  braid  ha'e  roared 
Sin'  auld  lung  syne. 

Huw  many  diaptura  would  it  toko  tlie  tbrco-volumo  novulist  to 
give  US  tialf  tlio  iilcA  of  the  people  or  the  iucidenta  whiuli  Bums 
here  kits  off  tu  perfection  with  une  or  two  dashca  of  his  magic 
bruelil 

xvn. 

But  Togarding  tliis  literary  deftness  of  Bums,  was  there,  or 
could  thuro  be,  unytliiny  uf  the  characteriatio  Burns  veracity  hero  t 
Of  course  tliere  was,  as  will  clearly  appear  on  consideration.  As 
wu  hitvo  seen,  liurus  wns  no  believer  in  excellence  not  attained  by 
hiboiir.  He  knew  there  must  bo  genius  to  begin  with,  but  genius, 
lie  held,  could  achieve  artistic  Kniah  only  by  patient  toiL  Tliat  had 
l)oen  his  owti  experience.  It  was  once  customary — and  the  remark 
is  occasionally  heard  still — to  speak  uf  Bunis  as  a  kind  of  prodigy, 
who,  without  culture,  displayed  all  the  results  of  culture,  as  if  Art 
in  its  perfection  had  suddenly  descended  upon  him  from  the  aky. 
Nothing  could  be  farther  from  the  truth.  Tlie  real  wonder  about 
Bums  was  not  as  to  how,  in  hia  case,  untutored  genius  supplied 
the  want  of  artistic  culture,  but  how  amidst  his  life  of  abject 
poverty  and  toil — 'the  cheerless  gloom  of  a  hermit  with  the  un- 
ceasing toil  of  a  galley-slave' — he  acquired  the  requisite  culture 
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whicti  he  utuloubtcdly  i>088cs8cd.  ^Vhcn  Bums  wrote  Uie  'Jolly 
Bcggura'  iiiid  the  conteiitB  of  the  First  lulition  he  was  not  an 
ins|>iru(t  barhurLin  but  a  consummate  artist.  It  was  wtmderfnl 
thnt  he  should  be  soj  but  when  the  facts  are  acrutiniaed,  the 
wonder  ceases  ami  shifts  into  admiration  of  the  <  iron  reaolntion ' 
which  animated  the  young  aspirant  after  poetic  diatiuction  and 
sustained  him  during  years  of  peisistent  study  and  efTort  By  the 
time  ho  was  sixteen  Hums  had  an  infinitely  better-furnished 
literary  consciousness  than  all  his  f^ruiid^nitind  contempcmries  of 
Eton  and  Winchester ;  and  when  he  was  five-ond-twenty  he  had 
mora  litomiy  skill  titan  a  century  of  Oxford  Friie  Foem  makers 
rolled  into  one.  Think  uf  the  avidity  and  determination  with 
which,  lis  (jillwit  Burns  tells  us,  he  read  even  the  biggest  and 
most  ilillicult  books,  and  think  what  books  he  had  mastered  up  to 
hiis  seventeenth  year.     Ho  and  Gilbert  hiive  given  us  the  lisL 

In  tlmt  liat  wo  find  'some  Pluya  of  Slukospcaro.'  Surely  no 
more  striking  picture  is  conceivable  than  young  liums  ransacking 
the  miakusjicarian  treasure-house.  With  such  a  master  anil  such 
a  li-amer,  wlto  unii  calculate  the  timnunt  uf  ])octic  culture  assimi- 
lated in  thitt  single  ojieration  1  ^^liyi  Bums  would  take  more  out 
of  Shakcspoare  in  a  winter  evening  thnn  Hugh  Bliiir  or  Dugald 
Sten'nrt,  or  nny  of  the  hiinicirum,  and,  except  for  lliinis,  forgotten 
literati  of  tlie  day  ciiuM  hiive  appropriated  nil  tlieir  lives.  But 
note  what  other  subjects  he  hod  examined  and  what  other  models 
ho  had  lUiislered — for  with  Bums  to  read  a  book  was  to  make  it 
jxii-t  of  himself.  Ho  had  reatt  the  Patttlimin  ami  Pope's  Ilunier,  a 
counidenildo  Ixjok  on  Geography  and  Geiiend  History,  Hurvey's 
MmliMwiu  and  Stjickhouse's  lai^-e  Hlgfori/  i,f  Uie  Bllih  (full  of 
ancient  hiutory),  the  Lives  of  Hanniliid  niid  Wollaco,  Lives  of 
James  I.  and  Charles  I,,  a  treatise  on  Agricultun-,  another  on 
I[orticulturc,  a  volume  of  the  Jioyh  l^-tui-vn,  Derhimi's  Phyeico- 
aiid  A/itiv-Tlieoloijr/,  Ray's  Wimiom  i>/  Gixl  in  Creation,  Locke's 
IJ<imy  on  the  Human  Uifhratandimj,  and  Taylor's  Doctrine  of 
Ori'jinal  Siii.  lie  knew  of  course  the  Catechism  of  the  West- 
uiiiiNtor  Divines,  the  best  conceivable  exposition  of  the  Calviiiistic 
theologiV')  and  ho  had  in  his  hiwl  Betty  Davi'lwn's  matchless 
reperti.iry  of  HeoUish  folklore.  In  other  words,  he  iiuderHtood  the 
Historical,  the  Mythokigicid,  the  ScJentiric,  the  Metapliysieal,  the 
Theological,  and   the  Keligio-sentimentnl  i>oiuts  of  view,     W^ith 
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such  on  equipment  of  general  intelligence,  a  young  gonins  might 
du  much.  But  besides  this,  in  addition  to  nil  of  Shakeajtca^  aud 
Homer  he  could  lny  his  hands  on,  with  Fcniilon's  Teletnaque  (ui 
the  original),  he  knew  in  literature  proper  the  Specfatot;  Pope, 
Richardeon  in  Patnela,  Smollett  in  Count  Fathum  and  Pei-eijrine 
Pickle,  Allan  Rameay,  and  a  reniarkahle  collection  of  English  songs 
he  had  lighted  on.  That  is  to  say,  lie  had  looked  into  the  Classic 
and  French  worlds  of  Fancy,  and  had  caught  the  spirit  of  the  beet 
creations  of  the  ages  of  Elizabeth  and  Anne,  and  of  not  the  worst 
uf  the  Georgian  era,  of  Scottish  pastoral  and  of  Scotch  and 
English  lyrical  poetry.  Could  this  he  called  an  untutored  plough- 
boyl 

But  his  intellect  was  not  merely  receptive :  it  was  fermcntii^ 
active,  and  productive  in  all  directions.  He  had  already  mode 
attempts  in  rhyme,  and  as  time  went  on  ho  liad  '  usually  half- 
a-doxon  or  more  pieces  on  hand.'  Meanwhile  ho  was  making  the 
most  of  his  collection  of  songs;  carrying  it  with  hint  wherever 
ho  went,  '  poring  over '  it,  as  he  tella  us,  '  driving  my  cart  or  walk- 
ing to  lalwur,  song  by  song,  verae  by  verse ;  carefully  noting  the 
tender  or  sublime  from  fustian' — the  veracious  young  intellect 
would  not  be  swindled  into  admiration  of  tlio  false.  Besides  this, 
he  was  busy  acquiring  power  of  ready  reasoning  and  preeiae  s|ieech 
at  discussion  societies  and  Masonic  lodges,  and  even  at  church 
gates  'between  sermons,'  on  tlie  heretical  sido  in  theological 
debates,  studying  more  poets,  Thomson,  Shenalono,  and  cB])eciaIly 
FergUBson,  as  he  could  get  at  them,  and  trying  the  effect  of  Ids 
own  repeated  and  numerous  efforts  on  brother  Gilbert  and  John 
Blane  the  serving-man,  and  others.  Nor  was  his  energising  con- 
fitied  to  verse.  Ho  had  accideiitally  become  possessed  of  '  a  collec- 
tion of  letters  by  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,'  over  whicli  Ite 
tells  us  ho  'pored  most  devoutly,'  and  he  determined,  through 
letter-writing,  to  make  himself  master  of  an  English  prose  style  as 
well  as  of  Scotch  verse.  With  his  usual  instinct  for  the  real,  he 
did  not  liegin  writing  sham  letter^  to  himself,  tike  Mr  Toots,  or 
from  hintself,  lint  '  I  engaged  several  of  my  schoolfellows  to  kee[i 
up  a  literary  corresiHiudence  with  me,'  aud  'though  I  had 
not  three-farthings'  worth  of  business  in  the  world,  yet  every  post 
brought  me  as  many  lettera  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad,  plodding  son 
of  day-book  and  Ie<iger.'    By  letter-writiug,  uidecd,  he  seems  to 
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)iavo  M!t  greul  itture.  It  wua  one  of  tbe  reaJities  of  life,  aud  lia 
tUuuglit  il  ubould  be  done  as  well  as  ponible.  Long  afterwaida, 
whuD  ho  waa  fiimoua,  ho  wrote  to  hU  yonngut  brother,  William,  to 
whom  he  octtxl  as  the  wisest  and  kindest  of  fathen,  'I  am 
indebted  to  you  for  one  of  the  best  letters  that  has  been  written 
by  any  nicclianic  lad  in  Nithsdule  or  Aniiandale,  or  any  dale  on 
i^itlicr  Hide  of  the  Border,  this  twelvemonth.  Sot  that  I  would 
linvu  you  alwuys  affuct  the  stately  stilts  of  studied  composition, 
but  fiurcly  writing  a  handsome  letter  is  an  occomiiUshmeut  worth 
courting.' 

Ktg^irding  his  own  succeaa  in  this  'accomplishment'  there  can 
be  httle  doubt,  if  wo  make  tlic  needful  distinctions.  As  with  his 
verse,  so  with  his  prose,  everything  publiDliable  has  been  published, 
tlirougli  the  rivalry  of  collectors  and  the  greed  of  bibhopolesi 
Very  much  of  both  Bums  would  himself  have  relentleasly  sup- 
]irc88ed,  and  in  pnrticular  that  |Hirt  of  the  prose  which,  as  we  have 
iilrendy  seen,  he  hnd  described  as  the  '  fustian  rant  of  extravagant 
youth.'  But  much  rcmains  of  sterling  value  abke  as  regnnls 
matter  and  stylo ;  to  certain  cunespumleiits  be  wrote  with  au  air 
of  einiHtraiiit,  rt'sultiiig  in  stifliieas  or  even  stiltctlness,  because,  in 
emiiloyiii};  the  ]iruso  of  business,  he  could  not  use  the  freedom  of 
the  'kird;'  but  in  othur  caues,  whuro  he  felt  himself  free,  his 
lottciu  have  uu  easy  and  siiontiiueouB  play  of  wise  or  beautiful 
si-ntimeiit,  cxpreascd  with  a  powerful  eimplicity,  flnshiiig  out 
occiisionuUy  into  biilliancy  or  rising  into  tnie  sublimity,  on  wtiiuh  it 
would  bo  dillicult  to  improve.  Locklmrt  is  no  more  tliou  just 
wlicn  be  praises  the  'excellent  English  in  which  Burns  wooed  his 
country  nuiideiis  in  at  moat  bin  twfiity-8e«>nil  yeiir.'  The  liiatoriuu 
Kolwrtixin  ]N>rbui)«  goes  for  enough  when  he  prefera  tlio  best  of 
BurnH'x  ]>i'ose  to  the  lx;st  of  his  i>oi!try,  liut  undiiubtc<IIy  it  was  not 
the  prosaic  prose  liabituiilly  produced  by  Loo  many  pmctitioncie  in 
that  funn  of  compuuition. 

XVIII. 

But  H-itli  Burna,  pr()se,  carefully  ns  he  worked  at  it,  was  only 

a  secondary  object— what  he  uimud  at  was  to  be  a  |)oct ;  and  if  we 

would  fully  uiid<'rslaud  the  discipline  he  put  himself   through 

here  we  must  look  forwan.1  a  little.     We  know  how  he  wrote  Ids 
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eonj;a — mnny  of  theiii  fuiuoiia  lyrical  siaiit«rpieceB — in  the  EUts- 
kud-Dtiui flics  period.  Ue  firat  got  thu  tune  iuto  Ms  lieud,  witli 
violin  or  fluto — lie  hitJ  learnt  a  little  of  botli — or  other  iiistru- 
lueiitiil  ussisttuice,  If  neceaaary.  Then  be  vorked  the  words  iuto 
the  marcli  and  cadence  of  the  iiiueic — frequently  a  task  of  much 
difficulty,  for  Burns  was  nervously  averBc  to  unapt  or  unnecessary 
words,  and  only  once  or  twice  allowed  editor  Thomson  to  tempt  him 
into  rediuidant  and  mischief-making  adjectives.  Then,  when  the 
sung  seumed  fairly  presentable,  lie  had  it  sung  to  him  by  his  wife, 
painstakingly  coiTecting  whatever  blemishes  or  defecta  occurred  to 
him  as  a  listener.  And  when  no  more  could  be  done  he  despatched 
tiie  fair  copy  to  the  publisher,  generally  with  an  accompaniment 
of  song-lore  balf-a-doieu  times  as  bulky  as  the  song  itself.  Let  it 
be  remembered,  however,  that  this  laborious  process  was  uolhing 
new  with  Burns.  It  was  a  mere  continuation  of  what  he  did  in 
the  youthful  ])eriod  when  he  was  slowly  learning  his  art.  As  he 
says  in  the  really  wonderful  epistle  to  Davio : 

On  braes  wLen  we  pleaae  then. 

We  'It  sit  aud  sowtli  a  time ; 
Syne  rhyme  till 't  we  'II  time  till 't. 

And  sing 't  when  we  lia'e  dune — 

or,  to  put  it  in  mure  homely  form,  get  the  tune,  time  the  rhyme 
to  it,  and  try  how  it  will  sing — a  method  exactly  inverting 
the  customary  one,  which  leaves  the  song  at  the  mercy  of  the 
couiposei,  and  creating  much  more  work  aud  responsibility  fur  the 
poet,  but  seemingly  justtliod  by  success. 

Now,  what  we  have  to  renlJBO  is  this  various  intellectual  labour, 
this  process  of  alternate  literary  acquisition  and  reproduction,  this 
IHirsistent  self-drill  in  the  practice  of  poetic  and  general  style, 
carried  on  for  eigJit  or  nine  years  at  the  most  impressionable 
period  of  life.  A  preat  genius  so  trained  could  not  help  being 
what  Bums  really  was  when  he  shot  like  a  meteor  into  the  literaiy 
firmament  —  the  most  finished  poetic  artist  of  his  time.  But 
mark,  it  was  the  lofty  moral  nature  of  the  man,  the  dominating 
veracity  in  him,  that  won  half  the  victory.  True,  the  desire  of 
distinction,  as  well  as  the  love  of  poetry  for  its  own  sake,  may 
have  spurred  him  on,  but  it  was  his  essential  honesty  of  soul  that 
detonnincd  him  not  to  grasp  at  fame  ou  false  pretences.     If  he 
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>vus  to  be  hououredy  ho  would  deserve  it  Ue  would  uot  allow 
false  or  inferior  work  to  pass  out  of  his  hands.  Perfection  or 
nothing  were  his  alternatives.  And  so  he  toiled  until,  at  last, 
in  many  cases  he  came  up  to  his  own  stanilard,  and  satisfied 
himself,  embodying  the  perfect  thought  or  feeling  in  the  perfect 
form;  second,  if  indeed  always  second,  to  Homer  alone  in  the 
craft  of  conveying  the  maximum  of  high  conception  in  the 
minimum  of  fittest  words.  And  yet  this  Homer-like  singer  has 
been  i-efused  the  title  of  '  classic '  by  a  late  conspicuous^  if  perhaps 
somewhat  narrow  and  whimsical,  English  critic,*  on  the  ground 
that  ho  is  deficient  in  so-called  Miigh  seriousness.'  This  characteri- 
8;ition  is  worth  a  passing  comment.  Of  course,  any  one  may,  for  his 
own  private  use,  define  *  classic '  or  any  other  term  in  any  way  he 
pleases  ;  but  a  definition  which  would  seem  to  exclude  every  poet 
who  ever  smiled,  from  Aristophanes  to  Moli6re,  and  leave  us  iu 
these  islands  with  only  Shake8i)eare  in  his  crown,  and  |)erha])B 
JMiltoii  sitting  half-way  down  the  steps  of  tho  throne,  may  uot 
unreasonably  be  suspected  of  arbitrariness  and  |>aradox. 

But  accept  tho  definition.  Surely  there  was  in  Burns  not 
merely  a  *  high'  but  a  tragic  *  seriousness.'  "NVe  mistake  when  we 
isolate  tho  separate  pieces  of  Burns's  work,  and  equally  mistake 
when  we  isolate  his  poetry  from  his  letters.  His  work  must  lie 
taken  as  a  whole.  It  has  a  unity — the  unity  of  a  continuous  self- 
revelation.  Never  before  or  since  has  a  great  nature,  alike  in  its 
strength  and  its  weakness,  been  so  com}>letely  laid  bare  for  tho  obser- 
vation and  study  of  mankind.  This  self-revelation  of  Bums  has  in 
it  elements  of  tho  terrible  :  it  is  so  absolutely  true,  without  one  note 
of  tho  false  or  the  affected,  so  uni-eservedly  sincere,  with  no  indirect 
purpose  and  nothing  ke}>t  back.  80  nii-e  a  spectacle  it  is  ini]X)s- 
sible  to  pass  by  without  remarking  and  examining  it,  especially  as 
over  and  through  it  all  we  hear  the  riuji^ing  of  a  lujique  jKietic 
stylo,  now  sweet  and  melting  in  love  or  Iiojkj,  now  jingling  forth 
joy  and  merriment,  now  trilling  the  deep  note  of  woe  or  despair. 
If  Burns's  work,  as  a  whole,  was  not  *  serious '  work,  and  of  a 
*  high  '  order  too  in  that  way,  and  if  his  style,  despite  its  genuine 
Homeric  (jualities,  is  not  *  cltissic,'  so  much  tho  worse,  it  may  be, 
for  tlie  *s«»rious'  and  the  *  classic,' and  we  shall  have  to  put  him 
into  a  class  by  himself. 

*  3Ir  Matlhew  Arnold. 
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How  to  dassify  Bums,  what  position  to  asHi<^  him  in  the  great 
Pantheon  of  genius,  ia  a  tiisk  that  must  be  nttetnpte<l,  hut  also  one 
not  easily  accomplished.  It  is  quite  certain  that  lie  must  be  put 
very  much  higher  thitii  was  done  with  him  by  the  critical  world  of 
his  day.  Not  that  tliey  altogether  foiled  to  recognise  an  element 
of  unusiml  power  in  liini.  Small  thanks  to  them  for  that ;  it  was 
inevitable.  But  though  the  Blairs  and  otliere  probably  knew 
and  believed  that  to  be  a  poet  one  must  be  born  so,  they  had 
great  difficulty  in  imagining  that  he  could  bo  bom  in  circumstances 
that  prechided  a  university  educntioii.  Hence  there  was  a  sort  of 
intellectual  grudge  against  Burns  on  the  part  of  some  of  the  con- 
temporary diBpcnsers  of  fame.  He  had  not,  they  thought,  quite  a 
right  to  what  they  nevertheless  found  tliemselves  obliged  to  give 
him.  They  fcH  that  he  really  ouglit  to  have  come  of  a  regularly- 
educated  family.  Besides,  it  is  always  difficult  to  realise  that  the 
man  whom  you  see  every  day  going  in  and  out,  like  yonrself,  in 
the  ordinary  business  and  enjoyment  of  life  is  so  transcendently 
yonr  own  superior.  A  generation  or  two  must  usually  pass  away 
before  the  greatness  of  a  truly  great  man  is  fully  appreciated. 
Carlyle  had  noted  the  patronising  air  pervading  Currie's  account 
of  Bums  and  that  of  others,  and  there  is  too  much  evidence  tliat 
a  great  number  of  his  contemporaries,  and  those  not  of  the  least 
influential  class,  tliought  little  more  of  him  than  that  he  was  vcr)' 
well  for  a  ploughman  or  an  exciseman.  Otherwise  it  is  impossible, 
after  everything  has  been  considered  and  allowed  for,  to  under- 
stand why  soma  more  determined  effort  was  not  mode  to  place  him 
in  Q  position  where  he  could  have  lived  for  the  function  to  which 
Nature  had  manifestly  designated  him. 

Posterity  has  made  up  for  any  shortconiings  of  contemporary  judg- 
ment, and  has  recognised  him  as  the  greatest  genius  in  his  country's 
literatnre.  Kor  is  this  an  insignilicant  distinction.  From  Dunbar 
to  Scott,  and  even  farther  down,  Scotland  has  given  birth  to  many 
men  of  genuine  poetic  genius ;  but  a  practically  im  broken  consensus 
of  Scottish  opinion  has  placed  Burns  on  a  pe<lestal  of  honour  abovo/" 
thorn  all,  and  made  him  known  throughout  the  worlil  as  The  National 
Poet  By  that  is  meant  not  merely  that  he  is  the  poet  who  most 
fully  or  best  delineates  the  national  chamcteristics ;  bnt  that,  of  all 
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tho  poets  whom  the  nation  has  produced,  ho  has  dicqilayed  tho 
most  superb  <;ii'ts  and  done  tlie  highest  kind  of  poetiu  work.  A 
critic  hero  and  thei*e  has  suggested  a  claim  on  behalf  of  Dunbar  or 
Scott,  hut  public  opinion  has  not  confirmed  the  preference.  As 
re<,'nr(Is  Dunbar,  it  niiglit  be  argued  that  no  comparison  is  called 
for,  as  the  pre-Keformation  Scotland  for  which  he  wrote  was  vir- 
tually a  diflerent  nation  from  the  post-Boformation  Scotland  thafc 
Ihirns  addressed,  where  he  reigns  without  a  rival,  and  where 
Dunbar  is  forgotten. 

Yot  were  it  otherwise,  there  seems  no  reason  for  reversing 
tlic  national  judgment  Dunbar's  i)ower8  of  humour,  satire,  and 
graphic  representation  were  of  a  very  high  order,  barely  second, 
if  at  all,  say  his  admirers,  to  Cliauccr's,  whoso  literary  diaciplo 
lie  avowed  liimself  to  be.  His  command  of  language,  also,  and 
tho  easy  flow  of  his  versification  are  admirable,  and  worthy  of 
all  the  praise  bestowed  upon  them  by  Sir  David  Lyndsay  of 
The  Mount.  But  hi  all  tlicse  respects  Bums  at  least  equalled, 
and  in  some  far  excelled  him,  while  he  liad  poetic  qualities  of 
the  most  exquisite  character  which  are  not  to  be  found  in 
^  Dunlwr.  Tho  tenderness,  tho  8ynii)athy,  the  music,  the  passion 
by  which  Bums  touched  the  fin(?at  chorils  in  the  human  heart, 
and  which  make  his  inmiensc  laughter  a  joy  as  well  as  a  judg- 
ment, are  absent  from  Dunbar^s  genius.  Dunbar's  derision, 
which  is  prolwibly  his  strongest  point,  is  of  a  bitter  and  biting 
character,  anil  leads  him  n<jt  seldom  into  false  positions,  where 
a  tnie  poet  should  not  be  found.  His  Tournament  between  tho 
Tailor  and  the  8(niter,  for  example^  notwithstanding  its  ultra- 
Rabelaisian  coarseness,  hjis  abundance  of  humour  in  it,  which  is 
intensified  by  the  ironical  apology  tender(?d  sul>sequently  to  tho 
respectable  avocations  so  ridiculed,  and  would  greatly  delight 
the  Court  lords  and  ladies  of  the  day.  A  considerable  part  of 
his  humorous  etfects  are  derived  from  cases  of  conjugal  infid(»lity, 
in  whi(^h  the  injured  liuslwnd  is  treated  a«  the  appropriate  object 
of  mirth.  In  this  comical  diversion  at  the  expense  of  the  un- 
fortunate there  is  an  element  of  cnielty  wliicli  was  alien  to  tho 
nature  of  Burns.  There  is  a  pervading  liumour  in  the  *Twa 
Dogs,'  *The  Brigs  of  Ayr,'   *Mailie's   Dyi"R  Won  Is  and  Elegy,' 

*  The    Mouse,'     *  The     crawlin'   ferlie '    on    ^liss^s    bonnet-,    the 

*  Address  to  the  Deil,'  *Tam  o'  Shantcr,'  tho  *  Haggis,'  *  Captain 
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GroBp,'  '  Meeting  witli  Lord  Uacr,' '  Guiil  Momin'  to  your  Majesty,' 
'Duncan  Gray,'  'liiat  May  a  braw  Wooer,'  'Tarn  Glcn,'  and 
many  another ;  but  it  is  a  genial  and  sympathetic  humour  which 
we  may  fully  eiyoy  without  tlie  sense  of  having  been  accessory 
bi  an  act  of  inhumanity. 

Burns,  of  course,  when  he  chose,  could  raise  a  sufficiently 
scathing  laughter  against  the  object  of  his  aggressive  humnur; 
but,  as  a  rule,  he  ilid  so  only  when  he  believed  that  object 
deserved  it.  In  that  case,  his  power  of  ridicule  Iwcanie  a  scoui^ 
wieldcil  by  his  moral  indignation.  'Holy  Willie,'  'The  Holy 
Fair,'  'The  Ordination,'  'The  Kirk's  Al.irm,'  and  others  have 
been  and  will  continue  to  be  the  vehicles  of  a  gigantic  laughterV 
that  is  perfectly  Olympian  in  its  overwhelming  power.  But 
Bums  was  completely  in  earnest  wlicn  attacking  what  he  regarded 
as  the  citnt,  the  hypocritical  life,  the  false  theology  of  his  time :  '  I 
goD  mad,'  he  says, 

'  At  tiieir  grim  aces, 
Tlicir  nighin',  canCiu',  grace-prond  faces. 
Their  tliree.niile  prnyeni,  and  hftlf.iiiile  sraces. 

Their  raxin'  conscience 
Wliase  greed,  revenge,  and  pride  disgracesi 

Waur  luir  llieir  nonsenne.' 

It  was  the  reverse  side  of  his  love  of  tnitb  and  honesty. 
Hence  lie  threw  the  whole  of  his  highest  soul  into  the  attack, 
his  pa-tsion  enliRting  in  its  service  the  vivid  directness,  tlie  hound- 
ing movement,  the  picturesque  and  mirth-moving  facility,  and  all 
the  qualities  of  a  style  almost  unmatched  in  its  varied  power ; 
with  the  residt  of  producing  a  form  of  high-pitched  satire  un- 
surpassetl,  if  even  equalled,  in  any  literature.  As  probably  our 
greatest  contemporary  poet  puts  it : 

Never  sinee  bright  earth  was  bom 
In  rapture  of  the  enkinilling  ninrn, 
Might  godlike  vrrath  and  Hunlike  scorn 

That  was  and  is, 
And  shall  be  while  Mfc  n-eetln  are  worn, 

Find  wonl  like  liin ; 
or  as  another  says : 

With  shattering  ire  or  withering  mirth 
He  smote  eacii  worthless  claim  to  worth, 
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The  barren  fig- tree  cnnibering  earth 
He  wonid  not  npure, 

Throngh  ancient  lieft  of  proudest  Urth 
He  drove  liin  fihare. 

He  Haw  'tiH  meet  that  Man  ])omeHii 
The  will  to  cunie  hh  well  as  blem, 
To  pity— and  be  pitiless, 

To  make  and  mar ; 
The  fierceness  that  from  tenderness 

Is  never  far. 


XX. 

Dnnlmr's  reputation  rests  largely  on  his  work  as  a  satirist; 
but  in  that  re8|>oct  he  certainly  cannot  be  compared  to  Bums. 
In  his  professed  condemnation  of  the  evils  he  exjMMes  he  makes 
little  or  no  use  of  his  gift  of  humour,  and  his  indignation  is 
of  the  tepidest.  No  doubt  he  reconis  un8|mringly  the  gross  im- 
niomlity  of  prelate  and  priest  in  his  day;  and  the  fact  that  he, 
hiius(»lf  an  ecch'situstic,  could  do  so  with  impunity  is  a  striking 
tt'stiiiiony  to  the  de^wled  condition  into  which  the  ancient 
Church  had  sunk  in  Scotland  in  the  15th  and  16th  centuriea 
The  clergy  had  manifestly  ceased  to  believe  their  creed,  yet 
went  on  deceiving  the  people  by  pretending  to  believe.  What  fate 
could  such  false  liv(\s  have,  except  to  sink  into  the  sensual  t  Like 
priest,  like  i>eoj)le ;  and  the  licentiousness  by  which  the  popular 
life  and  literature  of  Scotland  have  lieen  stained  is  traceable, 
among  otlier  causes,  to  clerical  <lishonesty.  Dunbar,  however, 
(loos  n(^t  attiick  the  evil  at  its  root.  The  Church,  in  that  case, 
would  have  had  him  in  its  grasp.  Ilis  tongue,  in  short,  was 
pandyscd,  l)oth  as  regards  ChuR*h  and  State.  He  wanted  pre- 
feniKMit  in  the  Church,  and  to  that  eml  had  to  play  the  courtier. 
Prolwibly  The  Thistle  nwl  the  liotie,  a  sort  of  political  cpitha- 
lamiimi  on  the  marriage  of  the  Scottish  king  to  an  English 
])rincoss,  and  a  highly  finished  literary  effort  of  its  kind,  was 
not  written  without  an  eye  to  its  author's  advancement  in 
Court  patronage,  which  indeed  he  did,  in  a  measure,  achieve. 
lUit  sucli  a  state  of  mind  goes  far  to  stifle  a  man's  honest  indig- 
nation at  wrong ;  and  Dunlwr's  *  (Jeneral  Satire,'  though  compre- 
hensive enough  in  its  scope,  and  skilfully  expressed  in  a  stanza 


CHARACTBU   AND  GINIUB.  465 

very  difficult  to  write  in  with  eitse,  is  really  a.  tame  production. 
It  ia  little  more  tlian  a  rhymed  scliedule  of  the  national  shorts 
cominj^a,  with  neither  fire  nor  fury.  As  for  hie  Two  Married 
Women  and  the  Widow,  it  is  diflicult  to  regiinl  it  as  a  satire  at 
all.  It  looks  more  as  if  the  writer  were  gloating  over  the  almost 
incredible  iniquities  which  he  is  professedly  holding  up  to  con- 
demnation, much  as  Chaucer  may  be  more  than  suspected  of 
doing  in  the  Prologue  and  Tale  of  the  Wife  of  Bath.  Bums,  on 
the  other  hand,  kept  himself  free  to  deal  as  he  thought  right 
with  those  unveracities  in  religion  and  that  selfishness  in  politics 
from  which  so  vast  and  eo  mtitiy  public  evils  flow,  and  his  honest 
anger  at  what  he  saw  supplied  him  with  irresistible  weapons. 

Dunbar's  Golden  Targe  is  justly  admired  for  the  ingenuity  nf 
its  construction,  and  the  art  witli  which,  in  a  complicated  strophe, 
it  is  ornamented  with  imagery  felicitously  adapted  from  external 
nature,  Siit  it  is  inferior  in  power  of  conception  and  execution, 
in  relevancy  to  fact,  in  moral  elevation,  in  rapidity  of  word-paint- 
ing, b)  'The  Vision'  of  llnrna,  the  one  production  of  his  with 
which  it  can  he  compared.  Its  object  is  to  delineate  the  triumph 
of  the  sexual  passion  over  the  rational  nature,  how  it  can  over- 
power the  will  with  its  love-bolts  notwitlistanding  the  interposi- 
tion of  the  'golden  targe'  of  reason.  For  this  purpose  the  writer 
imagines  a  dream,  in  which  all  the  bevy  of  the  classic  goddesses 
appear,  and  discharge  arrows  at  the  golden  targe  in  tuniB,  but  to 
no  etTect,  until  Beauty  returns  to  the  charge,  and  dnst  is  got  into 
the  targe-bearer's  eyes — how  does  not  very  clearly  appear — -when 
he  becomes  the  blind  victim  of  love.  The  whole  plot  is  an  alle- 
gory of  the  impotence  of  reason — which  can  resist  the  attacks  of 
all  other  tempting  infliience^in  tlie  presence  of  beauty.  It  is 
impossible  for  the  average  public  to  know  what  the  writer  is 
driving  at,  and  even  the  scholar  will  not  be  able  very  well  to  see 
that  much  light  is  thrown  by  the  allegory  u|K>n  the  psychology  of 
amorous  infatuation.  There  is  certainly  nothing  like  this  in 
Burns.  Half  his  work  consists  in  describing  the  victories  of  love 
over  the  whole  nature  of  man ;  but  it  did  not  occur  to  him  to 
employ  the  allegory,  or  the  rebus,  or  the  puzzle,  to  help  him  out 
with  hie  account  of  matters.  It  may  be  doubted  if  any  one 
of  these  devices  would  have  proved  successful  if  inserted  into 
'  A'  the  airts,'  or  'Mary  Mnrison,'  or  'The  Tabs  of  liallnchmyle,'  or 
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'My  Naiiie  O,'  or  the  'Kiga  o'  Barley,'  or  'My  ain  kind  Pparie,' 
or  'Green  prow  the  Raahee,'  or  fifty  otlicin  that  niT^ht  be  qiintetl. 
Dnnhar  certainly  had  (graphic  power.  But  so  had  Bitmf> — in  the 
higliest  degree.  He  was  nut  a  mere  man  of  books,  though  lia 
knew  not  a  few  books  thoTooglily.  His  eye  had  rested  often  and 
keenly  on  natnre,  on  human  character  and  action,  and  on  the 
RpccialismB  of  many  occupations ;  and  liia  work  is  full  of  rapid 
touches  derived  from  this  close  jiractical  observation,  whicli  book- 
knowledge  of  itself  must  inevitably  missL  It  ia  no  disparagement 
to  the  genius  and  performances  of  Dnnhar  to  say  that  in  nothing 
except  monkish  scholarship,  nnd  what  it  may  bring,  is  he  the 
supei'ior  of  Burns,  while  in  the  broader  and  higher  endowments 
and  achievements  of  a  great  poet  lio  falls  distinctly  behind. 


XXI. 

What  of  Scott !  It  would  be  the  height  of  injunticc  and  ingrati- 
tude to  try  to  belittle  the  great  qujilitirs  that  went  to  make  up  the 
manhood  and  the  genius  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  or  to  nndrrrato  the 
vast  services  which  his  career  nnd  work  have  rendereil  to  liis 
country  and  the  world.  He  was  a  man  of  the  most  lovable  and 
heroic  character,  and  his  writings  hnve  l>een  an  iinipmlified  j()y 
and  an  element  of  inspiration  to  millions,  1'hc  noble  struggle 
which  he  made,  through  many  years,  to  retrieve  his  misfortunea 
is  of  itself  snfficient  to  prove  that,  whatever  share  of  blame  is 
attrihntiible  to  himself,  there  could  be  iiolhing  in  it  of  the  base  or 
the  sonlid,  while  the  value  to  the  world  of  hia  cxaniplo  is  beyond 
calculation.  To  apeak  of  the  splendotir  of  his  constru'itive  imagi- 
nation, the  shrewdness  and  accuracy  of  his  insight  into  an  exten- 
sive department  of  human  character,  and  bis  jiowor  of  reproducing 
the  elements  of  the  humorous  and  the  pathetic  that  hail  met  his 
eye,  is  superfluous.  They  are  matter  of  universal  knowledge 
thronghont  tho  English-speaking  and  English-reading  world,  Bnt 
to  n  certain  extent  they  are  beside  the  question  hero,  which  is. 
Was  Scott  a  greater  poet  than  Burns?  If  this  were  to  lie  decided 
by  the  comparative  quality  of  their  Iwst  rhymed  work,  there  could 
not  be  much  liesitatinn  nl>ont  the  answer.  Scott  could  not  have 
written  '  The  Jolly  Beggars,'  or  '  Tho  Holy  Fair,'  or '  The  Epistles ' 
to  Smith,    Davie,   and    I^proik,    or  'Holy   Willie's    Prayer,'    or 
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'HiKbliind  Mnry,' or 'Tfim  o'  Shnnter,'  or  '  Mniy  in  Heaven,' or 
'ScoU  wlin  hau,'  probably  not  'The  Cotter's  Siitunlay  Night,'  nnd 
he  eertaiiily  vroulii  not  liave  vritton  '  A  Man  's  a  Man  for  n'  that ' 
even  if  lie  could. 

It  may  bo  said,  Neither  could  Bums  have  written  the  'Lay  of 
the  Loot  Minstrel '  or  '  Marniion.'  That  is  probable  cnongh  ;  but 
mainly  becaiiF^o  he  would  not  have  thought  it  tvorth  bis  pains  to 
try.  It  has  often  been  noticed  that  Burns  took  compamlively  little 
interest  in  the  ballad  litemture  of  liis  country.  Scott's  interest 
amounted  to  a  pnnsion.  In  this  circumstance  may  be  found  the 
key  to  the  difference  between  the  two  men.  Scott  was  essentially 
an  antiquary,  though  not  of  the  Dryasdust  species,  but  a  soii  of 
gloritied  Captain  Grose.  Bums  liked  (irose,  perhaps  loved  him— 
he  wrote  ' Tarn  o'  Shantcr '  to  oblige  him — but  he  giinned  good- 
naturedly  at  Jiin  'routh  o'  auld  nick-nackets.'  Could  ho  have 
ttcon  Abbotflford  he  would  have  smiled.  He  could  not  have 
troubled  himself  about  William  of  Deloraine,  or  Roderick  T>bu,  or 
Young  Lnchinvar,  or  the  rather  rascally  knight  whose  Inst  words 
were  '  On,  Stanley,  on.'  His  interests  lay  in  the  present,  the 
actual,  the  univerfiol ;  not  in  the  past,  the  unreal,  the  casual. 
Amonj;  his  MSS.  there  is  a  remarkable  one,  in  wliich  ho  begins  a 
copy  of  the  'Young  Tanilane.'  After  a  page  or  two  he  comes 
abruptly  to  a  stop,  as  if  he  had  said  to  himself,  '  What  is  tlio  good 
of  toiling  in  dreamland  when  the  Presbytery  of  Ayr,  under  tlio 
inspiration  of  hyjxtcrisy  and  in  the  interests  of  falsehood,  are 
persecuting  I)r  Macgill ;  when  Pitt  is  scheniing  to  crush  the  up- 
rising of  liberty  in  France ;  when  a  vetfle  is  wanted  to  celebrate 
the  charms  of  lovely  Davies )  Adieu,  thou  young  but  slightly 
tedious  Tamlanc,'  On  the  other  hand,  ho  was  never  tired  collect- 
ing the  old  iMipiilar  songs,  because  they  exprepsod  universal  and 
ever-living  feclingB,  whereas  thieving  Armstrongs  and  tyrannous 
old  feudal  chiefa,  with  their  amours  and  their  brutalitias,  had  had 
their  day,  and  a  poor  day  they  had  made  of  it.  Porha|)a  Hums 
carried  this  indifference  n  little  too  far,  Siott  larrimip,  reriim,  and 
the  '  dowie  dens  of  Yarrow  '  with  their  melancholy  chnrm  ami 
siiggestivencsa  awaken  a  sentiment  which  justly  claims  poetic 
recognition. 

But  of  the  two  exaggerations,  Scott's  is  that  which  is  absolutoly 
fatal  to  general  poetic  power  and  gieatnesa,     Whoever  has  stood 
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whore  '  auld  ruined  castles  ^^ray  nod  to  tho  moon '  will  sympathise 
Avith  Scott  up  to  a  certain  point.  iJunis  himself  harked  back 
occasionally  to  '  lioroic  Bruco  and  Wallace,'  although  probably  not 
80  much  for  tlie  sake  of  long  ago  as  bocauso  they  fought  for 
national  liberty  and  independence.  But  Scott  so  entirely  overdid 
it,  no  doubt  under  the  bidding  of  his  nature,  that,  in  his  capacity 
of  poet  or  literary  man,  ho  lost  interest  in  the  present,  if  he  ever 
had  it,  altogether.  He  became  a  thorough  convert  to  the  doctrine 
that  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view.  All  his  most  suc- 
cessful novels,  to  anticipate  for  a  moment,  have  a  distant  scene, 
either  iu  time  or  place,  or  both.  He  began  by  putting  Waverleif 
sixty  years  liack.  Tlio  things  that  tore  Bums*8  heart,  and  drove 
hini  to  immortal  utterance,  did  not  trouble  Sir  AValtcr  in  tlie  least. 
The  wonder  of  existence  did  not  disturb  his  peace  of  mind  ;  give 
him  Melrose  Abboy  by  moonlight.  That  tho  Church  might  bo 
hy}K>critically  teaching  the  jteoplo  falsehood  did  not  annoy  him  at 
all — he  would  have  l>ecn  far  more  concerned  about  a  recent  version 
of  Edom  of  (lonlon ;  and  he  would  have  gone  ever  so  miniy  times 
farther  to  look  at  a  guaranteed  s])ear-head  from  tho  field  of  the 
red  11  aria w  than  to  sec  the  most  beautiful  woman  of  the  century. 
As  for  the  mai-ch  of  j>oi)ular  freedom,  ho  objected  to  it  altogether, 
and  preferred  to  amuse  himself  by  plnying  at  Feudal  Chieftain 
within  his  'romance  in  stone  and  lime/  an  innocent  enough 
diversion,  but  not  indicative  of  tho  widest  and  noblest  sym- 
pathies. 

Burns  was  the  antithesis  to  all  this.  Tho  *  honest  man,'  the 
tru(j  i)0(;t,  were  his  ideals.  Falsehood  and  hypocrisy,  especially 
in  <iuarter8  to  which  tlic  people  looked  for  guidance,  seemed  to 
him  so  terrible  that  ho  could  scai-cely  control  himself.  Living 
beauty  raised  him  to  the  seventh  heaven.  The  people  he  knew 
and  saw  around  him  had  his  s^ynipathies,  not  dead  crusaders  or 
extinct  moss-trooi)iiig  gallows-birds.  Tho  i)rogres8  of  humanity 
was  a  genuine  care  to  him.  Tho  problem  of  rich  and  poor 
moved  him  profoundly.  Tho  marvel  and  mystery  of  the  world 
and  tho  life  of  man  ceaselessly  weighed  ujx)n  his  spirit,  filled 
him  with  reverence,  and  stirred  him  to  incpiiry.  In  short. 
Burns  had  more  soul  in  him  than  Scott,  with  all  his  admitted 
amiabilities.  Scott  dealt  more  with  tho  outside  of  things, 
'V  Burns  penetrated  to  the  core«     His  spirit  was  deeper,  his  view 
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wider,  hid  emotion  iuteiiscr,  liis  eympathy  more  catholic,  his 
Bousibility  more  toader,  hia  affection  more  glowiu^',  and  lie  could 
rise  to  heights  of  passionate  and  picturesque  utterauco  which 
.Scott  could  never  reach,  Tlius,  as  regnrds  the  materials  of  a  lofty 
jioetry,  Burns  was  by  much  the  more  fully  furnished  in  I'esource. 
As  regaiils  its  form,  Scott  is  undoubtedly  musical — with  hi'eaks — 
within  his  raugo ;  but,  with  not  leas  facility,  ISurna  has  a  richer 
melody,  a  swifter,  more  varied,  and  fliti^hing  movement,  a  fuller 
moral  BUggestiveness.  But  what  of  Scott's  novels?  it  may  be 
said.  Are  not  tliey  prose  imkius,  and  do  not  the  inventiveness, 
the  prulilic  im^inatiun,  the  oxul^rauco  of  dclineativc  clfcct,  which 
they  display  raise  Scott  above  the  level  of  Bums,  who  showed 
scarcely  any  inventive  jjower,  and  whose  literary  productiveness 
was  coiuitarutivcly  sciinty  t 

XXII. 

This,  however,  might  prove  too  much.  It  might  prove  tliut 
Scott  was  also  greater  than  Homer.  Wucerlei/  alone  is  probably 
more  complicated  and  bii,^er  than  the  Iliad.  Plainly,  there  is 
something  wrung  here.  Is  there  really  such  a  thing  as  a  'prose 
poem'}  The  sense  of  the  woild  says  No.  Kobody  speaks  of 
Fielding  and  Kichardson,  of  Dickens  and  Thackeray,  of  Hardy  and 
Du  Maurier,  as  poets.  People  call  them  novelists,  and  their  work 
ronmnce  or  fiction.  lu  poetry  the  world  demands  music  The 
poet  uiust  be  a  singer.  He  may  be  as  great  a  thinker,  as  brilliant 
a  delineator,  as  he  likes ;  if  he  cnnnot  sing  his  thouglits  or  delinea- 
tions so  as  to  make  tJiem  musically  charming,  he  is  not  a  poet. 
Prose  admits  of  a  certain  rhythm  or  cadence,  but  so  inhnitesimal  as 
nut  to  count  If  overdone,  it  wrecks  the  prose  without  making  it 
])0ctry.  ]>r  Johnson's  prose  was  rhythmical.  It  was  also  intoler- 
able. The  test  which  the  world  prescribes  for  tJiu  writer  whom 
it  is  asked  to  dub  poet,  as  far  as  form  goes,  is  that  he  shall  have 
some  stanza  to  which  he  adheres,  and  that  in  that  stanza  he  shall 
write  as  easily  as  if  he  were  writing  adequate  prose.  If  the  stanza 
evidently  hampers  him,  makes  him  repeatedly  invert  sentences, 
bring  in  unnecessary  or  unapt  words,  throw  the  conclusions  of 
one  line  too  often  into  the  beginning  of  another,  and  adopt  other 
devices  to  iqiuire  his  expression  with  his  meaning,  which   he 
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wouUl  not  use  in  ptotw,  tlio  luuBicul  flow  is  broken,  the  work 
Wcoiiicd  more  or  less  uupoeticaL     Take  as  illustration : 

Ojteuiitff  qf  *La(iy  of  the  Lobe* 

Thu  Hlug  at  eve  liud  druuk  hui  fill. 
Where  daiicetl  the  moon  on  Monaii'H  rill, 
And  (Icep  IiIh  luidiiiglit  lair  hod  made 
In  lone  GleuartneyV  harel  Hliade ; 
Hilt,  when  the  sun  Iiih  licacon  reil 
llad  kindled  on  Ben  Voirlicli*s  head,  &c. 

Ojiemng  of  *  Tam  o*  Shiuitcr.* 

When  chapman  billieu  leave  the  street. 
And  drouthy  neilMurs  neiboura  meet. 
Ah  market-day h  are  wearing  late. 
An*  folk  l)egin  to  tak*  the  gate ;  - 
While  we  sit  liousing  at  the  nappy, 
An*  getting  fou  and  unco  happy,  &c. 

In  tlio  Scott  (juotiition  there  is  only  one  line  tliut  is  not  thrown 
out  of  arrangement  by  inversion,  in  Burns  there  is  only  one  that 
is.  Hence,  whatever  may  be  tliought  of  the  contnisted  pictures, 
there  is  a  sense  of  eti'ort  in  tlie  one  case  and  of  ease  in  the  otlier 
^  — and  ease  is  cliaracteristic  of  most  of  Burns's  best  writing, 
making  the  music  of  his  verse  ]>erfect. 

Strictly  8i>eaking,  tlien,  Scott's  novels  should  Ije  left  out  of 
account  in  estimating  his  exact  ])oetic  standing.  But  suppose  we 
admit  them  as  prose  drama.  Considerations  then  arise,  bearing 
on  tlie  wider  aspect  of  our  quei?tion,  but  which  may  as  well  bo 
tsiken  now.  Is  dramatic  inventiveness  one  of  the  essential  notes 
of  a  great  Poet  ?  If  so,  it  is  surprising  how  widely  it  seems  to  bo 
distributed.  Counting  novelists,  playwrights,  and  the  like,  there 
must  have  been  a  thousand  second  Scotts,  who  were  as  good 
plot-makers  as  their  master  or  better;  but  there  luis  been  no 
second  Burns.  The  truth  is,  if  dramatic  constructivcness  is  to 
be  held  a  poetic  (piality  at  all,  we  must  distinguish  between  two 
orders  of  i)Octs,  the  prophet-i>oet  and  the  showman-poet  The 
prophet-poet  speaks  to  us  directly,  teaches  us  in  his  own  ])er8an. 
The  showman-poet  fabricates  a  collection  of  puppets,  like  the 
*  mond  wax  figui-es  *  of  Artemus  Wanl,  through  which  he  speaks 
like  the  proprietor  in  the  street-show  of  Punch  and  Judy.     IIo 
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addrcseus  us,  in  fact,  uot  us  a  feUow-beiiig  but  tliruugli  spuuking 
uiacliiiiisry.  Of  coiu'sa  there  is  uii  interest  in  seutugj  what  liuuiaii 
rusetubkiico  tlieie  is  in  tbe  automata,  and  with  wliut  vraiseuibluiico 
aa  reyurda  Bpoech  oud  autloti  they  behave  tutvards  each  otber,  and 
what  poulry  there  luuy  be  in  wliat  tbey  aotiially  say;  but  the  main 
point  is,  what  the  unseen  constructor  and  worker  of  the  exUibitiou 
hi  ultimately  teaeliinj;  oiii-aelvea.  Cun  he  make  his  tigui«a  convey 
a  loftier  impression  or  leason  to  ua  tbon  there  is  in  himself)  The 
question  answers  itself.  If  Burns,  in  the  pi'ophetic  attitude,  lias 
u  higher  luessa^'u  for  ua  and  a  greater  power  of  commandiug 
our  attention  than  Seott  in  the  sunie  attitude,  the  latter  eaunot 
alter  the  facts  of  ualuro  by  interposing  a  show,  however  ingcui- 
ousfy  and  udniirnbly  got  up,  between  us  and  liimself.  That  may 
bo  said  without  diapamgement  of  the  art  ahown  in  moulding  tlie 
figures  from  real  life  or  in  making  the  dramatia  perttnuv  act  and 
react  on  each  otlier.  But  Bums  too  could  sculpture  from  the  life 
witli  unerring  accuracy  of  rejiresentation.  In  particular  he  has 
set  forth  for  us  a  life-like  eftjgy  of  liimself;  and  from  WawrUy 
to  Cattle  Danijefoug  tbere  is  not  a  cliaracter  so  striking  as  Burus 
iu  tiie  whole  of  Scott's  crowded  anil  brilliant  gallery. 


XXUI. 
If  wo  must  thus  set  Buriia  above  Dunbar  and  Scott,  it  is 
scarcely  worth  suybig  that  we  must  put  hiiu  very  much  higher 
than  any  otlier  Scottish  jwet  of  note — Hcmple  of  Beltreea,  Hamilton 
of  (lilberlliuld,  Allan  Kamsay,  Fergussoii,  Iluta^  Tannuhill,  Mother- 
well. Bums,  of  course,  owed  much  to  hie  predccosaoia.  They  left 
him  a  considerable  inheritance  both  of  poetical  material  and  of 
poetical  form.  For  centuries  befora  be  BpjreaKd  thcro  liad  been 
a  native  school  of  poetry  of  no  little  activity.  Tlie  tradition  is 
that  James  L,  in  hia  captivity  in  England,  while  fully  acijuaiuted 
with  tlie  Lowland  Scotch  or  Iforlberu  English,  which  was  the 
Court  ami  logid  language,  had  been  a  student  of  Cliaucer;  and 
that  when  he  returned  to  Scotland  to  assume  the  duties  of  the 
throne  he  souglit  to  introduce  some  of  the  literary  culture  lie  had 
aciiuired  iu  England,  and  wrote  'The  King's  Quair,"  attempting 
the  gmmmatical  forma  of  the  aouthcrn  rather  than  the  northern 
English,  and  thus  exhibiting  an  artificial  dialect  probably  never 
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BO  8[)okcn  iiny whore.  Besides  this,  he  wrote  tlie  'Ballad  of  Good 
Counsel'  utrictly  in  the  Scottish  dialect^  and  probaUy  more  which 
has  nub  come  down.  The  humorous  sketches  eutitled  'Peebles 
to  the  Phiy '  and  '  Christ's  Kirk  on  the  Green '  have  also  been 
attributed  to  him ;  but  tliero  is  much  to  1)e  said  for  assigning  them 
a  somewhat  later  date.  In  any  case  they  belong,  in  language  and 
spirit,  to  that  Scottish  School  of  Poetry  uhich  tlic  royal  singer 
ratlicr  than  1i:irlx)ur,  who  was  more  of  a  rhyming  historian  than 
an  eiK)ch-makin^  ]KM;t,  may,  with  probsibility,  be  suid  to  have 
founded,  and  wliich,  in  its  earlier  hintory,  included  such  names  as 
llenryson,  Dunbar,  Douglas,  the  long  and  widely  ])opular  Lyndsay, 
and  Mont«^omcry,  many  of  whom  made  fixn]uent  use  of  the 
hi^ddy- musical  seven-lined  stanza  of  the  'Qiuiir,' lK»rrowe<l  by  its 
author  from  Chaucer,  whose  inventiveness,  stimuhite«l  by  Fnsiich 
ami  lUdiun  influences,  had  applied  it^  as  in  the  'Prioress's  Tule' 
and  others,  to  vary  the  metres  of  his  Canterbury  collection.  An 
essential  note  of  this  Scottish  school  was  its  realism.  It  found 
mudi  of  its  materials  in  the  actual.  'The  King's  Quair'  is 
subsUintially  a  history  of  the  rise,  causes,  and  course  of  his  love 
for  his  Queen.  'Peebles  to  the  Play'  and  'Christ's  Kirk'  dojil 
with  recognisable  localities,  an«l  describe  the  i>artly  merry  and 
jKirtly  riotous  conduct  of  the  (K'ople  of  the  district  in  celebrnting 
certain  holiday  festivities.  Much  of  the  poetry  of  the  writers 
named  is  of  this  i*calistic  order.  Durintr  the  17th  century  this 
Scottish  school  slumberoil,  despite*  the  efforts  of  the  Semples  of 
Beltrees  and  one  or  two  minor  writers  to  keep  it  awake;  Dntmmond 
of  Hawthornden  does  not  count,  as  he  endeavoured  to  write 
southern  court  English.  For  good  or  fi^r  evil,  the  public  attention 
and  the  active  intellect  of  Scotland  were  nb.sorl)ed  by  ecclesias- 
tical controvei-sy.  In  the  18tli  century  the  Scottish  school  re- 
vived. It  was  one  of  the  efl'octs  of  the  Union  that  many 
literary  Scots,  like  Drummond,  sought  to  write  in  the  southern 
English  of  what  was  now  the  British  court.  Others,  however, 
j)refewvd  the  northern  'Inglis'  of  Dunbar  and  Lyndsay,  although 
it  had  fallen  from  the  standing  of  a  court  and  oiHcial  language 
into  that  of  a  somewhat  despised  vernacular.  "Watson  and 
Allan  Kamsay,  by  the  republication  of  a  considerable  amount 
of  the  old  literature,  including  the  ju'incipal  work  attributetl  to 
or  certiiinly  done  by  James  I.,  Dunbar,  Henrysou,  Lyndsay,  and 
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otliers,  gave  u  g.'cat  impetus  to  composition  in  the  old  Scotch 
spirit,  language,  and  fonii. 

Ramsay  did  more.  Although  he  tned  to  work  on  the  lines  of 
Pope,  he  felt  more  at  lioiiie  in  liis  native  speech.  He  edited 
'  Clirist's  Kirk  on  the  Green,'  adiling  two  caiitoa  of  liis  own,  in 
tlie  kindred  Scotch  of  liis  day,  with  a  slight  terniintd  variation  of 
the  stanza.  Much  other  Scotch  song  and  general  poetry  Ibwed 
from  his  pen,  notably  tLe  Scotch  pastoral  of  tlio  Gentle  Shepherd, 
a  ancceBsfviL  endeavour  to  substitute  realism  in  language  and 
incident  for  the  artificial  and  borrowed  paatoralism  of  Pope,  and, 
curiously  enough,  sufi^'ested  to  Kamsay  by  the  discussions  of 
a  knot  of  English  critics  who  nrgcd  a  return  to  nature  in  this 
dcjmrtnient  of  ])octry.  Ramsay  cannot  he  called,  in  any  sense,  n 
IMct  ijf  a  high  order,  although  he  had  an  eye  for  the  comicalities 
of  human  life,  as  Burns  accurately  recognised  when  he,  quite 
unnecessarily,  expressed  his  longing  for  '  a  Bi>uiik  o'  Allan's  glee,' 
Itut  Kunisay  did  an  important  work,  both  as  editor  and  as 
author,  by  poriietuatitig  the  realism  and  naturalism  uf  the  old 
Scottish  school.  He  wiia  prc|)aring  the  way  for  Bums  and 
the  revolution  which  Kiirtis,  with  Cowper  as  his  pioneer  and 
AVordsworth  and  Byron  as  his  successoi-s,  -wrought  in  English 
]N>etry.  But  this  did  not  come  immcdintety.  It  was  Fcrgusson, 
ap|Kireutly,  who  was  the  direct  connecting  link  hetireen  Bums 
and  the  traditional  scliuol.  Fer^usson,  Bnrns's  senior  hy  nine 
years,  nmde  the  acquaintance  of  Ramsay's  and  otlicr  tnlluctious 
and  productions,  and,  in  addition  to  English  verses,  wrutc  in  the 
realistic  spirit  of  the  Scottish  school,  adopting  and  modifying 
its  characteriatie  stanza.  Burns  rightly  admired  Fergussoii  more 
than  he  did  Ramsay,  nlthough  for  IxiLh  he  unteiiiained  ti  generous 
regard  hcjond  tlieir  merits,  considerable  though  these  weie,  and 
declared  it  in  emphatic  terms  in  the  preface  to  his  fii'st  edition, 
where  he  acknowledges  having  'kindled  at  their  flame,'  while 
disclaiming  anything  in  the  nature  of  '  servile  imitation.' 


One  great  service  Ramsay  and  Fergusson,  and  less  directly, 
because  less  ably,  Hamilton  of  Gilbertfield,  reiideivd  to  Burns. 
Tlipy  introduced  him  to  the  spirit  niid  rt-soiirci'S  of  the  traditional 
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Scuttiiili  tiuU(K)l,  uiiil  ill  their  orJt,'iiiaI  woi'k  funiUhed  hiiu  with 
su-rgustiouD  atid  slurliiig-pointe  for  the  exeoutiuu  of  his  uwii. 
]f  Dams  required  any  eiicourageiiieut  to  adhere  to  his  clioseu 
method  of  I'uUowiii^  Nuturu — wLii;U  Pope  would  liave  oli'eady 
taught  hiiu  by  precept  if  not  hy  example — and  of  seeking  hi* 
matoriiils  in  the  ii'alitius  uf  liis  own  experience,  ho  would  tind 
it  in  ihu  Svottidh  Bchool.  James  I.,  ita  real  founder,  assiiming 
his  authursbip  of  the  'Quair,'  both  there  uiid  in  'Peebles  to 
tiie  Pliiy*  and  'Clirist's  Kirk  on  the  Green,'  or  wlioovur  wrote 
these  two  lutter  pieces,  reproduced  feelings  and  I'ucta  which  were 
]Hirt  of  hia  own  iwroonol  experience,  and  succeeded  ill  aturupiiig 
his  method  on  tlie  school  he  created,  since,  from  his  owit  duy  . 
down  to  Banieay  atti.\  Forgusson,  hie  successors  found  theic  tlietnes 
ruthcr  ia  the  realities  of  their  own  liistory  than  in  the  inven- 
tions of  tlieir  fancy.  In  the  Gentle  Shepherd,  Ramsay  no  doubt 
invents  the  incidents  and  the  cburacters,  but  the  language  and  the 
cuatoms  reproduced  are  those  of  the  actual  rustic  life  of  S^cotlnnd 
at  the  time.  The  ■Hallowfuir'  and  '  Leith  Races'  of  Feigussou, 
which  yave  Burns  auggesUous  for  'Hallowe'en'  and  the  'Holy 
Fair,'  were  actud  and  anikual  events  which  Fetgussoii  had  re- 
]iuutedly  seen. 

In  another  impoitant  ruH{)ect  the  Scottish  echool  was  of  service 
to  Iturns.  It  provided  hiui  willi  nietiws  riudy  to  his  hand.  He 
had  nut  to  j^o  thitiugh  the  drudgery  of  inventing,  he  Imd  only  to 
Delect  Tiic  fuur-Bcceut  couplet  uf  the  'Twa  Dogs 'and  'Tuni  o' 
Hiiuntcr  '  liud  been  employed  by  tlie  Scottish  school,  uud  hy  none 
more  cITuclively  tbun  by  Riimeiiy  Iiimself,  being  jiossibly  tukcii  by 
them,  not  from  Uiubour'e  'lirus,'  hut  from  Chuucer's  'Homaunt 
of  the  Royu,'  or  what  Ihty  believed  to  ho  such,  ultiioiLgh  he  in  hie 
turn  derived  it  from  clsewliere.  The  stanai  of  the  'Holy  Fair' 
is  taken  from  Fergussun,  and  has  a  curious  hielory.  It  is  visihiy 
tniceablo  to  '  Christ's  Kirk  on  the  Green,'  of  which  the  opening 
etaniut  is : 

Was  never  in  Scellanil  lieanl  nor  sene 

Sic  ilaticiiig  nor  ilcray,  raveliy 

Nuutliir  at  Falklaiiil  on  tlie  Urene 

Nor  PeehlBB  nt  tlie  I'lay, 

As  wes  of  wmvHria  om  I  ween  mmen 

At  ClirUtis  Kiik  ou-aiiu  day, 
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Tliuir  cam  our  kiltiea  iveHcliuu  cletui  BKIniiuiH 

lu  iLeii'  uew  kbtUliu  uf  grey, 

yull  gay, 
At  Clirintlti  Kirk  ou  llic  tji-ciie  tbut  iluy. 

Tliura  is  u  buuvy  dumitiid  hero  ou  the  pout'tt  eluck  of  rliyiiiet),  niul 
Hi>  Itumsuy  suuius  to  liuve  tliouglit;  for,  in  cmitiiiuiiig  tliu  iiuuiu, 
ho  miulo  the  refrain  less  exacting,  although  lio  left  the  writer's 
ru.sitoiisibilitit;)t  othetvviso  the  euum.  Thus  tho  first  stanza  of 
Kaiuiiay's  Canto  II.  is  : 

]{iit  there  liiwl  been  nmir  lilonl  luiil  scuitli, 
Sair  hiLnlfliiii  aii<l  gicat  spiilin. 
Anil  nioiiy  a  aiio  litul  gotten  Liu  death 
Ity  tliiti  iinxiinsie  biioly.         '  uui,-eiiUc  stnigglu 

liuC  that  tlie  banld  gmxlwife  of  BaitU 
Arm'J  wi'  a  gtwit  iail  gully  ^_^^  ^  binU.fT'''»itb 

Cam'  IwllIelUuglit  and  loot  on  aitli        '  "  "  uuiiiiirHid*wi]i(!» 
SLo  gar  tkein  a'  be  liooly  nuuisiiuiit 

Fuu  (ant  timt  day. 

Fcigusson  ovideutly  thought  tbnt  tho  stanza  still  took  too  mucli 
out  of  tho  i>uet,  and  instead  of  two  he  uliuwod  hiuiacif  fuui 
rliyuius  (luring  thu  eight  liucs,  as  in  *  Uullowlair : ' 

Here  country  Jobii  in  liuiiiiut  blue, 

And  eke  liiu  SJunduy  cliieH  on, 

Itiiia  after  Meg,  wi'  rokely  new. 

And  tMppy  kisses  lays  on. 

She'll  tauutiii'  say,  '  Yo  Billy  coof  1  noodio 

Be  u'  your  gab  niair  Bpairin.'  '''>' 

He'll  tak  the  biot  auil  creiali  lier  loot        Br«w  lisr  p^ui 

Wi'  what  will  buy  her  faiilu' 

To  chow  that  day.  «!"• 

This  is  oxuctly  the  stanza  of  the  '  Holy  Fair,'  aud  '  HulluweVii ' 
with  'tlist  night'  lor  'that  tiay,'  and,  with  the  refrain  omitted,  of 
various  otbur  pieces.  Tim  comj)li(;ated  fourteen-tine  stanza  of  thu 
lirat  'Epiatle  to  Davie,'  of  the  introductory  and  certain  other 
recitatives  of  'The  Jolly  Beggars,'  ' Des^iondeiicy,'  '  To  tho  Oooil- 
wifo  of  Waui'hope,'  and  several  more  of  Iturns's  poeius,  is  taken 
direct  from  Montgomery's  'The  Cliei-ry  aud  tho  Slae,'  anil  is  used 
alsa   in  Riiiusay'a   'Vision,'  where  Bums  found  a  hint  for   tho 
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8i4H.'riiatui-tiI  iigure  ill  his  own  '  ViaioiL*  The  metre  of  *  Meeting 
I^nl  Daer'  and  other  pieces  is  Cliaucerian,  filtered  through 
1  hmlmr  ami  the  Scottish  schooL  The  stanza  which  Bums  used 
must  frequently,  however,  was  that  of  '  To  a  Mouse :  * 

Hut  MouHie  thou  art  no  thy  lane 
In  proving  ftiresiglit  may  be  vain  ! 
The  liest-laid  Bchenies  o'  mice  anti  uieu 

(xang  aft  a  gley 
And  lea'e  \w  nonght  hut  grief  and  pain 

For  proniisetl  joy. 

This  stanza  aims  at  combining  or  contrasting  repose  and  rapidity. 
In  tlic  stanza  of  'Christ's  Kirk'  there  is  restless  and  even  jerky 
movement.  In  the  course  of  its  ten  lines  the  succession  of  au 
eight'syllubled  by  a  six-sylLibled  line  is  rc|)eated  four  times; 
then  tlie  six-syllabled  is  succeeded  by  a  two-syllahlcd  lino.  That 
is,  the  measure  makes  four  quick  stei)s  and  a  bound  in  the  course 
of  ten  sections  of  movement;  in  other  words,  it  is,  more  tliau 
half,  a  rush.  Such  a  stanza  is  obviously  fitted  best  for  one  class 
of  subjects  In  the  *  Mouse '  stanza,  on  tlie  other  hand,  the 
measure  advances  at  an  ecjuable  rate  through  three  eight-syllabled 
lines,  then  ([uickens  its  \mxcq  through  four  syllables  to  get  on  to 
the  old  eight-syllabled  grouml,  and  with  another  four-syllabled 
quick  step  gets  into  the  preliminary  eight-syllabled  expanse  of  the 
next  stjinza.  There  is  no  bolting  or  leaping,  but  provision  is 
made  for  a  scdater  or  more  reflective  attitude,  which  can,  however, 
bo  changed  into  ([uick  movement  whenever  swiftness  is  desired. 

Whoever  invented  it,  this  stanza  was  first  prominently  emplo3'ed 
in  the  Scottish  school  by  Lvndsay,  and  was  selected  by  Robert 
Semple  of  Beltrces  as  the  vehicle  for  that  form  of  humour  which 
(!onsists  in  writing  Elegies  on  persons  who  are  still  living.  His 
son,  Francis  Sem[)le,  adapted  it  to  humorous  subjects  generally. 
Hamilton  of  Gilbertfield  found  that  it  suited  the  variety  incident 
to  the  Epistle.  Ramsay  and  Fergusson  used  it  for  any  purpose, 
and  from  them  Runts  took  it,  observing  that  it  fitted  many  poetic 
moods,  from  the  gravity  of  didactic  allocution  on  through  the 
humorous  to  the  fiery  haste  of  passion.  All  this  was,  of  course, 
a  considerable  help  to  Rurns,  taking  no  small  trouble  off  his  hands. 
Rut  he  ami)ly  repaid  it  by  the  power  and  dazzling  felicity  with 
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which  lie  renilereil  the  results  of  tlie  Scottish  Bvhool's  metliod 
and  spivit  in  tlie  various  forma  which  its  activity  had  created  or 
assimiliitcd  during  n  hiisy  and  prolific  jMist.  Hot  wns  that  the 
only  aid  which  lluriiB  receiveii  lioiu  liia  predoceesors,  Sugfjes- 
tionfl  of  subjects,  pluiis  of  treatment,  thoughts  and  phmses,  whole 
introductory  verses  even,  wei«  utilie^itatingly  appropriiitcd  hy  Burner 
anil  worked  up  or  worked  out  by  him,  in  his  own  way,  and  to  the 
residt  he  desired  to  achieve.  Thus  Kamsay's  '  Nanie,*  his  '  Lang 
Syne,'  his  '  Com  Uigs,'  liis  '  Vision,'  snggeated  Bums'a  prwluctions 
of  tlio  same  names.  Fergiisson  suggested  even  more  than  Ramsay. 
His  '  Farmer's  Ingle '  moveil  Hums  to  write  tlie  '  Cotter's  Raturday 
Night,'  his  'Plainstanea  and  Causey  '  the  'Twa  Brigs,'  his  'Caller 
Water '  '  Scotch  Drink,'  his  *  Ilallowfair '  '  Hallowe'en  '  (at  least  aa 
regards  title  and  metre),  his  '  Lcitli  Races '  the  '  Holy  Fair,'  wlier* 
Burns  explicitly  adopts  Forgusson's  personification  of  '  Mirth '  aa 
hia  chosen  companion  for  the  spectacle,  just  as  Fergusson  himself 
was  stimulated  hy  the  rattling  description  of  'Christ's  Kirk  on 
the  Greoij,'  as  edited  by  Ramsay.  Even  Hamilton  of  Gtlbei-tfield 
was  laid  under  coritrihution  by  Bums,  his  '  Lost  Ikying  Words 
of  Bonny  Heck  ' — a  favourite  dog — leading  to  the  '  Death  and 
Dying  Wonls  of  poor  Mailie'  and  'Mnilic's  l^lcgy.'  His  finest 
songs  wore  often  perfected  versions  of  very  imperfect  originals; 
while  ingenious  literary  detectives  have  found  in  Bums  touches 
reminiscent  of  Pope,  (ioldamith,  ThomsoTi,  Cmy,  Shenatone,  Blair, 
Young,  and  almost  every  writer  whom  Burns  ever  reail,  and  some 
whom  ho  never  conhl  have  i^uid  at  all. 


XXV. 

Many  writers  would  not  have  done  this,  hccnnso  it  might  ex- 
pose them  to  charges  of  plagiarism  and  imjiair  their  reputation  for 
originality.  There  was  noue  of  this  weak  vanity  about  Bums. 
He  was  not  thinking  of  himself  or  his  repubition  at  all.  Ho 
tliought  of  nolhing  but  his  ideas  anil  how  best  to  present  them 
to  the  world.  He  could  not  create  his  own  inspirations. 
They  must  arise  within  him,  coming  up  from  the  depths 
of  hia  own  1>eing,  or  given  him  from  without^  by  the  facts 
of  Ifature,  understood  in  the  setiae  that  makes  poets  a  part 
of  Natura     It  never  occurs  to   Bums  that  he  shouhl  not  use 
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wliatovor  matorinls  We  nenref^t  to  his  hand  for  the  pnrpmie  of 
liodyin^  forth  tho  nnw  and  ori^iiifil  conception  that  hns  come  to 
liim.  Ho  knows  that  ho  in  not  going  to  rci)ent  another  man's 
idea,  hut  to  exhibit  a  frosli  one  of  his  own.  AVliat  he  is  con- 
cernod  about  is  the  realirtittion,  in  a  poetical  structure,  of  the 
form  which  has  been  bom  in  his  imagination ;  where  the  stone 
and  linio  lie  renrs  it  with  liave  come  from  does  not^  in  his  view, 
much  signify.  Hence,  wherever  I>ums  has  borrowed  he  has 
improved  on  what  he  hns  taken,  or  rather  he  has  transfigured  it 
nltogcthcr,  and  raised  it  from  mediocrity  or  faihiro  to  the  rank  of 
participation  in  a  great  [x>etic  triumph.  Compare  Ramsay's  *  Nanio,' 
or  *I^ing  Syne,'  or  *Corn  Rigs,'  or  'Vision,'  with  Dums's;  or 
compare  Fergusson's  *  Hnllowfair,'  or  *  Lcith  Races ' — better  work 
tlian  Ramsay's — with  Burns's  *  Hallowe'en  *  and  *  Holy  Fair ; '  take 
scores  of  the  old  songs  transformed  by  Bui*ns  into  things  of  beauty, 
humour,  or  tenderness,  and  comiwre  tliem  as  they  wore  before  and 
after  ])a.sRing  through  his  hands ;  it  will  l)e  seen  that  tlie  difference 
is  woll-nigh  that  between  alwrtion  and  Apollo.  One  could  almost 
imagine  tliat  Burns,  in  regret  that  so  much  good  material  had  been 
wasted,  had  taken  it  antl  converted  it  into  the  forms  of  which  it 
was  capable  and  ought  to  have  assumed. 

And  it  is  not  merely  that  power  has  replaced  feebleness  of  exe- 
cution ;  ]>oetry  is  enabled  to  discharge  it«  mission  of  convoying 
passion,  synipatliy,  or  moral  inij)ressiveness.  Fergusson's  'Hallow- 
fair'  deals  moi'oly  witli  tho  external,  with  tlie  o<lditios  and 
amusing  features  of  pojmlar  activity  as  di8play('<l  in  the  scene 
it  pi<:turos.  In  *  Hallowe'en '  Burns  deals  witli  the  heart  of  the 
])eoi)I(^  and  the  weird  beliefs  still  lingering  in  the  darker  n^cesses 
of  their  minds;  an<l  the  impression  left  is  not  that  of  mere 
(!ondescending  amusc^ment,  but  of  sympathy  with  tho  side  of 
human  naturtj  to  which  we  are  introduced.  In  *Leith  liaces,' 
again,  Fergnsson  merely  dishes  up  the  eccentricities  and  drolleries 
of  the  actors  and  spectators,  *  Mirth'  being  avowedly  the  sole 
companion  he  seeks  in  tlie  demonstration.  But  in  the  *Holy 
Fair'  Burns  has  an  eye  for  the  two  additional  figures  of  *  Super- 
stition'  and  *Hyi)oerisy'  ns  well  as  *Fun,'  and  so  tho  poem, 
instcMul  of  resting  merely  on  the  i>lane  of  the  ludicrous,  soars  into 
a  powerful  and  picturescpie  satire  upcm  tho  false) lood  in  religious 
thought  and   action   that   insults   reason    and   corrupts   conduct. 


CHARACTER   AKD   QKXIUS.  479 

Anil  lif^re  it  is  thnt  wc  find  n  vila!  difference  between  liiimn  anil 
tlie  Suoltinli  Bchool  goncntlly.  Burns  never  forgota  tlic  reverenee 
due  to  linninuity.  The  key  stnick  ill  tlie  'Twn  ])orb  '  is 
never  clittnged.  On  tlie  otlior  liand,  '  Peebles  to  tlie  Piny ' 
nnd  'Ciirist's  Kirk  on  the  (ircen,'  ivitli  the  imitations  of  them 
by  Knmsay  anil  by  FeiguBson  deriving  through  £ain«iy,  ore 
content  to  extract  diversion  out  of  the  pGO]ile,  to  make  game 
of  tliem  for  the  amusement  of  their  '  betters,'  and  are  to  tlint 
extent  contenii>tuou3  of  the  mass  of  humanity.  But  that  is  not 
tlie  lesson  of  the  '  Twa  Dogs '  or  <  Hallowe'en,'  and  above  all  it  is 
not  the  lesson  of  'The  Jolly  Beggars.' 

Here  is  a  pictnre  entirely  in  the  renliatic  spirit  and  on  the 
traditional  lines  of  the  Scottish  school,  in  a  sense  an  imitation 
of  '  Peebles '  and  '  Christ's  Kirk  '  and  Hanisny's  and  Pergnsson's 
sketchca  of  populnr  life,  only  executed  with  n  power  that  dwarfs 
every  other  artist  into  insigni  lien  nee.  But  it  has  not  been  painted 
for  the  amusement  of  the  onlooker.  Indeed,  the  average  dweller 
nmid  the  conventionalities  nnd  the  respectabilities  shrinks  from  it  aa 
a  revolting  sjtectaclo.  But  (lersona  of  more  heart  nnd  larger  cnlibro 
can  see  in  it  something  thnt  attracts,  something  thnt  appeals  to 
their  deepest  nnd  best  human  instincts.  The  poet  forces  ns  to 
feel  a  certain  respect  for  tliose  InwIesH  nignnuiffins  who  have  the 
cmimgp — enll  it  n  sinister  coumgo  if  yon  will — to  assert  themselves 
agninat  the  world,  and  cry  : 

A  fig  for  tlioBe  liy  law  protected, 
Lilierty  's  a  glorious  feosl ; 

CoiirtA  for  cowanb  were  erected, 
Clmrclica  Iniilt  to  ]>lcaso  the  priest- 
Tim  whole  elTect,  indeed,  is  a  triumph  of  jioctic  power  of  the 
liighest  and  finest  order,  constraining,  ns  it  docs  nmid^t  seemingly 
insurmonn table  difliculties,  every  mind  of  adequate  dinccmmeiit 
and  sensibility  to  realise  that  nothing  that  is  linmnn,  however 
distasteful  to  the  ordinary  nnd  average  type  of  nature,  is  alien  to 
that  catholic  eynijintliy  which,  whether  moved  by  love  or  pity, 
breaks  through  every  nrtificini  limitation  tlint  it  may  clnsp  the  race 
in  its  comprehensive  cnibracc.  It  was  this  power  of  everywiiere 
seeing  the  universal  in  the  pnrticnlnr  that  placed  Bums  on  a  higher 
and  special  eminence  of  his  own.  He  entered  the  Scottish  school 
like  a  great  sculptor  entering  his  stndio,  where  pnpils  or  npprcnticea 
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violin  and  tlie  flute ;  but  tliu  lutter  in  the  bands  of  a  lunster  uaii 
give  out  the  mote  ex4ui!>ite  music  vrhen  tliey  get  ft  chance  of 
being  heard.  It  was  with  those  fiiiet  instrumeuts  thnt  Bums 
worked,  uud  he  has  done  things  with  them,  isolated  pcrliajis  and 
tiot  liirge  to  look  at,  but  which  some  of  the  Mosteis  could  not  liave 
done  at  all,  and  none  of  them  could  have  done  better.  Of  course, 
this  must  be  undei'stood  of  Burns  at  hia  best ;  for  there  is  much 
inferior  work  mixed  up  with  his  ninaterpieces,  especially  among 
the  matter  whose  publication  was  not  authorised,  and  indeed 
virtually  forbidden  by  him,  and  no  one  knew  it  better  thaii 
bimBelf.  But  he  does  not  stand  alone  here.  An  apology  is 
wanted  for  mentioning  the  proverbial  nodding  of  Homer;  but  even 
Slinkespeare  has  passages  of  downright  bombast,  and  not  seldom 
piles  on  fancies  and  beauties  that  are  superfluous  and  disturb  the 
poetic  aim. 

Wordsworth  has  remarked  on  Goethe's  want  of '  inevitablencss,' 
but  he  haa  no  such  criticism  to  make  on  Burns,  for  whom  as  a 
niastor  of  his  craft,  and  even  as  a  man,  he  speoks  in  terras  of  the 
most  unstinted  aduiiration,  and  to  whom  lie  was,  by  the  consent  of 
his  own  greatest  admirers,  and  indeed  avowedly,  indebted  deeply, 
in  regard  both  to  material  and  style,  llie  strength  of  Burns 
was  that  his  work  was  'inevitable.*  'My  passions,'  ho  soys  of 
his  earlier  days,  '  when  once  they  were  lighted  up,  raged  like  so 
many  devils  till  they  got  vent  in  rhyme  ;  and  then  conning  over 
my  verses,  like  a  ^pell,  soothed  oU  into  quiet.'  It  was  the  same 
nil  throu<jh  : 

Jiixt  now  1  've  In 'en  the  lit  n'  rhyiiie, 

My  bamiie  nodille  's  u-orkiiig  prime. 

My  fancy  yerket  up  mibliiiie, 

Wi'  liOHty  Rununon : 

Hae  ye  a  leiHnreiiinnient'H  time 

Tolieai-  wliat'scnmin'T 
Or  it  might  be : 

But  liow  the  subject  theme  ninj  gang. 
Let  time  and  chance  deteniiine ; 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  sant;. 
Perhaps  turn  out  a  seniioii. 

In  this  respect  Bums  had  an  enormous  advantnge  over  even  the 
greatest  poets.  His  work  was  not  concocted.  It  was  inspired. 
His  own  nature  forced  it  on  him,     A  call  came  to  him  higher 
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him  ^Tith  ShnkeBpenre,  Bacon,  Titua,  CfBsar,  and  Cromwell ;  ths 
fact  that  it  is  in  respect  of  '  pranks '  in  no  way  detracting  from  the 
Bigniticance  of  the  clnssificntion.  There  can  be  little  doubt  that 
Bums  exercised  a  great  influence  in  tlie  poetic  making  of  Byron, . 
if  not  in  his  earlier  at  all  events  in  his  later  development,  and  that 
the  direct  realism  and  fearless  self-ievelatioit  of  Burns  confirmed 
Byron  in  those  qualities  which  have  led  the  most  eminent  of  our 
living  poeta  to  point  out '  sincerity  and  strength '  as  the  character- 
istic  features  of  the  later  poet's  work.  When  this  is  taken  in  con- 
nection with  the  admitted  fact  of  his  influouco  on  Wordsworth,  it 
Biippliea  very  strong  indirect  evidence  of  the  power  that  was  in 
Burns.  Probably  no  poets  of  the  century  have  done  more  to  make 
the  century's  poetry  what  it  is  than  Wordsworth  and  Byron.  Of 
that  poetry,  their  best  is  probably  that  which  will  live  longest,  and 
the  master  of  two  such  disciples  must  himself  have  been  great. 
Not  that  Bums  was  the  first  in  point  of  mere  date  to  inaugurate 
that  return  to  nature  which  broke  down  the  eighteenth  century 
artificial iam,  fortiied  on  the  model  hut  without  the  genius  of  PopR. 
There  was  the  Scottish  school^too  weak,  however,  for  effects  fjeyond 
its  own  narrow  walls.  There  were  retilists,  spomdicnlly  distrihutml 
here  and  there  in  England.  But  Cowper  and  Crabbe  would  never 
have  swayed  Wonlsworth  and  Byron.  The  force  and  fire  and 
tnily  clnasic  form,  however,  of  Burii!<,  and  the  oxamplo  of  his 
nuccess  in  dealing  with  the  materials  he  found  in  himself  and  the 
actual  life  around  him,  told  upon  those  two  great  and  original  minds, 
and  through  them  upon  the  revolution  that  was  to  come  over  the 
form  and  much  of  the  spirit  of  English  poetry. 

XXVIl. 

Thnt  Bums  did  not  propound  pchemes  of  philosophy  or  theology 
after  the  manner  of  Wonlsworth  am)  Browning  is  true  enough ;  hut 
poasilily  it  was  a  correct  instinct  that  loci  him  to  feel  that  rhymed 
srrHionising  or  metaphysics  in  blank  verso  was  not  po*^try,  whom 
function  surely  lies  in  the  concrete.  Had  there  not  been  something 
else  and  belter  in  Wordsworth  and  Browning  than  homiletic  versi- 
fying, their  names  would  already  have  been  forgotten.  That  it 
was  not  for  want  of  speculative  power  thnt  Bums  deals  little  in 
abstract  thinking  is  sufficiently  eridencMl   by  his  ecclesiastical 
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NiliifiSQixl  tlie  <'lliiual  ch'itii'iit  in  liis  EpislIuB  to  SillKr,  Ijipniik, 
Smith,  mill  ntlirr^,  to  say  tiotliiii);  uf  liis  LctUits.  But  he  knows 
tliu  limits  v'liicli  his  art  jirL-sciilwa  io  lliis  vein  of  tliiiiking,  uid 
niliiiitu  no  more  tlinii  is  UKt^ful  fur  i^iiricliiii}j  a  pouin  by  spt  allusion, 
ffitliiiut  tuniiii;;  it  into  nn  apuay  in  eitlicr  Ontology  or  Deontology. 
When  lio  is  wiiii])arcil  witli  UimiLer,  a  uioro  funniilahle  rivol  is 
i-it<-il.  <'hniii'cr,  it  is  Kii<t,  (IimIs  with  n  widur  niid  a  lovelier 
woHil,  oiiil  I'xhiliitK  Q  ^rcutttr  wrnUh  of  characters  In  a  diction  not 
h'ss  cany  ami  jiiitiiiOMjiio.  ]Uit  Itunis'a  charnctcn  ue  moie  striking 
hin  foKo  anil  fira  anil  tcndiTncBS  are  gioator,  and  he  can  rise  to 
]ji'i<;hts  (if  |iasfiii>n:ttit  ntturaiicc  inaccessible  to  tlie  father  of  English 
poetry.     ChnticiT'ri  sketch  of  tho  Jliiilitt'  is  wull  known :. 

IIU  lorili'i'  h1ioc|i,  Iiih  CAtllc,  Iiih  ilaity, 
DiH  Hnine,  liln  lii)rM>,  hifi  Hlock,  niiil  IiIh  itonttiy, 
Wnn  nliully  in  this  Hlvwanl'M  j^vcniiiif;. 
Anil  liy  liix  ciivpiianl  finve  tlie  rcfknuing 
Shii-c  that  \iU  loi-il  u'ltH  tu'pntj'  j'Cdr*  of  a{^. 
Tlit'it!  ■■ixilil  III)  iiinii  liriiiK  liiiii  in  urreamge, 
7'horc  wax  )i<>  Iniikll',  no  licnl,  no  iitlier  liyne, 
Itul  tliiU  he  kn(>w  lii^  Hli>it;1it  nnil  hia  covyne ; 
Tlit'y  n'en<  a-ilrpa<l  of  lijin  nx  of  the  ileath. 

^       TliiH  is  shrewdly  (loiii' ;  hut  surely  llurns  works  with  mote  vivid- 

^^     nes.-,  when  he  says: 


ll.-'lUUr>i]wi 

ii' thi..Hti.!i,  cLiiM'nii'Hweftr, 

ire'lUi-invlic 

nil  11><>iii.  tN>ii..t  their  Kear, 

■While  tli.-y  >ti 

anil  ^tair,  wV  (w|ieet  liunililc. 

Aii'lieaiitu", 

an' fi'Hi  lunl  liunihle. 

^Vhen  iKKfls  iif  the  oruiite  oiiler,  like  KuatH,  Shelley,  or  Tennyson, 
eomo  in  iinestion,  an  entin^Iy  new  piint  arises.  The  niarTelloaa 
lieanty  of  Keats — niarvrllous  nut  only  for  his  years  but  in  itself — 
is  nut  in  Burns,  nor  is  the  peculiar  music  and  rich  decoration  of 
Tennyson,  or  the  iln^'umtic  an<l  brilliant  Pantheism  and  tmiiscen- 
tlentnl  nieti physics  of  Shelley,  continually  losing;  himself  among  tho 
stars  and  the  universe  at  lai^c.  IJut  neither  arc  they  in  Homer  nor 
any  nf  the  great  poets  uf  classic  antiquity,  nor  in  Shakeapearo  in 
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those  highest  passages  tliat  have  placed  him  ou  the  throne  of 
jxjetry.  The  niannor  of  those  great  singers  is  that  of  a  severe 
simiilicity,  using  no  more  descriptive  touelies  than  are  needed  to 
make  the  object  of  the  delineation  speak  for  itself  and  reveal  ita 
own  beanty,  ]X)wer,  or  pathetic  impressiveness.  Tlio  manner  of  the 
oniaiiieutal  school  is  to  crowd  the  canvas  witli  highly-coloured  and 
shining  accessories,  dazzling  the  eye  and  distracting  the  mind  in 
search  of  the  central  figure.  The  contrast  between  the  classic  and 
the  decorative  scliool  is  like  tliat  between  a  Greek  statue,  pcrtectiy 
chiselled  bat  colourless  and  nude,  and  a  wax  figure  caref  nlly  tinted, 
dressed  out  in  the  most  fasliionable  glories  of  Regent  Street,  and 
diamonded  with  all  the  resources  of  Hatton  Gaiiien.  Place  them 
together  in  a  shop-window,  and  probably  more  eyes  of  passers-by 
woiUd  be  drawn  to  the  sparkling  and  exquisitely  vestured  effort  in 
wax ;  but  tlie  'judicious '  would  turn  to  the  finished  marble.  la  it 
because  it  works  in  the  cheap  wax.  that  tlie  ornnte  scliool  instinc- 
tively depends  upon  the  richness  of  its  'properties'!  It  has  certainly 
no  wealth  of  human  character,  no  variety  of  human  situations,  to 
show.  Tennyson's  most  memorable  character  is  probably  his 
'Northern  Farmer,'  but  that  is  realism,  executed  with  chissic 
simplicity  and  no  wreaths  of  rare  flowers  to  distract  the  eye. 
Hyperion  and  Kndymion  are  full  of  dctaclied  beauties;  hut  we 
cannot  find  the  key  to  them  in  our  own  hearts,  and  must  seek  it  in 
the  dictionaries  of  the  erudite  Smith.  Adonais,  certainly,  has  its 
cliarm,  but  one  must  have  graduated  in  Pantheism  to  feel  its  power. 
It  may  be  doubted  if  decorative  poetry,  in  ao  far  as  it  merely 
heaps  beauty  u]>on  the  commonplace  or  the  unreal  or  the  monstrous, 
is  a  wholesome  form  of  art.  Splendid  millinery  on  a  splendid  form, 
goi^eous  upholstery  diffused  over  a  palace,  may  heighten  the  general 
effect;  but  who  would  go  to  see  the  millinery  nnd  upholstery  'on 
view '  ?  Yet  this  ia  not  unlike  tlie  treat  offered  by  the  ornate 
school.  It  is  told  of  Keats  that  he  used  to  pepper  his  tongue  '  to 
enjoy  in  all  its  grandeur  the  cool  flavour  of  delicious  claret.'  It  is 
no  disparagement  of  the  claret  to  say  that  this  verged  on  luxurious 
indulgence,  and  the  multiplication  of  beautiful  trappings,  whose 
beauty  in  themselves  nmy  be  undouhtoO,  but  which  are  out  of  all 
proportion  to  the  subject  they  profess  to  adoni,  looks  uncommonly 
like  luxuriance,  the  benuty-drunkard  calling  for  another  goblet 
when  he  has  liatl  enough.     This  was  not  the  form  of  Wonlswogh 
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when  he  was  himself  aud  not  luerely  the  uupulpited  curata  His 
furiu  was  then  severely  simple ;  setting  forth  a  theme^  worthy  of 
reproduction,  in  chosen  words  sutiicient  to  present  it  as  a  wholes 
neither  distracting;  attention  to  unessential  adjuncts  nor  suggest- 
ing defect  by  the  addition  of  alien  adornment^  but  trusting 
solely  to  that  eifcct  of  concentrated  beauty  always  yielded  by 
the  successful  imago  of  an  adequate  original,  in  which  lies  ail 
the  magic  of  genuine  art.  One  of  tlie  most  competent  critics  of 
AVordsworth,  appreciative  yet  discriminating,  has  said:  *  Words- 
worth owed  much  to  Burns,  and  a  stylo  of  ])erfect  plainness,  relying 
for  efTect  solely  on  the  weight  and  force  of  tliat  which,  with  entire 
fidelity,  it  niters,  Burns  could  sliow  him ; '  and  then  ho  quotes  tlie 
lines  beginning  '  The  poor  inhabitant  below,'  &c.,  and  adds : 
'  Every  one  will  be  conscious  of  a  likeness  here  to  Wordsworth ; 
and  if  Wonlsworth  did  great  things  with  this  nobly  plain  manner, 
we  must  remember,  what  indeed  he  himself  would  always  have 
been  forward  to  acknowledge,  that  Burns  used  it  before  him.' 

XXVIII. 

The  truth  is,  to  com])aro  such  a  [)oet  as  l^urns  with  Keats,  or 
Shelley,  or  Tennyson  is  to  do  injustice  on  lK)th  sides.  You  might 
almost  as  fairly  compare  him  with  Titian,  or  Phidias,  or  Beethoven. 
They  ai-e  difierent  types  of  artists,  and  it  is  about  as  futile  to 
compare  them  as  it  would  be  to  com])are  a  snuff-box  with  a  iK>lice- 
man.  The  only  question  that  can  be  asked  as  between  the  simple 
and  classic  school  on  the  one  hand  and  the  ornate  and  luscious 
school  on  the  other  is.  Whether  do  the  classics  or  the  decorators 
represent  the  higher  and  truer  form  of  the  poetic  art?  It  is  a  question 
for  an  intellectual  jury.  A  special  jury  of  the  minds  most  trained 
in  i)Octic  experiences  will  probably  decide  for  the  classics;  a  common 
jury,  representing  a  larger  constituency,  will  as  ])robably  give  a 
venlict  for  the  dcconitora  There  is  no  ap|)eal.  Chacnn  a  son  goAL 
Burns  happened  to  belong  to  the  classic  school,  and  in  that  school 
stood  high,  in  certain  respects  the  highest.  ^Nforeover,  ho  had 
(pialities  which  most  of  his  fellow-classics  lack.  I-ike  Shake- 
si)eare  he  saw  keenly  the  humorous  side  of  life,  and  knew  how 
to  hit  it  off  in  light  and  instantaneous  strokes.  A  critic,  indeed, 
who  has  left  a  high  reputation  behind  him  as  a  novelist,  and 


CHARACntR   AMD   0ENIU8.  487 

wlio  was  by  no  tueans  friendly  to  Burns,  liua  fult  constminctl  to 
say  of  liini :  'His  Lumuur  uoiiics  from  liim  in  a  Htruuiu  su  deep 
uiid  tiujy  tliut  I  will  venture  to  call  litm  tho  host  of  liumorous 
])out8.'  Tbon  lio  could  nut  only  conimitnd  thu  adniimlioii  of  liin 
liecrs,  but  liitil  tlio  seurut  of  luuking  himself  appreciated  l>y  the 
mass  of  luankiud.  His  uhunn  tuutliea  at  ouuo  tlie  lii^^lieiit  and 
tlio  luwust  cupiidty.  Ity  unerring  instiuct  lie  seized  a  subject 
of  uuivci'siil  interest,  or  rather  tiie  subject  seized  hini.  Hu  presented 
it  in  II  uianuer  uf  bia  own  not  only  iutinitely  attmctive  but  a1)sohitcly 
[wnpicuous,  and  diatingititthed  by  that  bi-evity  which  is  not  only 
thu  soul  of  wit  but  tlie  token  of  inastory.  Su  that,  while  ^lillon 
ut  last  becomes  wearisome,  and  even  Shakesjieare  looks  a.  serious 
undertaking,  and  the  rest  are  left  to  the  leisured  and  curious  few, 
Iiurna  is  uuivei'sully  welcome,  uuiversully  intelligible,  universally 
instructive  or  delightful.  Probably  iio  j)oet  of  the  lirat  rank  bus 
ever  been  more  [wpiilar,  and  in  the  best  sense  of  popularity. 

Ot  tlio  jKjetry  wliich  produced  these  etFects  a  good  deal  has 
ah'oiidy  been  said  incidentally ;  but  eonietliing,  chiefly  in  tho  Wiiy 
of  classilication  and  comparison,  still  remains  to  be  done.  By 
general  consent,  three  of  burns's  poems  stand  out  from  llie  vest: 
'The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  'Tho  Jolly  lieggarsj'ond  'Tarn  o' 
Shanter,'  anil  on  the  conipanitive  merits  of  these  criticism  is  much 
divided.  When  Bums  is  spoken  of  outside  Scotland  or  Scotch 
circles,  it  is  'The  Cotter's  Satuitlay  Nit,'ht,'  with,  perhaps,  'Ye 
Imnks  and  braes  o'  bonnie  Doon'  and  'Scots  wha  ha'u,'  by  which 
he  is  identified.  But  'The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night*  iauot  Burns's 
supreme  i>oeticnl  success.  It  is,  bowcvci',  a  great,  though  unequal, 
iiffort,  and  might  have  looked  greater  had  not  Biims  liabittiated  us 
elsewhere  and  otherwise  to  work  of  nioi'e  masterly  character.  In 
the  selection  of  the  topic  Ihirns  showed  his  usual  felicity  and  the 
uuivui-sality  of  his  sympatliies.  The  trinmpU  of  a  simple  jiietyand 
moi-ality  over  ]Kivutty — a  motive  far  transcending  that  of  Forgussoii's 
'Farniei's  lugle,'  from  which  [)n>bably  a  suggestion  was  taken — 
was  so  striking  a  feature  in  the  Scottish  peasant  life  of  tlie  day  thut 
liurua  could  uot  have  fulfilled  his  pur|)0Be  of '  singing  tho  sentimenU 
iind  uiannera  be  felt  and  saw  in  himself  and  his  rustic  compeers' 
had  he  omitted  to  make  use  of  it  The  failures  of  the  piece  have 
Itecii  traced  to  various  causes,  to  tho  unaccustomed  nieti-u,  to  the 
fact  that  'the  world  of  tho  "  Cotter's  Satuixlay  Night"  is  not  a  beau- 
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tiful  world.'  The  allegntioii  ia  certniuly  untrue.  Tlie  beauty  umy 
not  be  the  beauty  of  the  liny  of  Kaplen,  or  the  beauty  of  a  full- 
dress  dinner  at  Willia's  rooms,  or  an  arietocratic  dance  in  Miiyfnir; 
but  religion  and  virtue,  I'isini,'  superior  to  misfortune  and  Itnrdship, 
have  a  beauty  and  even  sublimity  for  those  who  poseesa  suflicicnt 
wiiUli  of  vision.  Besides,  it  should  be  rem  em  leered  Hint  an  artistic 
iniDfje  of  anything'  is  by  itself  beautiful,  if  jjroperjy  executed.  Wus 
Caliban  beautiful  ?  Was  Folstalf )  la  Pandemonium  T  Yet  those 
are  usually  reckoned  Shnkospoarinn  and  Miltoiiic  triumphs.  Was 
llic  deiitli-strug}{le  of  I^ocoon  beautiful  t  It  was  horrible  j  but  in 
nurblo  it  is  an  artistic  treasure. 

Tlio  weakness  in  '  The  Cotter's  Satunlay  Nij^ht' comes  not  from  iU 
subject  but  from  a  certiiin  falsetto  tone  into  which  Itunis,  contrai; 
to  his  own  nature,  knowledj^e,  and  habit,  felt  himself  driven.  The 
piety  of  'The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night'  ia  nn  unedncatcd  and  unen- 
lightened piety.  Bums  was  neither  imcducate<l  nor  unenlightened ; 
but,  for  rensona,  he  strives  to  squeeze  himself  into  symjtntliy  and 
identity  with  that  state  of  things,  and  he  incurs  the  [lenolty  of 
occasionally  degonernting  into  mere  'goody-goody.'  Tlicu  he  be- 
comes aggressive  iu  defence  of  cottage-life : 

Whiil  Aitcii  ill  a  cottage  uoiilil  have  lieeu ; 

Ah  '.  llioiigli  his  wortli  unknown,  far  ha]>pier  there,  I  ween  1 

'Aiken'  probably  did  not  thank  him  fur  bis  (;ood  wishes,  and 
Hums  himself  was,  rightly  enough,  anxious  to  rise  alnvc  the 
uotlago  position.     Then  be  alleges  that 

In  fair  Virtue's  licnvenly  mad 
The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  Itehiiiil, 

and  says  some  very  hard  things  about  a '  lordling's  irani)),'  which  he 
lived  to  correct  after  he  had  met  Ixirds  Doer  and  Gloiicairn.  Not 
satisfied  with  all  this,  he  attacks  'Italian  tiills'  ns  having  'nao 
uuison  with  our  Creator's  prnise,'  nnd  as  being  much  inferior  to  the 
well-known  Scottish  Cliufch  tunes  respectively  called  '  iJundee,' 
'  Martyrs,'  and  '  Elgin.'  Now,  Burns  must  have  known  that  the 
Catholic  sacred  music  is  at  least  ns  good  as  the  Presbyterian. 

How  are  we  to  account  for  these  uncharacteristic  narrownesses 
and  unveracitiea  T  The  reasons  are  pluin  and  not  dishonouring  to 
Burns.     Virst,  ho  felt,  and  not  wrongly,  that  the  life  of  the  Scottish 
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poor,  to  wliom  he  belonged,  was  undeservedly  tlespiacd  by  too 
many  uf  tlie  more  fortunate.  He  would  assert  its  titia  tu  i-espect; 
and  if  in  doiug  so  he  sometimes  struck  out  wildly^why,  the  laws 
of  buttle  must  not  be  too  nice.  Next,  'The  Cotter's  Saturday 
Night '  was  drawn  from  actual  scenes  in  his  father's  house,  niid  tlicni 
was  no  hnnian  being — probably  no  being  at  all — whom  in  hia  heart 
of  he.-11-ts  Burns  loved  and  reverenced  more  than  his  fatlier.  He 
had,  of  course,  mpidly  outgrown  his  fiitlicr's  tlioughls — although 
Burns'a  father  was  anything  but  a  weak-minded  man ;  but  for  that 
father's  honour  he  would  sacrifice  a  part  of  bis  poetic  prerogative 
and  duty,  and  force  himself  into  coniure  of  fuitli  too  tight  for  his 
bnlk.  Tliese  concessions,  however,  have,  to  their  extent,  marred 
the  poem ;  but  where  liums  feels  himself  free  lie  is  as  strong  as 
over.  There  arc  (lassogea  in  'TJio  Cotter's  Saturday  Night'  which  he 
nowhere  excels.  Here,  despite  the  heavy  armour  of  the,  pprhajts, 
unfortunately  chosen  Spenseiian  stanza,  he  moves  easily,  and  rises 
when  needful  to  the  befitting  heights  on  a  wing  of  power.  The 
outburst  beginning,  '  Oil !  happy  love  ! '  the  references  to  the  '  big 
ha'  Jiiblc,'  especially  to  John's  vision  in  Patmos,  and  the  concluding 
patriotic  stanzas  are  in  hia  best  manner,  while  the  half-humorous 
episode  of  Jeiniy  and  tier  rustic  lover  are  charmingly  managed. 

It  is  worth  observing  that  these  itassages  are  written,  not  in  the 
broad  Scotch  of  the  first  lialf  of  the  poem,  but  in  English,  into 
whleli  Bums  often  glided,  especially  when  he  had  to  express 
feeling,  not  of  a  local  character,  but  common  to  all.  It  is  often 
affirmed  that  Bums  failed  when  ho  trieil  to  write  English.  In 
certain  cases,  no  doubt,  he  did,  just  as  in  certain  other  cases  ho 
failed  when  he  wrote  Scotch.  But  '  Mary  in  Heaven '  is  in 
English,  and  of  its  kiml  it  is  probably  unsurpassed  in  English 
literature.  So  also  are  'Man  was  made  to  mourn;'  the  impas- 
sioned stanzas  on  the  '  Wonndeil  Hare,'  so  characteristic  of 
ISiirns's  sympathy  with  the  dumb  creation;  the  '  UUe  to  the 
Memory  of  Mrs  Oswald,'  which  Carlylo  rightly  calls  'a  piece 
that  might  have  been  chanted  by  the  Furies  of  jliachylus;' 
the  highest  pass^es,  whether  descriptive  or  reflective,  in  'Tarn  o' 
Shnntcr ; '  the  most  exquisite  half  of  the  '  ^fountain  Daisy ; '  the 
powerful  and  unique  '  Macpherson's  I'arewell,*  except  two  wonia 
not  requiring  translation  ;  '  Had  wo  never  loved  so  kindly  '  almost 
entirely  ;  '  Afton    Water ; '  the   '  Song  of  Death  ; '  the  pathetic 
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lyric  hcginning  *The  gloomy  IsUglit  is  gathering  fast^'  do\m  even 
to  the  word  '  bonnio,'  >vhich  is  Shakespearian ;  the  substauco 
of  '  Scots  wha  hao  '  and  *  Go  fetch  to  me  a  pint  of  Wine ; '  tlio 
whole  of  *  A  Iknl's  Epitaph/  except  a  few  words  in  the  linst 
8Uinz;i ;  the  gi-eater  and  the  most  elevated  ^mrt  of  *  The  Vision ; ' 
the  touching  '  Ode  on  Despondency/  and  others — passages  or 
c()ni[)lete  ])oems  —  that  might  bo  mentioned,  proving  that  if 
Ihirns  was  a  great  Scotch  i)oet,  ho  was  not  an  indiilerant  English 
one.  To  the  same  eilect  we  can  cite  the  latter  half  of  the 
justly-celebrated  'Cotter's  Satunlay  Is'ight^'  of  which  it  has  to 
be  said  iiually  that,  however  plain  its  weaknesses  may  be  to  the 
critical  eye,  there  is  nothing  that  Bums  ever  wrote  that  has 
brouglit  liim  closer  to  the  hearts  and  the  respect  of  the  masses 
of  the  Scottish  people,  who,  divining  its  high  pur[x>8e,  have  not 
iHicn  too  keenly  on  the  look-out  for  blemishes  and  ini|>erfection8y 
and  have  been  willing  to  i-egai-d  it  with  Wilson  as  '  the  noblest 
poem  genius  ever  dedicated  to  domestic  devotion/  and  to  justify 
llnzlitt  in  com[)aring  its  effect  to  that  pi'oduced  *  by  a  slow  and 
solemn  strain  of  music/ 

XXIX. 

AVhen  wc  come  to  strike  a  bidancc  between  *  The  Jolly  Ik^ggars ' 
and  *  Taiu  o'  Shanter  '  we  are  forceil  to  ask,  *  AVho  shall  decide  when 
doctors  disagree?'  Cami>bell,  Hazlitt,  AVilson,  Sliairp,  Burns  him- 
self, think  *  Tam  o'  Shanter'  his  mastei'inece  ;  but  Arnold,  Taino, 
Cjiilyle  are  for  *The  Jolly  Beggars,'  although,  for  many,  Carlylo's 
judgment  may  seem  discounted  by  the  fact  that  he  thought  the 
poetry  of  Keats  *  consists  in  a  weak-eyed  maudlin  sensibility,  and 
a  certain  vague  random  tunefulness  of  nature.'  Probiibly  the  l)etter 
opinion  is,  that  *  The  Jolly  Beggars,*  on  the  whole,  exhibits  the 
highest  triumi»h  Burns  ever  achieved  in  the  jwetic  art  in  the 
way  of  strength,  and  displays  a  dramatic  power — admitted  even  by 
Principal  Shaiip,  who  is,  of  course,  s^idly  scandalised  by  the  subject 
— with  which  he  is  not  usually  credited,  and  which  might  have 
come  to  something  had  there  been  time  ;  although  it  must  not  be 
forgotten  that  it  was  a})ropos  of  '  Tarn  o'  Shanter  *  that  Scott 
declared  that  *  no  poet,  with  the  oxcei)tion  of  Shakesi>eai*e,  ever 
possessed  the  power  of  exciting  the  most  varied  and  discordant 
emotions  with  such  rapid  transitions.'     Certainly,  in  this  respect, 
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'Turn  o'  Slmiitur'  is  a  wuiiderful  proiltjctioii,  but  scarcoly  less  so 
i<i  '  Tlie  Jully  li'.'ggara ; '  wliils  tlie  Litter  tlcale  witli  osiiucts  of 
liuiuaii  nature  of  deeper,  U'  wilder  aud  more  tra^pc,  interest  Uian 
the  other.  Tain  and  the  Soiitcr,  Kate,  tli(!  landlord  and  the  laiid- 
huly,  ore  all  admirably  sketched;  hut  the  heart  which  tliiiiks 
nothiug  Iiuman  foreign  to  it  is  attroetod  Diorc  [xiwuifuUy  towards 
these  ale-house  outcasts,  lost  to  every  forni  of  Tes[>ectahility,  yet 
solving  the  [u-ublcni  of  life  in  a  way  of  their  own.  One  thinks 
involuntarily  of  Milton's  [xtrtraits  of  hie  fulleu  oiigels,  the  coni- 
iwrison,  however,  being  to  the  advantage  of  Burns,  who  draws 
liunian  realities  front  the  life,  while  Milton's  figures  are  aiiniily  the 
creations  of  imagination.  Side  by  side  with  these  in  jxiint  of 
sheer  strength  must  stand  the  monograph  of  '  Holy  Willie's 
Prayer,'  a  fiiarlcss  and  iioweifnl  psycliologieal  analysis,  tracing 
tlie  disastrous  mid  depraving  elTucla  of  a  ternblu  creed  on  a 
narrow  and  uninstructed  intellect  and  wuuk  moral  nature,  und 
exccuttxl  with  a  dramatic  and  liunioi'uus  audacity  that  has  had 
no  jiarallel,  whuthor  aa  model  or  imitation.  It  has  been  objected 
to  it  that  it  contains  elements  of  coarseness;  but  was  the  picture 
iwssible  without  some  coarseness  t  And  as  Byron  juslly  a'niarks, 
'A  man  may  be  roante  au<I  yet  nut  tuhjar,  and  the  reverse. 
Burns  is  often  coarse,  but  never  vulgar' 

But  these  jioems,  great  though  tliey  undoubtedly  are,  do  not 
reveal  the  full  wcaltli  of  genius  that  was  In  Burns.  Hti  did  work 
of  the  highest  order  in  almost  eveiy  conceivable  vein  of  [kmUc 
productivity — Satirical,  lU-flective,  Descriptive,  lluuioruua,  Pas- 
sioonte,  and  Tender,  in  niany  instiuices  several  or  all  of  these 
qualities  being  blended  in  a  single  utfurt.  Among  the  'Satires' 
the  leading  ])lace  must,  of  couise,  be  assigned  to  'Tlie  Holy  Fair,' 
'The  Ordination,"  'The  Twa  HgrIs,'  'The  Holy  Tulyie,"  or  the 
'Epistle  to  M'Matli,'  where  bo  says: 

O,  Pope,  liad  T  thy  snlire'H  darts 
Ti)  gi'e  tlie  rascals  tlieir  deserlH, 
I  'd  rip  their  rolt«n,  hollow  bearte, 

An'  tell  aloud 
Tlictr  juggliii'  liocUB-iHKUS  arU> 

To  cheat  tlie  crowd. 

All  hail,  IteliKion  !  inaitl  divine  ! 
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a  freedom  and  veracity  to  which  they  are  little  accuBtomed,  yet 
in  a  strain  of  playful,  if  Bonietinits  broad,  humour  which  goes 
for  to  salve  any  wound  inflicted,  and  ends  with  one  of  those 
pathetic  and  genial  life-touches  with  which  Burns  so  often  imparts 
elevation  of  tone  to  a  whole  deliverance  : 

Goil  blesH  yon  a' !  connider  now, 

Ye're  inico  iiiucklo  dantet ; 
But,  ere  the  courae  o'  lite  be  thronj^Ii, 

It  may  be  bilt«r  xautet ; 
An' t  lia'e  tieen  tlieir  coggie  fou. 

Thai  yet  Im'e  tarrow't  at  it ; 
Bnt  or  tlie  day  was  done,  I  trow, 

Tbe  laggen  they  lia'e  clanlet 
Fu'  clean  that  day. 

The  '  Reflective,'  including  the  moralising  and  more  or  less 
didactic,  poems  are  of  course  akin  in  purpose  to  the  satiricaL 
They  include  meet  of  the  EpiRtlcs,  to  Uavie,  to  Lapmik,  to  Simson, 
to  a  'Young  Friend,'  to  Blneklock,  to  l>e  Peyster,  to  Mrs  Scott  of 
Wauchope,  with  '  Despondency,'  '  Man  was  niaile  to  mouni,'  the 
'  Address  to  tlie  Unco  Guid,'  the  '  Bard's  Epitaph,'  '  Contented  wi' 
little,'  and  incidental  remarks  on  human  life  and  its  problems 
scattered  over  poema  not  dealing  avowedly  with  that  tlieme. 
What  Bunis's  own  plan  of  life  was  has  already  been  considered. 
His  general  view  of  life  and  what  to  make  of  it  would  prolmbly 
not  have  satisfied  Daddy  Auld,  hut  has  commended  itself  never- 
theless to  many  before  and  since  his  day.  In  the  pieces  men- 
tioned, while  expression  is  given  to  moods  of  sadness,  there  is 
no  pessimism.  Be  content  with  the  inevitable,  fight,  tho 
difliculties  that  may  be  overcome,  make  the  most  of  the  joya 
the  moment  yields,  aim  at  a  higher  mark  than  mere  external 
success  or  gain,  seek  in  tho  mind  itself  a  refuge  from  care  and 
pain,  aro  some  of  the  main  lessons  of  his  teaching  when  studied 
as  a  whole ; 

Let  us  cheefii'  iKMiniesce 
Nor  make  our  scanty  ])leAiiareK  less 
By  pilling  at  our  stat«. 

The  heart  aye '«  the  (wtrt  aye 
Tliat  makes  as  riglil  or  wmng. 
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At  timos  ho  says : 

Dame  Life,  though  fiction  out  may  trick  her. 
And  in  jMuttc  geniR  and  fripiier^'  deck  her: 
Oil !  flickering,  feeble,  and  unaicker 

I  've  fonnd  her  ntill, 
Ayo  wavering,  like  the  willow -wicker, 

Tween  good  aud  ill ; 


or  afpiin 


TA)nl  help  me  throngh  thin  warld  o '  eare, 
I  'ni  weary  sick  o  *t  Uite  and  air ; 

hut  that  is  at  onco  met  by  : 

Come,  firm  Resolve,  take  thou  the  van. 
Thou  Rtalk  o'  carl-hemp  in  man  t 
and : 

To  make  a  happy  fireside  clime 
To  wcanH  and  wife, 
Tlrnt  *s  the  tnie  (lathos  and  nnhlime 
Of  linman  life ; 
or  in  a  li^litor  strain : 

I  whylos  claw  the  ell)ow  o'  trouhleftomc  thonght, 

Hut  man  in  a  R(MlgiM\  and  life  is  a  fau^ht : 

My  mirth  and  gnid  hnuionr  are  coin  in  my  ponch. 

And  my  Frcc<lom  *8  my  lairdsliip  nac  m<mai-cli  dare  tonch. 

At  othoT  tinioa  ho  says : 

This  life  has  joys  for  you  and  I ; 
And  joys  that  riches  ne'er  oonhl  Imy  ; 

And  joys  the  vciy  l)eftt. 
There 's  a*  the  ideasnros  o'  the  heart, 

The  lovor  an'  the  frion* ; 


ami  af»ain 


All  hlameless  joys  on  earth  we  find, 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind  ; 


or,  hoconiing  more  ih^finite  : 


The  war'ly  race  may  dmdgo  and  drive, 
Ho<;-shonther,  jnndio,  stretch  and  strive, 
I  jet  me  fair  Nature's  face  doscrive, 

And  I,  wi'  pleasure, 
Shall  let  the  l»us\%  prumhling  hive 

Bum  ower  their  treasure. 


If  he  says : 
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Leeze  me  on  rhyme  !  it 's  aye  a  treasure, 
y\y  cliief,  aniaist  my  only  pleasure, 
At  hame,  a-fier,  at  wark  or  leisure, 

The  Muse,  poor  hizzie  ! 
Though  rongli  an'  raploch  be  her  measure, 

She 's  seldom  lazy. 

Hauil  to  the  Muse,  my  dainty  Davie  : 
The  warl'  may  play  you  mony  a  sliavie ; 
But  for  the  Muse,  she  *ll  never  leave  ye. 

Though  e'er  sae  puir — 
Na,  even  though  limpin'  wV  the  spavie 

Frae  door  to  door. 


This  life,  sae  far 's  I  understand, 
Ih  a'  enchanted  fairy-land, 
Where  pleasure  is  the  magic  wand. 

That,  wielde<l  right, 
Male's  hours  like  minutes,  hand  in  hand. 

Dance  by  fu'  light- 
he  also  a<lds : 

Know  prudent,  cautious  self-control 
Is  wisdom's  root. 

That  his  philosophy  of  life  is  not,  however,  self-centred  is 
ahundantly  prove*!  by  those  outbursts  of  sympathy  with  human 
progress,  culminating  in  *  A  Man 's  a  man  for  a'  that,*  the  matchleas 
assertion  of  man's  dignity  as  man,  the  chosen  hymn  of  all  high- 
hearted dreamers  of  a  better  day,  in  which  they  appeal  from  the 
injustices  of  the  present  to  the  time  that  they  believe 

Is  comin*  yet,  for  a*  that. 
That  man  to  man  the  warld  o'er 
Shall  brothers  l)e  for  a'  that 

As  to  the  luetic  rank  of  Bums's  ethical  utterances,  there  is,  apart 
from  the  merits  of  *  Desjwndency '  and  *Man  was  made  to  mourn,' 
a  fairly  general  agreement  that  nowhere  does  he  move  more  easily 
and  nimbly,  or  show  greater  command  of  the  aptest  words  for 
the  choicest  topics  than  in  these  Epistles.  Where  all  is  so  well 
done,  it  is  difficult  to  select ;  but  it  is  perhaps  safe  to  say  that  the 
*  First  Epistle  to  Davie '  and  the  first  to  I^praik  stand  out  some- 
what from  the  others,  the  first  because  it  sets  forth  a  high  and 
true  view  of  life  in  a  complicated  metro,  whoso  difficulties  are 
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surmounttiil  Avithout  eifort^  and  the  other  because  of  the  brilliaRt 
style  in  which  Bums,  in  the  name  of  Nature,  throws  down  the 
glove  to  the  academic  and  artificial  versifiers : 

Wliat*B  a'  your  jargon  o*  your  scbools. 
Your  Latin  names  for  horns  and  stools? 
•  •  •  •  • 

Oie  me  a  spark  o*  Nature^s  fire. 
That  *s  a'  tlie  learning  I  desire. 


XXX. 

A  'Descriptive'  [)oet  in  tlio  usual  sense  Bums  was  not     In 
'  The  Vision '  ho  makes  Coila,  his  '  native  muse,'  say  to  him  : 

Thou  canst  not  learn,  nor  can  I  f>how. 
To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape-glow. 

This  was  not  because  he  had  no  delight  in  Nature.  Witness  to 
the  contrary  the  well-known  ])nB8agcs  beginning : 

Oh  Nature  !  a'  tliv  shows  an'  forms 
To  feeling,  pensive  hearts  liae  charnis  ! 
or  : 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still. 

The  moon  was  shining  clearly  ; 
or: 

The  Catrine  woo4l8  were  yellow  seen. 

The  flowers  decayed  on  Catrine  lea, 
Nae  laverock  sang  on  hillm'k  gi-een, 

lint  nature  sickeneil  on  the  e*e ; 

or,  as  in  *The  Vision  of  Liberty  :' 

The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still, 

The  stai"s  they  shot  alang  the  sky  ; 
The  fox  was  howling  on  the  hill, 

The  distant  echoing  glens  reply. 

But  Burns  was  most  concerned  in  Nature's  greatest  work — 
Man.  Had  ho  ever  heard  of  it,  he  would  have  relished  keenly 
Johnson's  counsel  to  stop  'babbling  of  green  fields,'  and  *go  into 
Fleet  Street  and  study  men.'  Besides,  Burns's  jioctvy  is  full  of 
movement,  as  scarcely  any  other  is.  It  has  to  keep  pace  with 
human  action  ;   it  hastens  on  from  point  to  point,  and  has  no 
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poetic  time  for  pulliug  up  aud  uluboiutely  paiuting  a  landscape. 
It  has  really  better  work  to  do.  Hence  his  ThomsoiieBque  is  cou- 
fined  to  a  few  indispensable  touclies,  like  the  brief  but  beautiful 
reference  to  river  niid  wood  in  '  Mary  in  Heaven.'  The  famous 
'  spate '  scene  in  the  '  Brigs  of  Ayr,'  ending, 

Tlien  down  ye  '11  liiirl,  deil  nor  ye  never  rige  ! 
And  daoli  the  gumlie  jaups  up  to  the  pouring  skies, 

might  seem  to  1>e  exceptional,  as  it  is  a  long  description  of  Nnture ; 
but  then  it  is  from  first  to  last  N^ature  in  movement,  and  ninde  for 
Burns's  mininer.  In  other  descriptions — of  events  and  men — his 
pictures  are  unsurpassed,  often  unequalled,  for  keen  observution 
and  graphic  rapidity.  He  sees  everything,  and  ho  rcconls  the 
essential.  Carlyle  has,  once  for  all,  expounded  and  illustrated 
this  fitculty  in  'The  Winter  Night,'  'The  pde  moon  setting 
behind  the  white  wave,'  the  early  Scots  '  still  pressing  onwards 
rud-wat  shod,'  and  other  vivid  effects  through  briefest  touches. 
Wliat  could  be  more  alive  than  the  picture  in  '  Scotch  Drink  ' 
of  the  'hniwuie,  bainio,  ploughman  chiel,'  bringing  down  'wi 
sturdy  wheel ' 

The  strong  foreliamiuer. 
Till  block  an'  stmldie  ring  an'  reel 

Wi'  dinnnme  clamour  ? 

It  was  a  close  observer  of  the  '  roaring  play  '  who  wruUi : 

He  was  tl>e  king  o'  a'  tlie  core. 
To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore ; 
Or  up  tlie  rink  like  Jeliu  roar 

111  time  u'  need  ; 
Bat  now  be  lags  un  Death's  liog  neore, 

Taui  Sanison's  dcail. 

It  is  the  same  all  through.  Whatever  lie  has  seen,  bo  has  scon 
wholly,  end  can  reproduce  unerringly.  Human  character  is  sketched 
as  forcibly  and  accurately  as  incidents  or  objects. 

'  Yon  ill-t«ngued  tinkler  Charlie  Fox '  lias  been  often  cited  as 
hitting  off  a  great  penonality  in  an  instant    So,  in  a  minor  way  : 

That  stee  aulil-farran  cliiel,  Dundns; 
or: 

Erskiuc,  a  Hpuukie  Norlan  billie; 
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or  tlie  oxtPTiiporiseil  Bkntch  of  SmcUie ; 

IIi<(  iincoiiibml  grizzly  lockn,  wild-Rtarinf;,  tlintclml 
A  lietui  for  tboiight  profonnd  ami  clenr  nnmntclied. 

Biinis'a  poems,  of  whatever  class,  are  full  of  such  cfTectivo  strokes. 
'  The  Jolly  Bof^Rara  '  nnd  '  Tani  o'  Slinntor '  nbnund  with  them  ; 
so  do  the  '  Twa  Dogs,' and  'The  Vision,'  and  '  Hallowe'en.'  The 
'  Holy  Fair '  is  not  only  a  sntira  but  a  pniioniraa.  Even  '  Lndj 
Onlie,  honest  luckio,  eolling  good  ale  on  Shore  o'  Buckie,'  remains 
in  the  memory;  and  in  'Tlieniol  Meniies'  bonnie  Mary,'  surely  a 
gem  of  itn  kind,  we  seem  to  see  Charlie  Gregor  losing  his  pkld  as 

Tliey  lap  nnd  dance<l  the  Icn-lang  day. 
Till  piper  Iwls  were  wae  and  weary. 

If  the  two  greater  poems  referred  to  t.'»ko  the  lead  in  this  excellence, 
there  aiv  many  others  in  which  the  swift  sncccssion  of  striking 
wonl-pictiirca  conipols  the  reader  who  has  made  a  beginning  to  go 
on  to  the  close. 

The  'Humorous'  element  in  Bums  is  so  conspicuous  and  un- 
disputed tlint  it  is  as  needless  to  insist  on  it  as  it  would  bo  usc- 
IcRs  to  iinalyso  it,  for  humour  cannot  be  eicpliiiiied,  it  can  only  be 
felt — by  such  na  have  the  sense  of  it.  Some  critics  coni]ilain 
tlint  we  have  too  much  of  '  Scotch  Drink  '  from  Bums  ;  hut  those 
who  cannot  see  the  huniormis  exonerations  of  'Scotch  Dnnk' 
and  the  '  Earnest  Cry '  are  fittintj  subjects  for  the  hackneyed 
'surgical  ojieration.'  Not  to  8]ieak  of  the  grcflt»;r  poems,  in 
which,  excepting  '  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Kight,'  bumonr  is  a 
prominent  element,  the  'Address  to  the  Deii,' with  its  profound 
and  prophetic  finale,  is  probably  suffused  with  a  richer  humour 
than  'Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook;'  but  the  latter  nii^ht  set 
up  hnlf-(wlo7;en  of  oui'  more  solemn  rhymers  for  lifu  in  this 
department.  The  incidental  play  of  humour  in  the  '  Satirical ' 
nnd  'Ri-'llcctivc'  and  otherwise  classified  pieces,  especially  in  the 
Epi:4tles,  is  abundant^  and  of  the  most  effective  order.     The  '  Holy 
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Fair 'anil  the  'Dream'  amuse  as  they  wield  the  lash,  the  <Twa 
Doge  '  aa  it  imtiits  the  contniBt  of  rich  and  poor,  and  the  '  Dying 
Words '  and  '  Elegy  of  poor  Mailie '  are  aa  hutnoroua  as  they  are 
tender  ;  while  the  poet's  description  of  his  mental  agonies  on  dining 
with  I>ord  Dae  r,  ths  Apostraphes  to  a  'Haggis'  and  the  '  Tooth- 
ache,' the  '  Epistle  to  Tennant  of  Olenconner,'  poking  fun  nt  Reid 
end  tlio  Philosophy  of  Common  Sense,  the  'Inventory,'  with  'wee 
Davoc  '  and  '  Effectnal  Calling,'  the  '  Epistle  to  Hiimilton  '  recom- 
nionding  a  hoy,  '  Captain  Grose  '  and  his  collection  of  antiqnitiee, 
the  blend  of  love  nnd  slyness  in  '  Whistle  and  1  'U  come  to  yon, 
my  lad,' '  Duncan  Gray,'  '  Tarn  Glen,'  '  Gindwife,  count  the  lawin',' 
'  Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findl.iy,'  '  Oh  foe  Ane  and  Twenty,'  '  Last 
Itfay  a  braw  Wooer,'  '  Gin  a  botly  meet  (or  kiss)  a  body,'  and 
much  else,  amply  corroborate  the  strength  of  Bums  in  an  endow- 
ment of  which  so  many  of  the  highest  order  of  poets  seem  entirely 
destitute. 

XXXT. 
Wlien  we  pass  from  the  moro  strictly  intellectual  to  the  pro- 
dominntingly  emotional  poems,  we  must  distinguish  between  the 
more  fervid  or  '  passionato '  and  the  more  restniiiied  or  '  tender.' 
Love,  of  course,  forma  the  basis  of  most  of  the  warmer  and 
'  itassionato '  utterances.  '  The  Rigs  of  Unrley,'  '  Now  wcstlin' 
win<la,'  '  My  Nanie  0,'  '  Green  grow  the  Bashes,'  '  The  Lnss  of 
Ballochmylo,'  '  The  day  returns,  my  bosom  bums,'  '  Bonnie  Wee 
Thing,'  '  Lovely  Davies,' '  My  love  is  like  a  red,  red  rose,'  '  O  Jfay, 
thy  morn  was  ne'er  sae  sweet  as  the  mirk  night  o'  Deceml>er,' '  The 
gowden  locks  of  Anna,'  '  Bonnie  Lesley '  with  its  inimitable  burst. 

To  see  her  is  to  love  lier, 

Ami  love  but  her  tor  ever  ; 
For  Nature  niiule  her  what  she  is. 

And  never  mule  nJiitlier, 
along  with 

Come  let  me  take  tliee  to  my  breast. 

Anil  iileilf^  we  ne'er  nlinll  sunder  ; 
And  I  Hliall  xpnm  as  vilewt  dnst 

The  world's  wealth  anil  grniidenr, 

'Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'o  dear,'  'Sne  flaxen  were  her  ringleta,' 
'  By  heaven  and  earth  I  love  thee,'  and  many  otliers  scarcely  leas 
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full  of  fii*e,  show  what  is  meant  when  it  is  tnily  said  that  Bums 
rcintrotluced  passion  into  English  iKMjtry.  But  this  energy  is  not 
confined  to  the  utterance  of  love.  *  I  ga'o  mad  at  their  grimaces,* 
in  tlie  M*Mjith  opistlo,  and  *  Inhuman  man,  curse  on  thy  bar- 
bjirous  ai-t'  of  the  'Wounded  Hare,'  are  hurled  at  hypocrisy  and 
cruelty.  *  Willie  brewed  a  peck  o*  maut,'  with  its  artistic  abandon^ 
is  perhaps  the  finest  Bacchanalian  song  ever  written.  'The 
Memory  of  Mrs  Oswald  *  is  the  very  height  of  hate.  The  love  of 
country  and  of  liberty  never  found,  or  could  conceivably  find, 
loftier  lyric  expi-ossion  than  in  'Scots  wha  ha'e/  as  Bums  oiginally 
wrote  it ;  while,  in  a  minor  way,  'Caledonia'  and  'Does  haughty 
(iaul '  prolong  the  strain.  And  where  is  it  possible  to  find  the 
self-assertion  of  conscious  maidiood  and  the  claim  of  equality  more 
l)owcrfully  rendei-ed  than  in  '  A  man  's  a  man,'  with  its 

Rank  is  but  the  guinea  stAmp, 
The  man  *h  the  gowd  for  a'  tliat  ? 

But  it  is  really  in  '  Tenderness  '  tliat  Burns  is  greatest  It  is  a 
far  cry  from  *  Holy  Willie  *  to  *  Hi^'hland  Mary,'  but  Burns's  bound- 
less sympathies  could  span  the  distance.  Nothing  more  sadly 
sweet  was  ever  written  than  the  lines  ending : 

O  pale,  pale  now  tlio^e  rosy  \\\ts 

I  aft  ha'e  kis»se<l  sac  fonillv  I 
And  closed  for  aye  the  Hpaikliiii:  ;^lance 

That  dwelt  on  nic  sae  kindly  I 
And  niouldeiing  now  in  silent  dust 

The  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly  I 
15nt  still  within  my  bosom's  core 

Shall  live  my  Ili'ddaml  Mary. 

Next  to  this  we  must  certiiinly  place  'Mary  in  Heaven,'  both 
for  ssentiment  and  poetic  finish.  There  is  not  an  overstrained 
feeling  or  a  weak  line  in  either  of  these  unrivalled  poems.  AfU^r 
them  we  have  an  einharra^  lies  riclirt^sf^s,  where  it  is  difficult  to 
select  and  graduate.  *  Ye  bunks  and  braes  o'  bonnie  l)oon,'  most 
musical,  most  melancholy,  esiHJcially  in  its  earlier  version,  certainly 
merits  the  jihice  assigned  to  it  by  popular  favour.  The  aSiune  may 
be  alFirmed  of  *  Auld  Lang  8yne,'  though  not  consecrated  speciall}^ 
to  *  the  softer  flame.'  *  0'  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw,'  the 
very  blossom  of  conjugal  love,  when  unprofiuied  by  a  clumsy  and 
audacious  attempt  to  eke  it  out,  shows,  as  well  as  the  elegy  on 
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Mattbow  Henderson — which  is  periiaps  too  laboured,  however — that 
lie  knew  how  to  animate  Nature  with  hie  own  subjectivity  as  fully 
as  tliose  more  recent  poets  of  jiliysical  scenerj'  whoin  certain  critics 
have  thought  to  ])obscss  a  iiiouo])oLy  of  tliis  acconiplialniiont.  Then 
'  0  wert  thou  in  tJie  cauld  blast,' '  My  Kannie  's  awa,'  '  Ae  fond  kiss 
and  then  we  sever,'  'John  Anderson  my  Jo,'  'Mary  Moriaon,'  'The 
lament  for  Glencaini,'  with  its  climax  beginning  'The  bridegroom 
may  forget  the  bride,'  '  When  o'er  tlie  hill  the  eastern  star,'  the 
elegy  on  'Fair  Burnet,'  'Xlioti  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie,'  tlie 
*  Addresses '  to  the  Moitae  and  to  the  Daisy,  '  Go  fetch  to  me  n  pint 
of  wine,' '  Fare  you  weel,  auld  Nickic-hen,  0  wnd  ye  tak'  a  thought 
an'  men','  '  Wat  ye  wha  's  in  yon  toun,'  '  A'  is  done  tliat  men  can 
do.  And  a'  is  done  in  vain,'  'Afton  Water,'  'The  lovely  lass  of 
Iiiveniess,'  the  different  '  Fn  re  wells '  in  the  prospect  of  exile, 
'Young  Jockey  was  the  biythest  lad,'  the  'Winter  Night'  with 
its  cares  for  the  'onrie  cattle'  and  the  '  hapjiin'  bird,'  the 
'Farmer's  salutation  to  his  aidd  Mare,'  '  Mailie's  death  and 
Elegy,'  '  I  coulil  wank  a  winter's  night.  For  a  sight  o'  somebody,' 
and  mnch  more,  reveal  a  variety  of  deep,  pure,  often  sad  and 
always  aerioiia  feeling,  conveyed  in  worda  almost  invariably  apt, 
sufficient,  and  affecting,  for  which,  of  the  kind,  we  seek  in  vain 
a  parallel  elsewhere. 

XXXII. 
Here  atirely  wo  may  fittingly  pause,  in  wonder  at  the  opulence 
of  varied  itower  there  was  in  this  man.  There  is  no  phase  of 
human  thought  or  feeling  that  will  not  find  an  outlet  in  some- 
thing to  which  he  has  given  expre^ion  in  song.  It  cannot  be 
said,  indeed,  that  everything  Burns  wrote  was  a  masterpiece. 
Thoi'e  WHS  nnich  of  baffled  endeavour  and  inchoate  performance, 
and  oven  among  the  ctTorts  that  have  been  singled  out  there 
are  here  and  there^  perhaps,  many  wJierein  words  or  passages 
are  describnble  as  blurs  or  flaws.  But  in  every  department  of 
poetic  effect  there  are  ttiree  or  four,  or  half-a-dozen,  triumphant 
achievements  that  stand  on  the  very  pinnacle  of  |>erfect  Art. 
The  world  has  endorsed  this  estimate,  and  has  adopted  into  its 
currency  of  quotation  a  talker  percentage  of  Bums  than  of 
almost  any  other  poet  of  equal  standing  and  outpuL  Accord- 
ingly, in  parting  from  him  and  his  work,  we  shall   do  well  to 
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plenty  or  successful  crnft.  Men  will  also  remember  tliut  IStiriis 
tiut  only  Bjii<l  uU  tliis,  but  that,  in  the  main,  he  did  it — ilid  it 
niiiidet  circumstauees  of  rough  toll,  limited  means,  frequent 
physical  pain  and  mental  anguish,  and  hope  deferred  that  would 
huvQ  soured  and  crushed  a  less  heroic  spirit.  And  thus,  aa 
time  goes  on,  muny  that  may  be  drawn  at  lirst  to  Burns  for 
the  mere  purjtose  of  being  amused  will  go  away  with  n  jirccious 
jewel  of  wisdom  in  tlieir  keeping,  to  bo  priieil  and  l>e  gmteful 
for  while  life  eniluras,  and  will  unite  with  all  who  have  come  to 
understand  what  a  gift  Nature  sent  the  world  in  this  geni^rous  but 
meanly -rcquiteil  child  of  Genius,  in  bewailing  the  hard  destiny 
that  caused  Lim  sun  to  go  down  while  it  was  scarcely  noon,  that 
refused  to  the  daring  yet  patient  n^aate^ builder  the  glory  of 
crowning  the  marvellous  ground-structure  lie  liud  fashioned  with 
the  many-]>illarud  and  fur-seen  dome  whicli  it  was  his  [luriwse  to 
rear.  Dis  alUer  vt'guiit.  What  can  wo  do  but  mourn  t  and  dull 
must)  he  the  hr.iiii  ami  callous  the  heart  tlial  ciiu  refuse  the 
ti'ibut;ii'y  tear  to  the  early  tumh  of  Burns. 
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grapljlcal  iiicnioir  ]  By  Alexander  Smith  |  In  two  volnnies.  ( 
Vol.  I  [11].  I  [Vignettes :  Vol.  I,  Naismith  [tic]  Portrait  of 
Bums,  engiavol  hy  G.  B.  Sliaw;  Vol,  II,  The  Twa  IVigs, 
enfiravcd  by  ' G.  B.  Sliaw '  nft<-r  'J.ll.R']  t  London  and  Cani- 
biidge :  I  Macmillan  and  Co.  |  1X65. 
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[Glasgow:  1867.] 

Lifo  and  works  |  of  |  Koliorb  BiiriiH.  |  By  |  P.  llatcly  WaiUlell,  |  niininter 
of  the  gof<iM»l.  I  £iiricheil  with  iK>rtrait«,  an<l  nuinenras  illufttra- 
tioiiH  in  colour,  |  from  orij^inal  designs,  in  the  higliest  Rtyle  of 
the  art.  |  [In  two  vohinieN.]  |  Glasgow:  I.  printed  and  published 
by  David  >VilHon,  14  Maxwell  Street.  |  1867. 

[Kilmarnock:  1867.] 

Poems,  I  chietly  in  tlie  |  Scottish  dialect,  |  by  |  Robert  Bums.  |  The 
Sim  [do  Banl,  unbroke  by  rules  of  Art,  |  He  iiours  the  wild 
ciruKioiis  of  the  heart :  |  And  if  inspired,  'tis  Nature*a  pow're 
inspire ;  |  HerV  all  the  melting  thrill  and  her's  the  kindling 
fire.  I  Anonymous.  |  Kilmarnock  |  :  printed  by  John  Wilnon.  | 
MDCCLXXXVI.  I 

[Reprint  and  fao*umile  of  tho  original  Kilmamook  edition,  1876.] 

[KILMARNOCK:  1869.] 

(I.)  Poems,  I  chiefly  in  tho  |  Scottish  dialect.  |  By  |  Kolterfc  Bums.  | 
[Poems  as  they  appeared  in  the  |  early  Edinbui^h  eiUtions.]  | 
Kilmanioek  :  |  printeil  by  James  M*Kie.  |  mdocclxix. 

(2.)  PocMiis,  I  chiefly    in    the  |  Scottish    dialect.  |  By  |  Hol»ert   Burns.  | 
[Posthmnous    [/tic]   poems.]  ]  Kilmarnock :  |   printed    b3'    James 
M*Kio.  I  MUCcrLXix. 

(3.)  Songs,  I  cliiofly  in  the  |  Scottish  dialect.  |  By  |  Robert  Bums.  | 
Kilmarnock  :  |  printe<l  by  James  M'Kie.  |  MDCCCLXIX. 

[KiLMARNlKIK  :    1871.] 

Kilmarnock  popular  edition.  |  The  |  complete  poetical  works  |  of  | 
Robert  Burns,  |  arranged  in  the  onler  of  their  earliest  [Vol.  11 : 
*fii'st*]  publication.  |  Volume  first,  |  embnicing  all  the  pieces 
published  during  |  his  lifetime ;  |  with  a  nu^moir  of  the  |M>et,  on 
a  jdan  now  lirst  adoptofl,  |  and  [Vol.  II :  Volume  second,  con- 
taining all  his  ])osthumous  pieces  [ntc] ;  with]  new  annotntions, 
intnnluctory  [Vol.  II:  * biograpliical']  notices,  &c.,  |  written 
expressly  for  the  present  work  |  by  William  Scott  Douglas.  | 
*()  deem  not,  midst  this  worldly  strife,  |  An  idle  art  the  i>oet 
brings:  |  Let  high  philosophy  control,  |  And  sages  calm  the 
stream  of  life ;  |  Tis  he  refines  the  fountain-springs—  |  The 
nobler  passions  of  the  soul.'- -Campbell.  |  Kihuarnock :  |  James 
M'Kio.  I  1871. 

[EDLvnrRr.H  :  1872.] 

Robert  Burns'  |  Common  Phwro  Book.  |  Printed  from  the  Original  Manu- 
script I  in  the  possession  of  John   Adam,  Esq.,  |  Greenock.  | 
Eilinburgh.  |  Privately  Printo<l.  |  1S72. 


[Liverpool:  1874.] 
Some  Acconnt  of  tho  G1enri<l<Iell  MSS.  of  BuniR'n  Poems :  With  Beveml 
jiooiiin  never   before   t'obtialieil.      Edited   l>y    Henry  A.    Hrjglit. 
Printeil     for     Privnte     CirciiUtioli.       Liverpool  :     Gill)ert     (i. 
Walmxlcy,  CO  Lord  Street,  1S74. 

[Edixburoh  :  1877-79.J 
Tlie  works  I  of  I  Roliert  Hiirim  |  [Vignette  ;  'Figure  of  tlifl  "Scottish 
MiiM,"  na  rciireiienteil  in  tlie  poem  "  The  Viiiion,"  with  tlie 
wrcntli  of  liolly  in  her  hand,  eugmvcil  liy  Itnliert  Andemon  from 
OD  original  dmwinK  l>y  Clarlc  Stanton,  A.lt.S.A.']  |  Viiliinie  flrot 
[second,  etc.]  [  P<«try  [IV,  V,  and  VI,  'Prose']  |  Edinbnrgh: 
WDIinni    Pnternon    |    MDCCCLXXVII  [IV. :    HDCCCLXXVIII ;  V  Olid 

vi.  hdccclxxix] 

(Glasoow:  1879-80.] 
Tlie  national  |  Bnrnn  |  e<lited  liy  [  Hev.  George  Gilfi  11  an,  {  inelndiog  |  tlie 
aim  of  all  tlia  mngs  |  and  &n  |   original   life  of  BnruB  |  by  the 
editor  |  William  Mackenzie  {  Loudon  Glasgow  Edinburgh. 

[Kilmarnock:  1889.] 
Bnma  |  iiologmph     manuncriiitA  \  in     the  |  Kilmarnock  |  Monument 
MiiHeuin,   I   with    iioten.    [   Compiled    and    editc<l     by   |    David 
Siic<ld«n.  1  Kilmarnock:  I  Printeil    by  I  D.    Brown    &    Co., 
(SiicceoHora  to  Jamen  M'Kio),  |  2  &  6  King  Street.  |  1889. 

[LoNDOH:  1893.] 
The  poetical  works  of  |  Robert  Bums  |  edite<l  with  a  memoir  by  |  George 
A.    Ailkcn.  |  In    Three    VolniiieR  |  (Printer's    mark]  |  Vol.    I 
[II,   etc.]  I   Lonilon   {  George   Bell   &    Sons,   York    St.,   Covcnt 
Garden  [  New  York  :  112,  Fourtli  Avenue  |  1893 

[EniNBUKGH  :  1896.] 
The  I  life  and  works  |  of  |  Robert  Bums  |  Edited  by  Boliert  Chambern  ] 

Revised  by  |   William  Wallace  I  In   four  vnluiiieH  |  Volame   I. 

[IT.,  etc]  I  W.  &  B.  Cliambers,  Limited  |  Edinhiirgb  an<l  Loiiilmi 

I  1890 

[EmNllI-RRH:  18BC.] 
The  poetry  of  {  Roliert  Bums  |  Edited  by  |  William  Emest  Henley  |  nnd 

I  ThoniDH  F.  Henderson.  |  [In   tour  volumes ;]  Vnliinio  I  |  Poems 

piihlishcd    at  I  Kilmamock   17SC  |  Additional  poems  |  Etliiiliargh 

I  1787:   1793  |  [Volume  II  |  Posthumous  )  pieces]  |  Edinburgh — 

T  C  anil  E.  C.  Jack  |  Causeway  side— 1896 
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Campbell  (Thouas)  Poelical  Works.  In  two  volumes.  London: 
Henry  Colburn.     1828.    [Cr.  8°.] 

Specimens  of  tlie  Itritisli  poets.    In  seven  volnmes.    London : 

John  Murray.     1819.    [8°.]    (Vol.  VIL,  p.  230.) 

Carlvlk  (Thomas)  Itarns.  Lontton  i  Cliapnmn  and  HaII.  1854. 
[Fcap.  8°.) 

On  heroes,  liern.worsliip  nnd  tlie  heroic  in  liistory.    Six  Lectuics. 

Lonilon :  Jnmea  Fraser.     1841.     [Posts'.] 

Carruthrrs    (Robert)    LL.D.       The    highland     not«'liook ;     or, 

sketches  and  anecdoU'S.     Edinburgh  :    Adam  &  Clinrteit  Black. 

1843.     [Fcap.  8°.] 
Chamrrrs's   Esctclop-EDIA.     Vol.    IT.  ;   Article   IlfBNa   l>y   Anilren- 

Lnng.     William   &   Itobert  Chanibein,   London   and   Ediiibnrgli. 

1888.     [Roy.  8°.] 
Combe  (Georgi;)     Phrenologicnl  development  of  Robert  Rnrnn,  from 

a   Cast  of    his  skull    moulded   at   Dumfries,   31st  March   1834. 

[E<linl>urgli :]    W.  &  A.  K.  Johnston.     1859.     [8°.] 
Cox  (Robert)     An  essay  on  the  character  and  cerebral  development 

of  Robert  Bnms.     EdinbntKh:  A.  Stewart.     18fl9.     [8*.] 
[Crair   (laA)]     Tlie    Rnrns   Festival.      Priw  i>oem    recited    at   the 

Crystal    Palace.     January  25,  1859.     London :    Bradbury  and 

Evans.    1859.    [4°.,  pp.  8.) 
Craigie   (William    A.)     A    primer  of   Bnma.      Metlmen   &   Co., 

London.     1896.     [Cr.  8°.] 
Craik    (Geobqe    L.)    LL.D.      A    comjiendious    history    of    English 

literature,   an<l    of    the    English    language,    from    tbe    Norman 

Conquest.     In  two  volumes.     London :  Charles  Griffin  &  Com- 
pany.    1875.     [Cr.  8°.] 

The  pursuit  of  knowledge  under  difficulties.      A  new  edition. 

London :  George  Itell  and  Sons.     18T8.     [Cr.  8°.] 

CdTHBERTsON  (JOHS)  Complete  glosBary  to  the  poetiy  anil  prose  of 
Rolwrt  Bnms.  With  upwardn  of  three  thnunand  illualmtinns  from 
English  authors.     Paisley:  Alexander  Gardner.  1888.     [Cr.  8°.] 

Dictionary  of  National  lliooRAPHr.  Vol.  VII. :  Article  on  BuRWS 
by  Leslie  Stephen,  eilitor.  I^ndon  :  Smith,  Elder,  &  Co.  18S6. 
(Roy.  r.i 

EMERiiOK  (Ralph  Walih))  Miscellanies.  The  Riverside  Eilition. 
I^^ondon :  George  Routle«1},'e  and  Sons.     1884.     [Cr.  8°.] 

Encyclopedia  Britanxica.  Ninth  edition.  Vol.  4  ;  Article  BunHa  by 
John  Niehol.    Adam  nnd  Charles  Black,  Edinburgh.    1876.    [4°.] 

VOL.  IT.  2  O 


BIOORAPHT.  615 

Keats  (John)    Poetical  works  and  other  writings.    Edited,  with  note* 

and   appendiceH,  by  Harry  Buxton   Fornian.     In  four   volumes. 

London  :  Keevea  &  Turner.     1883.     [8=.)    (VoL  II.,  p.  287.) 
KiNGSLEY  (Chakles)    MiBceliauieH.    In  two  volumes.    London:  John 

W.  Parker  and  Son.     1859.    [Cr.  8°.] 
Lang  (Andkkw)    Letters  to  dctul  authors.    London:  Lougni&ns,  Green, 

and  Co.     1886.     [Fcap.  8°.] 

See  also  Chahbers's  Encvcuip^dia,  above. 

LocKHART  (John   Gibson)     Life  of   Kobert   Bums.  .  .  .  Edinlmrgh  : 

Constable  and  Co.     1828.     [12°.] 
LosoFELLOW  (Henry  Wadsworth)    Ultima  Tliule.    London :  George 

Itoutledge  and  Sons.     1880.    [Fcap.  8°.J 
McDowALL  (William)    Burns  in  Dumfriewhire ;  a  sketcli  of  the  last 

eight  years  of  the  poet's  life.     Edinburgh :  Adam  and  Charles 

Black.     1870.     (Cr.  8°.] 
Miller    (Hugh)    Essays,  hlstoiical  and   biographical,  political   and 

social,    literai'y   and    BcientiUc.      Edinburgh :    Adam   &    Charles 

Black.    1862.    [Cr.  8°] 
—    Tales  and  sketches.     Edited,  with  a  preface,  by  Mrs  Miller. 

Edinlmrgh :  Adam  &  Charles  Black.     1863.     [Cr.  8°.] 

MiNTO  (William)  LL.D.    The  literature  of  the  Georgian  era.    Eilited, 

mith   a  biographical    introduction,   by   William   Knight,   LL.D. 

William  Blackivood  and  Sons,  Edinbnrgh.     ISM.     [Cr.  8°.J 
MtiiR  (David  Macbeth)  '  A '   Poetical  works.    Edited  by  Thonias  Ainl. 

[In  two  vohiniex.]    Eiliubnrgh ;  William   Blackwood  and   Sons. 

18fl2.    [Fcap.  8°.] 
Nichol  (John)  LKD.     Rol)ert  Bums.     A  summary  of  his  career  and 

genius.    Edinburgh  :  William  Paterson.    [1882.    Boy.  8°.,  pp.  71-1 

See  also  ENCVCLOP.fiDiA  Britannica,  almve. 

Olipiiant  (Mrs  Maroarbt  0.  W.)    Tlie  literary  history  of  Bnglaml  in 

tlie  end  of  the  eighteenth  and  beginning  of  Che  nineteenth  century. 

In  three  volumes.     London  ;  Mncniitlan  and  Co.     1882.    [8°.] 
[Paterson  (James)]    The  contemporaries  of  Burns  and  the  more  recent 

poets  of  Ayrshire.     Hngli  Paton,  Edinburgh.     1840.     [8°.] 
[Peebles  (William)  D.D.}    Bnmomania:  the  celebrity  of  Roliert  Bums 

considered :  in  a  illi^onrm  aiblreH»ied  to  all  real  Christians  of  every 

denomination.     Edinburgh :  J.  Ogle.     1811.     [Cr.  8*.] 
Peterkin  (Alexander)    A  review  of  the  life  of  Robert  Bnms,  and 

of  various  criticisms  on  bis  diameter  and  writings.     EiIinbiiTgh  : 

Macredie,  Skelly  and  Muckersy.    I8)ft.    [8°.] 
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Stenhovse  (William)    IlluHtmtionii  uf  the  lyric  poetry  and  innuc  of 

Scutlaiid.     ^Villial>l  Blackwood  and  Sods,  EdiuburgL.  1)153.     [8°.] 
Stephen  (Leslie).    Dictionaky  of  National  BioaRAPHY. 
Stevenson  (Hobert  Louis)    Kamiliiir  etiidies  of  men  uod  books.    Loii' 

don :  Cliatlo  and  Windus.     1882.    [Cr.  8°.] 
Swinburne  (Alokbhon  Charles)     'Kiibett  Bums,'  a  poem  in  tlia 

Nimtcenlk  Century.     Februaiy  1896. 
Taine  (Hippolyte   Aoolphk)      HUtnire   de  la  licUratiire  Anglaiae. 

(4vois.]    I'aris;  L.  HachetteetCie.    1863[-i].    [8°.]    (IU.,p.427.) 
Veitch    (John)    The   feeling  for  imtnre   in   Scotlitili  poetry.     In  two 

volumiM.       £<lin1mrgU:    William    Blackwood    and  Siiag.      1887. 

ICr.  8".] 
Walker  (Hugh)     Three  centuries  of  Scottish  literature.     [In  two 

volumes.]   Gla»p>w  :  Jamca  MacLelio«e  and  Sons.    189a    [Cr.  8°.] 
[Walker  (Josiah)]     An  acronnt  of  the  life  and  character  nf  Itoliert 

Diirns :  with  niiscellancouN  reiiinvkit  on  bin  wrilin<;!i.     Written  for 

Minison'H  Edition  of  the  Works  of  BiirnH.    Edinburgh :  TraBl«es 

of  Jnmes  Morison.     1811.    [8°.] 
Ward  (Tiiomah  Ilt'MPiiRV)    The  Eiigliah  poets.    BelectionH  with  critical 

introductions  \tj  varioun  writers  and  a  general   introduction  by 

Mattiiew  Arnold.    [In  four  volumes.]    London;    Nfacniitlan  anil 

Co.     1880.     [Cr.  8'.]    See  Vol.  1.,  •Introduction;'  and  Vol.  IIL, 

'  Bums  ■  by  John  Service,  D.D. 
Watson   (William)     The  father  of  the  forest;  and  otiier   poems. 

lAindon  ;  John  Lano.     1895.     [Fcap.  8°.] 
WiL.S0N  (John)    Essays  critical  and  imaginative.     [4  voIh.]    William 

BlackwofNl  and  'SonK,  Edinburgh.     1857.    [Cr.  8°.]    (Vol.  IIL, 

p.  1  and  p.  212.) 
Wordsworth  (Dorothy)    Recollections  of  a  Tonr  made  in  Scotland 

a. D.  1803.    EditeilbyJ.a  Sboirp.    London:  Hamilton,  1874.    [8°.] 
WOKIKtwoRTII  (William)    A  letter  to  n  friend  of  KoUtrt  Bums  ['James 

(.iray,  Esq.,  Edinburgh '] :  occasioneil  by  an  intended  re)>ubllcation 

of  llie  account  of  the  lite  of  Buinn,  by  Dr  Cttrrie  ;  and  of  the 

selection  made  by  him  from  his  letters.    Lonilon  :  Longman,  HiirHt, 

Bees,  Orme,  and  Brotvn.     1816.     [8°.,  p]>.  37.] 
Complete   poetical    works.      With   an    introiluctlon    by   Jolm 

Morley.     London :  Macmillan  and  Co.     1888.     [Cr.  8°.] 
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the  pleaauraa  that  only  lucre  can  bMtow  ;  loally,  Gil  up  the  mcMare  of 
Ilia  woes  by  beHtowiiiK  on  liiui  a  S)iurnint,'  wiute  uf  liu  own  iligiiity ;  and 
yoii  liav-e  createil  a  wight  nearly  as  miHemble  as  a  {loet. 

To  you,  Maiinm,  I  iiee<l  not  I'ecoant  the  fairy  pleasures  the  Mnae, 
to  coiinterbalaoce  this  catalogne  of  evils,  bestows  on  her  votarisB.  Be- 
witcliing  puesy  b  like  Utwitching  Woman ;  site  has  in  all  ages  been 
accused  of  uilsleadin};  uiankiiiil  from  the  counsels  uf  wistloiii  and  the 
paths  of  prudcuco,  involving  tlieui  in  diHiculties,  bailing  tiieni  with 
poverty,  branding  tliem  with  infainy,  and  plntiging  them  in  the  vortex  of 
Knin  ;  yet  where  lb  the  man  bat  must  own  that  all  our  happiness  on  earth 
Is  not  worthy  the  name,  that  even  the  holy  herniit's  solitary  proHpcct  of 
pamilisicnl  blisH  is  but  the  glitter  of  a  northern  sun  rising  over  a  frozen 
regloii,  comparoil  ivith  the  many  pleasnrcs,  the  nanieleu  rajilures  we  owe 
to  the  lovely  (^UEI£NS  of  THE  HI£ARTS  OK  MKN  i  1  1 

Pleaitc  present  my  most  respectful  cnniplinients  lo  Mr  Craik  sihI  the 
Cai'tain.    I  have  the  lionunr  tu  be.  Madam,  your  very  liumUe  servant, 
BOBT.  Burns. 

Bllislaiid,  UU  AbiiiuI,  1790. 


DuHrsiES,  lai  JimmiTi,  ITVS. 

I  have  just  a  snatch  oF  time  at  present  to  put  pen  to  paiier  in,  bnt  in 
that  iiiumeiit  allow  me,  Dear  Moduin,  to  grant  your  obliging,  llattering 
retjuost  IIS  unueremoiiiously  as  a  '  how  d'ye '  U>  a  friend,  nud  ait  sincerely 
us  u  bni-st  uf  indiguutiiin  to  the  |>enKiu  wo  hate.  Sotting  my  obligations 
to  and  resjiect  for,  the  Arbigland  family  out  of  the  qnestion,  any  fricuil  of 
a  gentleman  whom  I  value  and  reapect  as  I  do  Mr  Maxwell  of  Carmcliaa 
may  cuniniand  me,  nay,  would  honour  lue  with  his  or  her  commaDdH  in  a 
uinch  more  iiuiiortaiit  matter  than  a  copy  uf  a  i>oetic  bagatelle. 

As  to  UelrH,'  I  nIirU  certainly  bestow  my  utniost  attention  on  it,  if 
IKKwible  tlint  I  can  start  a  hint  that  may  not  have  occurretl  to  yon  in 
smiiuthing  a  line  or  improving  a  thought.  Now  that  I  have,  by  my 
Teniuviil  U)  town,  got  time  and  opportunity,  T  slmll  often  intruile  on  yon 
with  my  assurance  how  sincerely  and  respeclFully  I  am.  Dear  Madam, 
your  obliged  and  obedient  hunihle  servant. 


TO    H.     FVPFE,    StJBaEOK,    KDINBURQII.t 

Mr  Dkar  Sih— My  loins  are  giiiled,  my  mlihIhIb  nii  my  feet  and  niy 
staff  in  my  hand  ;  and  in  halt- an -hour  I  clmll  set  off  from  thin  venerable, 
respectable,  hospitable,  sociiil  convivial,  imi>eiial  Queen  of  cities,  Anid 
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Reekie.    My  coiii|i]imeQts  to  Hr  M'Cartney,  Mid  I  Imve  sent  turn  tlwt 
engrKving.     Farewell  I 

Now,  GoA  in  heaven  bless  Rbekik's  town 

With  plenty,  joy  and  peace  '■ 
And  may  Iter  wealth  anil  fair  renown 
To  Uteat  times  encreue  I !  l—Anai. 

ItoBT.  BUBKB. 


No.  II.— MAIUA   KIDDEL  ON  BUUMa 
Little  inure  than  a  fortnight  after  Ifuriis's  deatli,  Mra  Kiddel,  who 
had,  as  wu  have  seen,  been  reconciled  to  the  poet,*  sent  the  following 
Hketcli  of  Itis  cliaracler  to  the  Duiii/i-ki  Jvanuil: 

The  atteiitioti  of  the  puLlic  in  niiicli  occupieil  at  present  witli  the 
irreparable  lotia  it  lias  recently  sustained  in  the  death  of  tlie  Caledonian 
l>oet,  Itoliert  Uuijih.  It  is  not  probable  tliat  tliis  luoiimful  event, 
whicb  is  likely  to  be  felt  severely  in  the  literary  world,  aa  well  as  in 
the  ciicle  of  private  friendahip  wiiich  Harrouudcd  him,  iihall  fail  tn  be 
attended  with  the  uttnal  profusion  of  pwtlunnous  anecdotes  and  nienioira 
that  commonly  Mpiing  up  at  the  death  of  every  rare  and  celebrateil  )ierHOU- 
age.  I  shall  not  attempt  to  cntist  with  thenuiiieronHeorpKof  biogiupherM 
wlio  may,  withontpo8!K')eing  a  kindred  genius,  amignte  to  thonMelves  tlie 
privilege  of  criticising  the  character  and  wiilinga  of  Uiinis.  An  'in- 
spiring mantle'  like  that  thmwu  over  him  by  the  tnlelary  Mnse  who 
first  found  him  '  at  the  plough '  has  lieen  vouchsafed  to  few,  and  may  be 
the  iwrtion  of  fewer  still  -,  ami  if  it  be  true  that  men  of  genlns  have  a 
claim,  in  their  literary  capacities,  to  the  legal  right  of  a  lliitish  citizen 
in  a  court  of  jnatice— that  of  '  being  tried  oidy  by  hia  [leers'  (I  borrow 
hero  an  expression  I  have  frequently  heard  Bnriis  himself  make  use  of), 
God  forbid  I  sliuntd  awmme  the  Uatterin);  and  peculiar  privilege  of  sitting 
ujKiu  his  jury  I  But  the  intimacy  of  our  aciinaiiitunce  for  several  years 
past  may  jierhapH  justify  my  presenting  to  the  jiuhlic  a  few  of  those 
ideas  and  oliservntinnH  I  have  hail  the  qiporlunity  of  forming,  and 
which,  to  the  day  that  closral  for  ever  the  scene  of  bis  happy  qualities 
and  iif  his  errors,  I  have  never  had  the  smallcNt  cause  tii  deviate  in,  or 
to  recall. 

It  will  lie  an  injustice  dime  to  Bnrns's  reputation  in  the  recoids  of 
literature,  not  only  an  respecln  future  generations  and  foreign  countries, 
hut  even  with  his  native  Scotland  and  some  of  hU  contemporaiies,  that 
be  is  ;,'cnera11y  talked  of  and  comiidci'ed  with  reference  to  his  jmetical 
■  Bei-»ral  moiitli*  prior  to  the  death  of  Huni»,  Mr  A1cT»ncler  Smrilie,  mil  of  the  roiish  oia 
tjfpojini|ilierBnrt  untural  lilBl.iri»ii,  liml  rl«il«l  Mm  nHlclBl,  miil  fniilHl  Iht  tAlVIHH  of  tlw 
poal  III  IfniiH  of  iiiilielmtiiiii  *iid  omiTottrlulii,  oiily  ]>t1»|«  Uk  Kfll  JiiMlined  hy  liin  mniliKt 
to»«ni»  hi-nielf.  He  rvvinllnl  her  uliortly  •Her  Bimis'ii  niii«ra1  lUj,  *ihI  found  th»l  all 
olTeim  lud  hern  loal  In  utmlnUoii  mid  mitret.  Atlei»M  hy  her  yoiing  Maiid.  the  enthu- 
■iMtlr  Inily  ifter  iilKhlbll  dunberod  the  kirk>'ud  allle  bikI  mule  bur  way  to  tha  iMfa 
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tAlento  only.  In  ii'};unliu};  Hums  ax  MDietliing  more  tlitui  a  Poet,  it 
iuuhC  not  be  snpiHised  that  I  cunHider  tliat  titte  us  a,  trivial  one ;  no 
persni)  con  be  more  penetrated  uilli  the  res|>ect  due  to  tlie  wreutb 
bestowed  by  tlie  Muses  lliau  Tiiyself ;  aud  iiiucL  certainly  ia  due  to  the 
merit  of  a  selftaugtit  liard,  deprived  of  the  advButages  of  claasieal 
tniUon  and  tlie  iiileicoiiiBe  of  congenial  uiitulij  till  tbat  period  of  life 
tvlien  liis  native  fire  liad  already  blazed  forlli  in  all  its  wild  graceM  of 
geniiiiie  siiiiplicity  and  energetic  eloquence  of  eeiitiiiient.  But  the  fact 
is,  that  even  ulien  all  liia  honuura  are  yielded  Ut  liim.  Bums  will  per- 
hnpH  1«  found  to  move  in  a  jioetical  Bpliere  lexs  tipleudid,  lesa  dignified, 
and  less  attmctive,  even  in  iiia  own  |iasUiral  style,  tlian  ttoiiie  other 
writem  have  done.  Nevertlielewi,  1  hesitate  not  to  altiriii — and  in  vindi' 
cation  of  my  opinion  I  appeal  to  all  who  had  the  advantage  of  personal 
acquaintance  with  him— that  Poetry  wast  nclnally  not  his  fmie.  If 
olherH  have  cliinlied  more  fni^cMifnlly  tlie  heights  of  PamaJiHUS,  none 
certainly  ever  trntxlioiie  itnriiH  in  the  charniH — the  sorcery  I  would 
almost  call  it — of  foHcinating  convenwtiun ;  the  Hpontancune  eloquence  of 
social  argument,  or  the  unstudied  jH>ijj;nancy  of  brilliant  rejiartec.  His 
[lenmnal  cndowmcniH  were  [ler/cctly  ei>rres|Hindent  with  the  qualifica- 
tions of  tiis  tninil.  Uiit  form  was  niauly,  liis  action  energy  itself,  devoid 
in  a  great  nieosurc,  however,  of  those  giaccs,  of  that  polish  acquired 
only  in  the  refinement  of  societies  where  in  early  life  lie  had  not  the 
op|H)rtnnity  to  miic ;  hut  where— such  was  the  irresistilile  jiower  of  attrac- 
tion that  encircled  him— though  his  apjivarance  aud  manner  were 
always  peculiar,  lie  never  faileil  to  delight  and  to  excel.  His  ligiire  cer- 
tainly bore  the  authentic  impress  of  bis  hirtli  and  original  station  in 
life ;  it  seemed  mouhleil  by  Nature  for  the  iimnh  exercises  of  agriculture 
rather  than  tlie  gentler  cultivation  of  belle*  Ictlrct.  His  features  were 
■tamped  with  the  liardy  cliaiiicter  of  indei)endeuce,  and  the  lirninesa  of 
conscious  though  not  an-ogotit  pre-cndnenco.  I  believe  no  man  was 
ever  gifte«I  witli  a  larger  portion  of  the  vieida  vit  animi:  tlie  animated 
Bxpressions  of  his  countenance  were  almost  |>eculiar  to  himself.  Tlia 
rapid  lightnings  of  his  eye  were  alnayii  the  harbingers  of  some  floeli  of 
genius,  whether  they  darted  the  fiery  glances  of  insulted  and  indignant 
superiority,  or  beamed  with  the  imitoxMioned  sentiment  of  fervent  and 
inipctuouE  affections.  His  voice  alone  coiihl  improve  u|>on  the  magic  of 
his  eye;  sonorous,  replete  wiUi  the  finest  modulations,  it  alternately 
captivated  the  car  willi  the  muloily  of  |Kietic  nuniliern,  the  perspicuity  of 
nervous  reasoning,  or  the  ardent  tmlMcs  of  enthusiastic  patriotism. 

I  am  almost  at  a  loss  to  say  whether  Ihe  keenness  of  satire  was  the 
forte  or  tlio  foible  of  Ttnnis ;  for  thou;;li  Nature  had  endowed  him  with 
a  portion  of  the  moHt  pointe<l  excellence  in  that  '  perilons  gift,'  be 
suflered  it  too  often  to  be  the  vehicle  of  personal,  and  soiiietimes 
unfounded  animosities.  It  was  not  always  that  sportivcuess  of  Immour 
— that 'unwary  pleasantry,' which Sleme lias descril>e<l  tons  with  Utuelies 
so  conciliatory  ;  but  the  darto  of  ridicule  were  frequently  dirccteil  as  the 
caprice  of  the  instant  suggested,  or  tlie  altercations  of  parlies  or  of  per- 
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8<)iiH  liap|»ene(l  to  kindle  the  restlessness  of  his  spirit  into  interest  or  aver- 
sion. Tlii8  was  not,  however,  invariably  the  case ;  his  wit  (which  is  no 
unu»uul  matter  indeed)  had  always  the  start  of  his  judgment,  and  would 
lead  hint  to  the  indulgence  of  raillery  uniformly  acute,  but  often 
unaccompanied  with  the  least  desire  to  wound.  The  suppression  of  an 
an>h  and  full  i)ointed  ban  vwtt  from  dread  of  injuring  its  object,  the  sage 
of  Zurich  very  pi'o|>erly  classes  as  *  a  virtue  only  to  be  sought  for  in  tlie 
Calendar  of  Saint8 ; '  if  so.  Bums  must  not  be  dealt  with  unoonscien- 
tiouHJy  for  being  rather  deficient  in  it.  He  paid  the  forfeit  of  his  talents 
as  dearly  as  any  one  could  do.  Twas  no  extravagant  arithmetic  to  say 
of  him  (a»  of  Yorick),  *  that  for  every  ten  jokes  he  got  a  hundred 
enemies  ; '  but  much  allowance  should  be  made  by  a  candid  mind  for  the 
splenetic  warmth  of  a  spirit  *  which  distress  had  often  spited  with  the 
world,*  and  which,  unlionnded  in  its  intellectual  sallies  and  pursuits, 
continually  experience<i  the  curlis  imposetl  by  the  waywardness  of  his 
fortune.  Hin  soul  was  never  languid  or  inactive,  and  his  genius  was 
extiii|j^uit«he<l  only  with  the  last  sparks  of  retreating  life;  but  the 
vivacity  of  his  wishes  and  temper  was  checke«l  by  constant  disappoint- 
meiiU  whirli  sat  heavy  on  a  heart  that  acknowledged  the  ruling  passion 
of  independence,  without  having  ever  been  placed  beyond  the  grasp  of 
lK?nury. 

Burns  posseted  none  of  that  no;^ative  insipidity  of  character,  whose 
love  must  1>e  regarded  with  indifl'erence,  or  whose  resentment  could  be 
considered  with  contempt;  so  his  juu^sions  rendered  him— according  as 
they  disclosed  themselves  in  affection  or  antipathy — the  object  of  enthu- 
siiibtic  attachment  or  of  decided  enmity.  In  this  resi^ect,  the  tenii»er 
of  his  companions  seemed  to  take  the  tincture  from  his  own  ;  for  he 
acknowled«^e<l  in  the  univeixe  but  two  classes  of  ohjt^ts  — tluKse  of  adora- 
tion the  most  fervent,  or  of  aversiim  the  most  uncontrollable.  It  has 
indee<l  been  frequently  asserted  of  him,  that,  unsusceptible  of  indiderence, 
and  often  hatinj;  where  he  oufjht  to  have  despised,  he  alternately  opene<i 
his  heart  and  poured  forth  the  treasures  of  his  understanding  to  some 
who  were  incapable  of  appreciating  the  homage;  and  elevated  to  the 
privilege  of  adversaries  those  who  were  unqualified  in  all  respects  for  the 
honour  of  a  contest  so  distinguislied. 

It  is  said  that  the  celebrated  Dr  Johnson  professed  to  *love  a  good 
hater:'  a  temperament  that  had  singularly  adapted  him  to  cherish  a 
prepossession  in  favour  of  our  bard,  who  perhaps  fell  but  little  short 
even'of  the  surly  Doctor  in  this  qualificaticm,  so  long  as  his  ill-will  con- 
tinued ;  but  the  fervor  of  his  passions  was  fortimat-ely  corrected  by 
their  vei*satility.  lie  was  seldom — never  indeed — im]>1acable  in  his  resent- 
ments, an<l  sometimes  (it  has  been  allege<l)  not  inviolably  steady  in  his 
engagements  of  friendship.  Much  imleetl  hns  been  said  of  his  incon- 
sistency and  caprice ;  but  I  am  inclined  to  believe  they  originated 
less  in  a  levity  of  sentiment,  than  from  an  extreme  impetuosity  of 
feeling  which  rendered  him  prompt  to  take  umbrage ;  and  his  sensa- 
tions of  pique,   where    he   fancied    he    had  discovered   the    traces  of 
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unkinilnem,  seoni,  or  iiei;)ect,  took  their  niesAure  of  as|)erily  from  lUe 
overtluwiii^  uf  the  iipiKwiM  aentiiiieiit  wliiuli  preceded  tliem,  Mid  which 
Helduiii  faiied  to  iV)^u  iU  fuceudeiicy  in  his  boaoiii,  ou  tlie  return  of 
cftlmer  retlection.  Ha  wan  candid  &iid  luaiity  in  the  avowiil  uf  his  ernini, 
and  hit  anotcal  wan  &  rtiMi-atiim.  His  native  fiertt  never  fonuikinK  liini 
for  d  moment,  the  vnhie  uf  a  fmuk  ackiinwledgiiienl  n-os  eiilianeed  ten- 
fold towanU  a  geueruim  mind  frutn  itft  never  bciiit'  attended  witli 
uervility.  HiH  mind,  uigoiiiiieil  only  for  the  stronger  and  iiiorQ  ociite 
uperation  of  tlie  lUkBuionN,  was  imiiracticable  to  the  elfurts  of  super- 
cilioiiHnesB  tliat  woiihl  have  depressed  it  into  humility,  and  equally 
su|>erior  to  the  encroach nicnt«  of  venal  sutii'estiotis  that  Jiiight  have 
led  hJiH  into  the  mazes  of  hy)H>crisy. 

It  liaM  l)een  oheerveil  that  he  was  fat  fnnn  averao  in  the  incenso  of 
(lattery,  and  cuuhl  receive  it  tempered  with  lens  deliuacy  than  might 
have  liecR  ex|iected,  mh  he  seldom  transgressed  extravagantly  in  tijat 
wiky  himself ;  where  he  paid  a  compliment  it  might  inileed  claim  Iho 
))0»'er  of  inUixi<;atio)i,  as  a)>piiiliation  from  Iiim  waii  always  an  honest 
trihnte  from  the  warmth  au<l  ninccrity  of  his  heart.  It  has  been  M>ijie- 
times  represented,  by  those  who,  it  would  seem  luul  a  view  to  depi-eciate, 
tlioagh  they  coiihl  not  hii[ie  wholly  t4>  oliscure,  that  native  brilliancy 
which  this  extraordinary  man  had  invariably  liestoweil  on  every  thing 
that  came  from  hia  liiM  or  pen,  that  the  history  of  the  Ayrsliira  ploiigh- 
buy  was  an  itigenioos  fiction,  fnbricutcd  fur  the  purposes  of  obtaining 
the  interests  of  the  great,  and  eiilmucing  the  merito  of  what  in  reality 
reiinired  no  foil.  Itnt  hail  hia  cotujiinilioR!!  fallen  from  a  hand  more 
dignilicd  in  the  rankH  of  mtciely  than  that  uf  a  iieaimnt,  they  hail  jierliaiw 
lieHtoweil  as  unusual  a  grace  there,  as  even  in  the  Imnibler  sliude  of 
rustic  inspiration  fn>in  whence  they  really  spmiif;. 

That  Itums  liail  received  no  claiuicnl  eilucation,  nnil  was  acquainted 
with  the  Greek  and  Itunian  authoi?  only  through  the  meilium  of  trans- 
lations, is  a  fact  that  can  lie  indiiputuhly  proven.  I  have  Holdom  seen 
him  at  a  bias  in  conversation,  unless  where  the  deail  languages  and 
their  writers  were  the  subjects  of  discuHsion.  When  I  liave  pressed  him 
to  tell  me  why  he  never  took  iiains  la  acquire  the  I^tin  in  particular  (a 
lu:iguage  which  liU  happy  memory  hail  no  soon  enabled  him  to  lie  maiit«r 
of),  he  nsed  only  to  reply  with  a  smile,  that  he  alreiuly  knew  all  the 
Latin  he  desirctl  to  lun.ni,  and  that  was  omnia  vt'ncit  nmor ;  a  plirnae 
that  from  his  writings  and  most  favourite  pnmuiln,  it  should  undoubtedly 
seem  he  was  most  thuroiiglily  vei-seil  in  ;  hut  I  really  believe  hia  chuxical 
emditioii  extended  little,  if  any,  further. 

Tlio  iienchant  iinifortnly  acknowleilgod  by  Bums  for  tlie  festive 
pleasures  of  the  tabic,  and  towards  Uie  fairer  and  softer  object*  of 
Nature's  ci-eation,  has  lieen  the  rallying  point  where  the  attacks  of  his 
censors,  lioth  religions  and  moral,  have  been  dirccteil ;  and  to  those,  it 
must  1)6  cimfesaed,  he  ahowwl  hinixetf  no  atoic.  His  poetical  pieces 
blend,  with  alternate  happiness  of  description,  the  frolic  sidvit  of  the 
joy-inspiring  bowl,  or  melt  the  heart  to  tlie  tender  and  inipasuoned 
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seutiiiieiits  iu  which  beauty  always  taught  hiiu  to  pour  forth  bin  own. 
But  who  would  wish  to  reprove  the  lailiugs  he  has  consecrated  with  such 
lively  touches  of  nature  ?  And  where  is  the  rugged  moralist  who  will 
|)er8ua(Ic  us  so  far  to  '  chill  the  genial  current  of  tlie  soul,*  as  to  regret 
that  Ovid  ever  celebrated  his  Corinna,  or  that  Anacreon  snng  beneath 
his  vine  ? 

I  will  not,  however,  undertake  to  be  the  apologist  of  the  irregularities 
eveu  of  a  man  of  genius,  though  I  lielieve  it  is  as  certainly  understood 
that  genius  never  teas  free  of  irregularities,  as  that  their  alisolution  may 
in  gi*eat  measure  be  justly  claimed,  since  it  is  evident  that  the  world 
nmst  have  continued  very  stationary  in  its  intellectual  acquirements, 
had  it  never  given  birth  to  any  but  men  of  plain  sense.  Evenness  of 
conduct,  and  a  due  reganl  to  the  decorums  of  the  world,  have  been  so 
rarely  seen  to  move  hand  in  hand  with  genius,  that  some  have  gone  so 
far  as  to  say  (though  there  I  cannot  wholly  acquiesce),  that  they  are 
even  incompatible ;  but,  l»e  it  remembered,  the  frailties  that  cast  their 
shade  over  the  splendour  of  superior  merit  are  more  conspicuously  glaring 
than  where  they  ara  the  attendants  of  more  mediocrity.  It  is  only  on 
the  gem  we  are  disturbed  to  see  the  dust ;  the  pebble  may  be  soiled,  and 
we  do  not  regard  it.  The  eccentric  intuiticms  of  genius  too  often  yield 
the  soul  to  the  wild  efTervcscence  of  desii-es,  always  unbounded,  and 
ftomctiinefl  equally  dangcrouH  to  the  i-cposc  of  others  as  fatal  to  its  own. 
No  wonder  then  if  Virtue  herself  Iks  sometimes  lost  iu  the  blaze  of 
kindling  animation,  or  that  the  calm  admoniti(ms  of  reason  are  not 
found  sufficient  to  fetter  an  imagination  which  sconis  the  nari-ow  limits 
and  restrictiims  that  would  chain  it  to  the  level  of  ordinary  minds. 
Burns,  the  child  of  nature  and  sensibility,  unbroke  to  the  refrigerative 
])rcccpts  of  philosophy,  makes  his  own  artless  a|K>Iogy  in  terms  more 
foi*cible  than  nil  the  argumentatoiy  vindications  in  the  world  ctmld  do. 
This  appeal's  in  one  of  his  iK)ems,  where  he  delineates,  with  his  usual 
simplicity,  the  ])rogress  of  his  mind,  and  its  gradual  expansion  to  the 
lessons  of  the  tutelary  Muse  : — 

*  I  Kaw  thy  pulse's  iiiadd'niiig  play 
"Wild  send  thee  Pleasure's  devious  way, 
Misled  by  Fancy's  meteor  ray, 

By  passion  driven ; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  from  heaven  ! ' 

I  have  already  transgressed  far  Ijeyond  the  bounds  I  lia<l  proi>08e<l  to 
myself  on  first  committing  to  paper  this  sketch,  which  comprehends 
what  I  at  least  have  been  led  to  deem  the  leading  features  of  Burns's 
mind  and  character.  A  critique,  either  literary  or  moral,  I  cannot  aim 
at ;  mine  is  wholly  fuHilled  if  in  these  paragraphs  I  have  l>een  able  to 
delineate  any  of  those  strong  traits  that  distinguish  him,  of  those  talents 
which  raised  him  from  the  plough — where  he  passed  the  bleak  morning 
of  his  life,  weaving  his  rude  wreaths  of  poesy  with  the  wild  field-flowers 
that  sprung  around  his  cottage — to  that  enviable  eminence  of  literary 
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faine,  wliere  Scotland  eball  long  cberUh  hu  memory  witli  delight  and 
gratitude.  ProniiJy  she  will  remember  tliat  Leueath  lier  cold  sky,  a 
genius  was  ripened  witliont  care  or  cnltnre,  tliat  u-untd  bave  done 
lionour  to  climee  more  favourable  to  tlie  development  of  tlioee  luxuri- 
ances of  fancy  and  colouring  in  widch  be  bo  eminently  excelled. 

From  several  patagraplis  I  have  noticed  in  tlie  public  printo,  even 
since  the  idea  was  formed  of  sending  tliis  Itanible  effort  in  the  same 
direction,  I  lin<l  private  aninioeities  liave  not  yet  subsided,  and  tliat 
envy  lias  not  yet  exhausted  all  ber  sbafta.  [  still  trust,  however,  that 
honest  fame  will  Iw  permanently  alfixeil  to  Bnrns'B  cliaracttr— a  fame 
which  the  candiil  and  impartial  of  bis  own  conntrj-nien,  and  liis  readers 
everywhere,  will  find  be  has  luerlted.  And  wherever  a  kindred  boeom 
is  found  that  lias  been  taught  t«  glow  with  tlte  Itres  that  aniniated 
Burns,  slioutd  a  recollection  of  the  imprudences  that  sullied  bis  brighter 
qualifications  int«rpnt<e,  let  sncli  an  one  remember  the  imperfection  of 
all  human  excellence, —let  bim  leave  those  inconsistencies  wbicli  alter- 
nately exalted  hb  nature  into  the  semph  and  sunk  it  again  into  the 
man,  lo  the  Trihunol  which  alone  can  investigate  the  labyrinths  of  the 
human  heart 

*  In  vain  we  seek  liia  merits  to  disclose. 

Or  drsw  hia  fmilties  from  their  dmd  sbode ; 
Then  they  slike  in  trembling  hope  repose — 
The  bosom  of  hia  Fither  snd  his  God.' 


No.  III.— TESTIMONIES  OF  GRAY  AND  FINDLATER." 

BURNS 'S    CHARACTER. 

The  following  letters  were  written  to  Alexander  Peterkin,  and  inserted 
by  bim  io  his  edition  of  Bums's  Worl-a  (1B15) : 

EDIHBUKolt,  381*  Sipttmbtr  mi. 

Dear  Sir— I  am  happy  to  learn  that  you  are  engaged  in  a  vindication 
of  the  character  of  Bums  from  tlie  calumnies  contained  in  some  of  our 
most  popular  literary  journals.  The  fate  of  this  great  man  iias  been 
singularly  hard  ;  during  the  greater  part  of  his  life,  be  was  doomed  to 
struggle  with  adverse  fortune,  and  no  friendly  band  was  stretebed  forth 
to  shield  liini  from  the  storm  that  at  last  overwlielnied  bim.  It  seemeil 
even  to  have  been  tlie  object  of  a  jealous  and  illiberal  policy  to  accelerate 
his  ruin.  His  enemies  have  ascribed  to  him  vices  foreign  to  bis  nature ; 
have  exaggerated  his  failings,  and  have  not  even  hod  the  justice  to 
relieve  the  deep  shades  of  imputed  depravity,  by  a  single  ray  of  virtne. 

*  Jsineg  Onj'  wm  roclor  of  DutiiWHi  Aiadamy  from  17M,  ind  Uught  yonng  Robert,  U 
not  atbsrof  Bnrno'i  noiii.    H«  iru  •nemrdn  ■  muter  In  the  High  Bchool,  Bdlnbuish,  iind 
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tion,  and  soften  the  lieart  for  ages  to  come.  It  wn*  during  tlie  liut  years 
of  his  life  that  lie  erected  the  iiioHt  lasting  nionnnient  of  bin  genius,  by 
oompotiing  those  nuniberless  lyrical  effiiBinna  tlia.t  eniich  Mr  Thomson's 
collection ;  which,  for  simplicity,  palliiiH,  triitli  to  nntiire,  and  a  fine 
ad&platlon  to  the  lieait-stirring  inelotlies  of  our  native  land,  are  iin- 
rivnlled  in  nny  lan(,'iinge.  It  came  uiiiler  my  own  view  professionally, 
thftt  lie  superintended  the  education  of  Ida  children  with  a  degree  of  care 
that  I  have  never  seen  surpassed  by  any  parent  in  any  rank  of  life  what- 
ever. In  the  lioHoiii  of  his  family,  lie  spent  many  a  delightful  hour  in 
directing  the  Htndies  of  his  elilent  son,  a  boy  of  uncommon  talents.  I 
have  frequently  found  him  explaining  U>  this  youth,  tiien  not  more  than 
nine  years  of  age,  ttie  Englinh  poets,  from  Shakespeare  to  Gray,  or  stor- 
ing his  mini)  with  exaniples  of  heroic  virtue,  as  they  live  in  the  pages  of 
onr  most  celebrate<l  Knglisli  historians.  I  would  ask  any  person  of 
common  candour,  if  employments  like  these  are  consisteot  with  habitual 
drunkenness? 

It  is  not,  however,  denied  tliat  he  sometimes  iiiingled  with  society 
nnworthy  of  him.  He  was  of  n  social  and  convivial  nature.  He  was 
conrt«<l  by  all  claaacs  of  men  for  the  fascinating  powers  of  his  conversa- 
tion, but  over  bis  social  scene  uncontrolled  jiaHfioii  never  preside<l.  Over 
the  social  boiv],  bis  wit  llaHlied  for  honrs  togetiier,  penetratiRg  wliatever 
it  struck,  like  the  fli'e  from  beaven  ;  but  even  in  tlie  hour  of  thoughtless 
gfuety  and  merriment,  I  never  knew  it  tainted  by  indecency.  It  was 
playful  or  caustic  by  turns,  following  an  alhision  throngh  all  it«  wind- 
ings ;  astontsbing  by  ito  rapidity,  or  aniusing  by  its  wild  originality,  and 
grotesr|ue,  yet  natural  combinations,  but  never,  within  my  observation, 
disgusting  by  its  grossness. 

In  his  morning  bom's,  I  never  saw  bim  like  one  snffering  from  the 
effects  of  last  nigbt'a  intemperance.  He  appeared  then  clear  and  un- 
clouded. He  was  the  eloquent  advocate  of  humanity,  justice,  and 
political  free<lom.  From  bis  paintings,  virtue  appeared  more  lovely,  and 
piety  assumed  a  more  celestial  mien.  While  bis  keen  eye  was  pregnsiit 
with  fancy  an<l  feeling,  and  bis  voice  attuned  to  the  very  passion  which 
he  wished  to  communicate,  it  would  hanliy  have  been  possible  to  conceive 
any  tieing  more  interesting  and  delightful,  i  may  likewise  add,  Sir,  that 
to  the  very  end  of  his  life,  reailing  was  bin  favourite  amusement.  I  have 
never  known  any  man  so  intimately  acquainted  with  the  elegant  English 
authors.  He  seemed  to  have  the  poets  by  Eieart.  The  proee  authors  he 
couhl  quote  either  in  their  own  words,  or  clothe  tbeir  ideaa  in  laugnage 
more  beautiful  tbau  their  own.  Nor  was  there  ever  any  decay  in  any 
of  the  powers  of  his  mind.  To  the  last  day  of  his  life,  his  judgment,  his 
memory,  bis  imagination  were  fresh  and  vigorous  as  when  be  composed 
the  Cotter's  Satunlay  Night.  I  would  again  ask,  is  all  this  consistent 
with  the  idea  that  he  was  a  man  'perpetually  stininlated  by  alcohol'! 

The  trutb  is,  that  Bums  was  seldom  intoxitaltd.  The  drunkard  soon 
becomes  liesotted,  and  is  shunned  even  by  tbe  convivial.  Had  he  been 
so,  he  conld  not  have  long  continued  tbe  idol  of  every  party.    It  will. 
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to  liim  for  a  weekly  Hrticle,  by  tlie  proprietore  of  an  opposition  paper. 
Two  reosoQR,  equally  lionourable  to  liim,  indnced  liiiii  to  reject  llih  pro- 
posal. His  independent  Bpirit  spumed  tbe  idea  of  becoDiiii);  tlie  liirelin]{ 
of  a.  pftrty ;  and  whatever  mi(,'lit  liave  beeu  liis  opbion  of  the  men  and 
meaanres  that  tlien  prevailed,  lie  did  not  tliinlc  it  right  to  fetter  the 
operations  of  tliat  Govenitnent  by  wliicli  he  was  employed. 

Yet,  Sir,  in  the  face  of  those  known  facts,  tliere  were  individuals  from 
whom  he  ex)>erienced  the  mo«t  cmel  political  persecution.  These  men, 
in  violation  of  all  tbe  laws  of  justice,  humanity  and  candonr,  coDBtrued 
every  stroke  of  hiimonr,  evety  word  uttered  in  tbe  heat  of  debate,  or  the 
moment  of  entliusiasm,  that  did  not  coirespond  with  their  notions  of 
political  orthodoxy,  into  hostility  to  the  existing  onler  of  thint^s.  To 
their  eternal  infainy,  they  gave  that  information  which  brought  upon  the 
poet  the  IbDndeiK  of  the  Board  of  Excise,  when  he  was  told  that  it  was 
for  him  to  act  not  to  think,  and  which  nearly  wrested  the  crust  of  bread 
from  the  lips  of  his  wife  and  children.  It  may  likeivinelie  observed,  that 
from  the  same  source  many  of  tiiene  caluninics  floweil,  which  have  since 
been  eclioed  from  the  Forth  to  the  GongeH,  with  saeh  malevolent  delight. 

The  reflections  in  the  Edinburgh  Itfoiew  couie  next  to  be  cnnsidere<l, 
and  I  shall  freely  tell  you,  the  (irst  time  I  read  this  article,  liod  I  not 
lieen  infonneil  in  llie  title  that  it  referred  to  llnms,  (at  least  as  far  na 
character  is  concerneil,)  I  should  never  have  made  the  discovery  myself. — 
tint  the  Keviewer  shall  speak  for  himself :  I  refer  to  the  jiossage  yOQ 
have  quoted. 

The  uinst  ingenious  reasoning,  with  all  the  decorations  of  lieanliful 
composition,  are  lint  as  dust  in  tbe  balance  when  unsup]>orted  by  fact 
It  hnppens  here,  as  in  a  former  ca.<<e,  that  facts  are  not  only  wanting  to 
prop  the  hyiHitheNis,  but  there  are  known  facts  fmiii  which  conclusions 
must  be  drawn  diametrically  opposite.  The  wliola  pawiO)^,  as  applieit 
to  lliirns,  is  a  calumny,  and  if  it  does  not  apply  to  bini,  why  is  it  here 
at  all?  'He  never  s|ient  in  viun  superfluities,  tbe  money  that  lielonged 
in  right  to  the  pale  industrious  tradesman,  and  his  famishing  infants. 
He  never  raved  about  friendship  and  philantliropy  in  a  tavern,  while  his 
wife's  heart  wns  breaking,  and  his  children  pining  in  cheerless  poverty.' 

Though  his  annual  income  was  not  aliove  £75,  yet,  by  a  rigid  economy, 
the  oirspring  of  that  spirit  of  indqundencc,  which  regulate*!  every  action 
of  his  life— anil  which  not  oven  poverty  could  quell, — he  so  managed  thin 
pittance,  fiA  decently  to  support  liis  family,  without  incurring  debt,  and 
even  to  hare  souiethiiig  Ui  spai-e  for  tlie  purposes  of  charity.  His  car 
was  never  shut  ogninst  the  ciy  of  imi'erty  and  distress,  and  he  wan 
known  fi'squently  to  bestow  on  tbe  children  of  affliction,  sums  mnch 
larger  than  might  have  lieen  expected,  from  considerations  due  to  his 
own  narrow  Tinanccs.  It  is  a  singular  fact,  that  at  his  dealh,  the 
whole  amount  of  liU  debts  wns  not  twenty  pounds :  of  this,  only  a  few 
pounds  wei«  for  bouse  accounts :  oil  the  rest  was  for  volunteer  uniform. 
I  have  the  authority  of  Mrs  Bums  henielf  for  stating,  that  to  her  and  to 
her  children  he  was  uniformly  kind,  cheerful,  and  attentive  ;  that  he  was 
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every  nerve  to  throw  all  kinds  of  obloquy  on  libmemory.  HU  convivi&I 
lialiitfi,  liU  wit  anil  humour,  liu  social  laleiiU,  ami  liis  inilepeDdeiit 
xpirit,  have  been  perverted  into  ooiut&nt  and  iiabitual  druiikeiin««, 
impiety,  neglect  of  liis  proferaional  duty,  and  of  his  family,  and  In  «liort, 
nluioat  every  iiiinian  vice  :  He  has  1ieen  branded  with  cowardice,  aeoiiaed 
(if  atteniiitinj;  nxirder  and  even  anicide ;  and  all  IIiIb  witliont  a  shadow 
nt  proof— Pro/i  Pudort  In  tliere  notiiini;  of  tendemew  due  ta  the 
meiDory  of  so  transcendent  a  geninH,  who  lias  bo  often  deli){lit«<l  even  liiH 
libellent  with  the  telicitie*  of  his  song,  and  tiie  clianiiB  of  h in  wit  and 
humour?  And  is  no  regard  to  be  bad  to  the  feelings  of  those  near  and 
dear  relatives  he  lias  left  behind ;  or  are  his  aslies  never  to  '  hope 
repoM  V— My  indit^ation  has  unwarily  leil  nie  astray  from  the  point  to 
which  I  meant  to  have  confineil  niynelf,  and  to  which  I  will  now  recur, 
and  brieUy  stat«  what  I  liave  to  say  on  this  subject. 

My  connection  with  Robert  Bams  commenced  immediately  after  his 
admission  into  the  Excise,  and  continued  to  the  honr  of  his  death.  In 
all  that  time,  the  snp«rint«nil«nce  of  liis  behaviour,  as  an  officer  of  the 
revenne,  was  a  branch  of  my  especial  province,  and  it  may  be  supposed 
I  wonid  not  be«n  inattentive  observer  of  the  geticral  eondnct  of  a  man 
and  a  poet,  so  celebrated  by  liis  conntrymen.  In  the  former  caimcity,  so 
far  from  \ta  being  'impossible  for  him  to  dischai^  the  duties  of  liis 
oflice  with  tliat  regularity  which  is  almost  indispensable,'  as  is  palpably 
assumed  by  one  of  his  bini^spheis,  and  insinuated  not  very  oliscnrely 
even  by  Dr  Currie,  he  wns  exemplary  in  bis  attention  an  an  Exnse 
officer ;  and  was  even  jealoiu  nf  tlie  least  imputation  on  his  vigilance  : 
as  a  proof  of  which,  it  may  not  be  foreign  to  the  subjecl,  to  <[uote  a  part 
of  a  letter  from  him,  to  myself,  in  a  case  of  only  steming  inattention. — 
'  I  know.  Sir,  nnd  regret  deeply,  that  this  business  glances  wilh  a 
nialign  aspect  on  my  character  as  an  officer ;  hut  as  I  am  really  innocent 
in  tlie  afTair ;  and  aa  the  gentleman  is  known  to  be  an  illicit  dealer,  and 
particularly  ns  this  is  the  singtt  instnnce  of  the  least  shadow  of  carel«w- 
ncss  or  impropriety  in  my  conduct  ns  an  officer,  I  shall  lie  peculiarly 
nnfortunate  if  my  character  shall  fall  a  sacrifice  to  the  dark  manmiivres 
of  a  smuggler. '—This  of  itself  atTords  more  than  a  presumption  of  his 
attention  to  husincsa ;  ns  it  cannot  be  supposed  he  wonlil  have  written 
tn  such  a  style  to  me,  bnt  from  the  impnlne  of  a  conscious  rectitude  in 
this  department  of  his  dnly.  Indeed,  it  was  not  till  near  the  latter  end 
of  his  dn}-s,  that  there  was  any  falling  off  in  this  respect :  and  this  was 
amply  accounteil  for  in  the  pressure  of  disease  and  accmiiiilating  inrirmi' 
ties.  About  this  period  I  arlvised  him  to  relinquish  biuiness  altogether, 
which  he  complied  with ;  but  it  distrest  him  a  good  deal,  as  he  was 
thereby  liable  to  suffer  a  diminution  of  salary,  and  he  wrote  to  Commis- 
sioner GralMm,  in  the  hope  that  that  gentleman's  intlnence  would  get 
his  full  pay  continne<l  during  his  illness,  which  I  have  nn  doubt  it  wonId 
have  done,  if  he  had  recovered.  In  the  mean  time,  Mr  Graham  wrote 
him  a  letter,  exhibiting  a  solid  proof  of  his  generosity  and  friemUhip : 
but  alaa  t  the  Poet  was  by  this  time  too  far  gone  toward*  that  'nndis- 
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covered  country,  from  whoBe  bourne  no  traveller  retumsZ-HUid  could 
nut  acknowledge  it. 

Having  stated  Bums's  vnremittivg  attention  to  intsiness,  which  cer- 
tAinly  was  not  coniiuitihle  with  perpetual  intoxication ;  it  follows,  of 
course,  that  this  latter  charge  must  fall  to  the  ground :  and  I  will 
further  avow,  that  I  never  saw  him,  which  was  very  frequently  while 
he  lived  at  EUisland,  and  still  more  so,  almost  every  day,  after  lie 
removed  to  Dumfries,  but  in  hours  of  business  he  was  quite  himself, 
and  capable  of  discharging  the  duties  of  his  office:  nor  was  he  ever 
known  to  drink  by  himself,  or  seen  to  indulge  in  the  use  of  liquor  in  a 
forenoon,  as  the  statement,  that  he  was  perpetually  under  its  stimulus, 
unequivocally  implies. 

To  attempt  the  refutation  of  the  various  other  calumnies  with  which 
his  memory  has  been  assailed,  some  of  which  are  so  alisurd  as  hardly  to 
merit  any  attention,  does  not  fall  in  my  way,  though  I  ho|)e  they  w*ill 
he  suit4ibly  taken  notice  of ;  but  permit  me  to  add,  that  I  have  seen 
Burns  in  all  his  various  phases,  in  his  convivial  moments,  in  his  solier 
moods,  and  in  the  bosom  of  his  family  :  indeed,  I  believe  I  saw  more  of 
him  than  any  other  individual  had  occasion  to  see,  after  he  became  an 
Excise  officer,  and  I  never  beheld  any  thing  like  the  gross  enormities 
with  which  he  is  now  charged  :  That  when  set  down  in  an  evening  with 
a  few  friends  whom  he  liked,  he  was  apt  to  ]>i'olong  the  social  hour 
lieyond  the  1>oui)ds  which  pnidence  would  dictate,  is  unquestionable ; 
but  in  his  family,  I  will  venture  to  say,  he  was  never  seen  othenvise 
than  attentive  and  affectionate  to  a  higli  degree.  U])on  the  whole,  it  is 
much  to  lie  lamentetl  that  thei*e  has  been  so  much  broad,  unqualified 
assertion  as  lias  been  displayed  in  Burns's  histoiy  ;  tlie  virulence  indeed 
witli  which  his  memory  has  been  treated,  is  hardly  to  lie  paralleled  in 
the  annalH  of  literature.  Wishing  every  success  ixi  the  laudable  attempt 
of  rescuing  it  from  the  indiscriminate  abuse  which  has  l>een  hea])ed 
upon  it,  1  remain,  Sir,  Your  most  obedient  servant, 

A.  FiNDLATER. 

To  Mr  Alex.  Peterkin,  Edinburgh. 


No.  IV. -THE  BURNS  FAMILY. 

The  children  of  the  marriage  of  Robert  Burns  and  Jean  Armour  who 
survived  mere  infancy  were  : 

Robert,  Imrn  .Sd  September  1786,  die<l  14th  May  1857. 
Francis  Wallace,  bom  ISth  August  1789,  died  9tli  July  180.^ 
William  Nicol,  Imrn  9th  Ai)ril  1791,  died  21st  Febrnary  1872. 
Elizabeth  Riddel,  l)orn  2lKt  Novenil)er  1792,  died  Sej>teml»er  179r>. 
James  (iLEXCAIRN,  ]>orn  12tli  August  1794,  died  18tli  November  186.'). 
Maxwell,  bom  2r)tli  July  1796,  died  23d  Noveml)or  1799. 
Robert's  twin-sistor  Jean  died  in  infancy,  as  did  the  twin-daugbtei-s 
born  on  3d  March  1788  ;  these  are  all  buned  in  Mauchline  churchyard. 
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Hubert,  bom  at  Muiicliliiie,  edacatetl  at  Ci1aJ4gi>w  and  Edinburgh  Uui- 
versi ties,  got  in  1804  a  [khiI  in  the  Staiiip  Office,  Luniion,  from  wliicli 
lie  retired  uu  a  iiunniou  iu  lti33.  Married  in  1808  Anne  Sherwood,  and 
had  issue  a  daughter  Eliza,  who  married  Dr  Everilt  of  the  Madrau  Civil 
Service,  and  died  in  1S78.  Her  only  chihl,  Mnrtlia,  married-  Matthew 
Tliunias,  auil  livrai  at  MaiiiiiHtown,  Killiuick,  Cuautj'  Wexford,  Ireland. 
She  liafi  no  cliild. 

Francis  Wallace,  bom  at  ElliHland,  waa  barely  fonrleeu  at  his  dealli. 

William  Nicol,  born  at  Ellialaud,  went  to  the  Eaut  Indies  as  a  niid- 
Hliipinan  at  the  nge  of  fifteen  ;  got  n  cadetdiip  in  1811  ;  served  mure  than 
thirty  years  in  the  Ttli  Madtas  Infantry,  and  retired  LieDl«iiant- Colonel 
in  1843  ;  IS.'iS  brevet  Colonel ;  married,  1K22,  Catherine  A.  Crone  (died 
1S41),  and  died  al  Cheltenham,  where  ho  live<l  in  reliremeut  witli  his 
brother  James. 

Eliza1>eth  Kiddel,  born  at  Dumfries ;  died  at  Mauchline,  and  was 
buried  in  tlie  Armour  Inir  in  Manchline  churchyard. 

James  Glencairn  went  from  Uumfrien  <.>mmmar  School,  where  he  and 
all  his  hn>the]'s  commenced  their  education,  to  Clirist's  UoB|>ital,  Loudon, 
where  a  fonndaliun  lio'l  l)een  procured  for  him ;  got,  like  William  Nicol,  a 
cadetshi|i  in  the  H.E.I.C.'b  Service  in  1811,  and  rotie  tj)  be  Major  and 
ultimately  in  ItUii  brevet  Lieu  tenant-Colonel.  Part  of  his  time  in  lu<li» 
he  passed  in  the  Civil  Service.  Married  (1)  Sarah  Ituhiiisou  (died  1831) 
and  had  iisue  a  daughter  and  a  son,  who  died  in  early  infancy,  and  Sarah 
Bums,  bom  1821,  and  still  living  in  Cliellcniiam  ;  (2)  Mary  Beckett,  by 
whom  he  had  one  daughter,  Annie  Beckett  Bums,  alHo  living  and  resi- 
dent with  her  half-itister.  Sarali  Burns  married  Dr  B.  W.  Hutchinson, 
and  lioH  isene  one  son  and  three  ilaaghters— Annie  Vincent  Bums 
Uutchinmin,  married  James  Scott,  Uroukside,  near  Adelaide,  and  has  no 
issue;  Ibibert  Bums  Hutchinson,  at  present  a  clerk  in  Chicago; 
married,  and  has  one  daughter,  born  1894 ;  Violet  Bums  Hatcliinson, 
married  iieorge  H.  (iowring,  and  has  no  if<aue ;  and  Margaret  Conalgine 
Bums  Hutvliinxou,  unmarried,  living  with  her  mother  in  Clieltenham. 
Robert  Bums  Hutchinson  is  the  only  male  re[ireseiitative  of  the  direct 
line  now  living.  • 

Gilbert  Burns  (bom  28tli  Seiiteu)1>er  1760)  left  Mitfwgiel  in  1798,  having 
taken  a  tease  of  the  farm  of  I>inning  in  Nillistlale  from  Mr  Monleitli  of 
Closebum.  In  1800  he  removed  to  East  Lotliian  to  manage  the  farm  of 
Morham  West  Mains  (now  Morliani  Mnir)  fur  Captun  Dunlop  (son  and 
heir  of  Mrs  Duidop  of  Dunlup).  In  1804  Kathaiine,  Lady  Blantyre, 
appointed  him  factor  of  tier  East  Lothian  estates,  and  gave  him  a  free 
bouse  (Grant's  Bnies,  about  a  mile  west  of  Haddington),  and  a  salary  of 
£100,  afterwards  raised  to  £140.  He  married  in  1791  Miss  Jean  Brecken- 
ridge  of  Kilmarnock,  who  was  connected  by  marriage  with  Sir  James 
Kliaw,  already  mentioned,  and  had  eleven  cliildren.  He  died  at  Giant's 
Biaes  on  8th  April  1827,  and  was  bii.-ied  in  Bolton  churchyard. 
rt  Bnrui  llreil  wllb 
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and  Bs  baa  been  atated,  tbe  poet's  budy  oiid  those  of  his  two  buub,  Max- 
ucll  ami  Froucis,  were  trauafemtd  to  it  on  12tli  Septeuiber  181G.  A 
Latin  inscription  was  composed  fur  it,  but  never  cnt. 

The  MoNUMBKT  on  Allowav  Ckoft,  close  to  ilie  auld  brig  of  Doon. 
The  fuuuiUtion  stone  was  laid  on  tlie  SStli  January  ISSW,  by  Sir  Alex- 
auder  Bosusll  of  Auchinleck,  who  presided  over  the  public  lueetiiig  in 
Ayr  at  witicb  the  erection  of  a  nioniinient  was  a^'reed  to,  tlie  Rev. 
Hamilton  Paul  constitating  the  audience.  £3300  waa  subeuiibed  for 
the  |>ur|iuse. 

The  Edinduroii  Mu.IUMent  was  an  after- though  I.  A  subscription 
was  conitiienced  in  1SI2,  by  Jutiii  Forlics  Mitchell,  of  Bombay,  for  the 
purpose  of  setting  up  a  colosasl  statue  of  Burns  on  a  conspicuous  site  in 
the  capital.  Flaxnian  a^eed  to  fiiniLsli  a  life-size  marble  statue  for 
£1400,  and  ultimately  oHci-ed  to  execute  it,  either  in  bronze  or  in  marble, 
for  nothing.  He  did  not  live  to  finiwli  bis  work— marlile  was  cbosen  as 
the  material — and  It  was  lininlicd  by  bis  hroUier  in-law  and  pupil,  Mr 
Dentnan.  Then,  tlie  surplus  being  Inrt^e,  it  was  resolved  to  erect  » 
buihiiug  vvliei-ein  bo  bouse  tlie  statue.  More  money  was  needed,  and  at 
length  mure  tlion  £3300  was  gut.  The  founilation  stone  was  liud  in 
1S3I.  In  ttJ61  the  statue  was  roiuoved  to  tbe  SccittiHb  National  Gallery, 
and  in  1880  to  the  Scottteh  National  Purtrait  Gollerj-. 

Ua  the  25tli  January  I&42,  a  monument  to  tlie  memory  of  Mary 
Campbell  was  erecteil  in  the  West  Churchyard,  Greenock ;  and  a  bronze 
statne  of  her  by  D.  W.  Stevenson,  R.S.A.,  was  unveiled  at  Dnnoon,  on 
Iflt  August  1806,  by  Lady  Kelvin. 

The  principal  Statues  of  Uiirns  are  : 

Edinbi;rou,  Plaxman,  described  above. 

Glasouw,  bronze,  by  George  Edwin  Ewing,  unvdled  in  George 
Square,  on  23tli  January  1877,  by  Lonl  Houghton. 

Kilmarnock,  marble,  by  W.  G.  Stevenson,  R.S.A.,  originated  1ST2, 
by  James  AI'Kie,  unveiled  9tli  August  1879,  by  Colonel  (afterwards 
General)  Sir  Claud  Alexander  of  Bnllochinyle,  M.P. 

Nkw  Vobk,  bronze,  by  Sir  John  Steell,  R.S.A.,  unveiled  2d  October 
1S80,  an  oration  being  delivered  by  George  William  Curtis. 

DuMDEK,  replica  of  the  New  York  slAtue,  unveiled  IGtIi  October  1880. 

DUUFKIES,  marble,  by  Mi's  D.  0.  Hill  (sister  of  Sir  Noel  Paton), 
unveiled  6t1i  April  1882,  by  the  Earl  of  Roeebery. 

LuNDUN,  replica  of  New  York  and  Dundee  statues,  altered  in  some 
|>articulars,  unveiled,  on  tlie  Thames  EmbaiikmcDt,  in  1881,  by  the 
Earl  of  Roselwry. 

Albanv  (L'.S.),  by  Charles  Calverley,  unveileil  30tli  Sejitetuber  18S8. 
Erected  out  of  fnnds  (some  40,000  dote.)  left  by  nn  eccentric  old 
Scotchwoman,  Mary  M'Plierson,  resident  in  Albany. 

Ayr,  bronze,  by  G.  A.  Lawson,  H.R.8.A.  unveiled  in  1891. 

Abebdeen,  bronze,  by  Henry  Bainsmith,  a  native  of  Abenleeo,  un- 
veiled 15th  Septemlier  1892,  by  Piofeivor  Masson. 


APPBK  DICES. 

No.  Vir.— VARIATIONS  IN  TEXT  OF  POEMS. 
Paj^49,  SO.— 'ItOBEKT  BKUCif'a  Address  to  ma  Abuv.' 


Scots,  wlia  liae  wi'  'Wallace  MM, 
Scots,  whaiii  Bruce  liUB  aflen  led. 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bod 
Ur  to  Victoria. 

Now  'a  the  dny  nnil  now  'a  tins  hour, 
See  a|>|>roacli  proud  Edward^)  power ; 
Sliarply  iiiaiiq  we  liiile  tlie  Htoure— 
Eitlier  tliey,  or  we. 

'^VIla  will  1)e  a  traitor  knave ! 
iHanl'B  (jrnvol 


AVIin  for  Scotknil's  Kiii);,  and  Law, 
Freedoiii'ii  sword  will  Htrougly  draw, 
Free-man  titaiid,  or  Free-niau  fn', 
Let  liiiii  follow  uie  ! 

Do  you  liear  yoiir  cliilili-en  cry — 
'  Were  we  Imrn  iti  cliaiim  to  lie?' 
No  1    Come  Death,  or  Lil)erty  ! 

Yes,  tliey  aliall  be  free  ] 

Lay  tlie  ]>roud  Usurpers  low  ! 
Tyraiita  fall  in  every  foe  ! 
Liberty  's  in  every  blow  ! 

Let  us  Do  or  Die  1 1 

ifc-cses,  60.— 'Adukess  SroKEN  liv  Miss  Fontenelle.' 
I'l^e  6S,  line  i — said  =  tbouglit. 

n  lines  5,  6— renrf. 

So  ttoiiglit  a  I'oet  in  liis  skyey  dome,   . 
„  , ,  ,  .       t  in  admiration  i    , 

™'"'""    i  that  to  admire  liirn  i    I^n^come. 

II  tineQ,  &c.,  retid, 

'  0.  Ma'am,'  replied  the  silly  strnttinB  creature, 
ScreHing  each  self-important,  awkward  feature, 
'  Flatt«ry  I  detest,  as  I  admire  your  taste. 
At  once  so  just,  correct,  profound,  and  chaste.' 

II  line  32--read,  Believe  me.  Gentiles,  'tis  my  fix'd  belief. 


APPKNUICBS. 

Tho  Kiii<;  cilii  iiiuk  a  beltct  Kuij^Lt, 
A  Manjiiic,  Duke,  aud  a'  Lliat ; 
Kilt  lui  lioiicHt  man  'a  ubooii  liia  luiglit — 
Cude  failli,  lie  luauua  fu'  lliat. 

For  a'  tliat,  au'  a'  tliat, 

His  ynrteni,  Btani  aii'  a'  tbat, 

The  pitli  uf  Kenee  ami  wale  of  wortk 

Are  better  far  tliaii  a'  tliat. 

Tlien  let  us  jjvay  llie  time  (nay  cuiiie — 
An'  cuma  it  will  for  a'  that— 
Wlieii  Meniw  anil  truth,  o'er  a'  the  Eurth, 
Shall  bear  the  grie,  fur  a'  tliat 

Fur  a'  that,  ati'  a'  tliat, 

An'  conic  it  will  f»r  a'  that. 

An'  man  tu  iiiair,  the  world  o'er, 

Shall  Itvotlieni  be  fui  a'  thaL 

Pagei  196-I9H.— 'FiiiST  Ballad  os  Mb  Hguon'k  Election.' 
Verac  I,  line  1— Wliam^whoui;  we=ye 
.,    2— T»=Fiir. 
■I      -2,     <•    S—reail,  The  hoiient  man  for  a'  that. 
II      3,      II    3 — rtttd,  Wi'  Dukcfi  and  Lurds ;  or 

Wi'  Earls  and  Uiiken. 
f>  II    7 — An  =  'riie;  comiiiDueT  =  iiBtric)t. 

,.     4,     II    2— iH't=it'B. 

II  11    a—raiil.  For  why  !  a  Lord  way  be  a  gowk. 

,.      5,      I.    4— man-hul. 

.1    7-Weaiena=Forwe'renot. 
I'ages  108-201.— 'Ballad  Second:  Thk  Electhin." 
Verse  1,  lines  &-S—reail, 

Anil  Gorilon  that  keenly  will  ntart ; 

Why  shamulcHH  her  lone  is  the  lonsie! 

E'en  let  her  kind  kin  take  a  jiarL 

II     -J,     I.        1— 1ilack-ncbbit=black'lippiL 


And  there'll  1w  bnliblie-jriok  Will, 

A  Diixbliy  me  black  at  the  bane  ; 

WImte'er  they  niav  say  o'  liix  failins, 

Snre  gamin  anil  reaviii  are  Dane. 
7-8— lYiirf, 
For  now  what  he  wan  in  thi>  Indie:* 

Has  twonr'il  up  the  laddie  fu'  clean. 
7 — billie=birkie. 
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TITLES  AND  FIRST  IJNES  OF  POETICAL  PIECiB, 
OF  SONGS  AND  CHORUSES,  AND  OF  THE 
FIRST  LINES  OF  SOME  OF  THE  PASSAGES 
MOST  FREQUENTLY  QUOTED. 
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Tlu!  lltln  of  poettra 

tlllw 
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lenulcd  by  t1<«  1 

nnf  I 

by 

hat  of  (IX 

A  Bottle  and  Friend 

t  A  cliielil  'sMiiMigyou  litkin'  noteo 

t  A  iliunien  ickerin  a  tlinive'S  asnin'  rpqiioit 

Adam  Abmouk'h  I'ravkr 

Address  to  the  Deiu 

Adukesh  to  the  Woodlark ,. 

Allien  !  a  licnrt-wiirni,  fimil  allien  ! 

Ailiniriiig  Nature  in  her  wiMeHl  t;mc& 

Aildwn  U'iiiiling  Jiilli  I  diil  wander 

Ae  <)ay,  nn  D<>atli,  tliat  gmivoiiie  rar) 

Ae  fotiil  kiw,  anil  tliMi  we  never 

Afar  llie  illnxtrionR  Exile  roanifi 

A  Fiddler  is  the  North 

A  fijfor  those  bij  liitp  /irolrded  I. 

+  Aft  liurc  llie  i^f,  n^  ntoi-y  tellx,  Frae  Sontliron  liitlief.. 

Aftos  Water. 

A;!Ain  rej^icin;;  Natnm  neej". 

Ajrain  tlieeitent  wbeeln  of  time ., 
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A  gniii  New-yesr  T  wIbIi  Ui«e,  Mitf^e! i.  S 

Ah,  Olilorifl,  cixilil  I  now  biilMt ir.  1 

All,  Cliloris,  siiicB  it  may  not  lie iv.  1 

A  liefui,  ]iUf^,  sinless 'quite  of  bmiii  Mtil  miiiI iv.  '■ 

A  Kiitlilanil  Iful  my  lovu ivaa Lorn i.  i 

f  All,  Tnmt  All,  Tanil  Uiou'llgct  tliy  foiriii ! iii,  i 

All,  wiie  irt  me,  my  MoUior  di-rir : i. 

AiKKs,  B06F-RT,  S.pnAPtt  ON iv. ; 

AlNSLIK,MlS!5,COMPI.IlilK*lTAHY  LtNUB  TO ...  ii.  1 

A  Iratit  nit  alimt -teas  mitiingker  iaooH iv. 

All  devil  lut  I  ani.AitnmnM  wrptrl i. 

All  liail  !  inexornkle  lord  ! i.  I 

Altlin'niy  li(ickli«A.ttlie  wa' iv.  I 

Altlin'  my  lied  were  in  yon  niiiir. i. 

Altlio'  tlioniu«.Un>)eV6r1i«min«. Iv.  j 

Amiing  tlie  trraa  wiiere  linmiiiing  lieeo ir.  1 

A  Man's  a  Man  fob  a'  that iv.  186. 1 

+  Amliitinnin  ftiiiel«or-t'leani ii.  I 

Ainnn|>tlieli6iitliy  liillsknd  ragweed  wcknIh. ii.  1 

+  An  ftiild  wifc'ii'UinEue'sft  feclilesa  mutter i,  1 

•  Ann  nrmrdie,  tirire crmrdi't iv.  J 

Aticu  niair  I  liiiil  t1i«e,tlioa gloomy Deceiiilier! iii.  304,  i 

An'  Charlie,  he'tmyilarlitu/ iv. 

•  Aruliiliu!  / (im tMnrjf,  WHtry,  0.'. iv.  ; 

And  a'  III  lie  aponetontyain  dear  itng. iii.  ; 

t  Anil  lianil  tlioirni»ea tAtbeK^nnBtarip j.  ; 

Anil  J  'II  kitt  Ihttyrt.yet i. 

AntHt'n  O.felle  Fort«ne.  O! i. 

Anil  miiiin  I  ulill  on  ilenit  doat i.  ; 

t  Anil    iiiy   Freeiloni '»   my  lainUliIp  dm  iiinnntTli  ilaro 

tJiiicli iv.  1 

'  And  tlif  llojnie  it  ii  iril/irr'it,  and  rue  it  i«  prime. iv.  ' 

i-  An'  fi'lk  Ifiiin  to  tak  tlie  (,'iite iii.  '. 

+  .\n'  uPllin  fun  nnd  nnro  lin]i[iy iij.  J 

I  .An  ImtiPHl  niiin  iiiny  lil;<(  n  (;tiiM i.  j 

t  A  niHlitn'KudefellmvBl.iii  w)«tliei-«il  n' iv.  1 

Aimii,  tliyciiBrnismy  lii^snm  Jlrp iv. 

All'  (l./or  niieandiireiil;,,  Turn  I iii,  ; 

Ah   I}!  my  Kpjni- iv.  1 

An'  sill-  hill  iirn iipiirkU'ng  mgiicikb  rrn i, 

■  .\n  S'>nn'l™ty  wprccomenpiin iv.  ! 

.!„■ ,.    ■.-,  ,r'  „.„:■',■;. if.  ] 

\  |.i..:        .                   '11-  (iddle i  \ 
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A  riilie  of  f>eeniiiig  trutli  uid  tnist i.  SiiS 

Ai-mie  liiiit  1>y  my  early  walk ii.  199;  iv,  390 

t  A    roiu-inK  vhid  tit   Uiiiea  to  vend,  Anil  nail 't  wi' 

Scripture i,  161 

An  cniild  a  wind  na  ever  blew iv,  307 

Andonn  tlie  linni  lliey  look  tlieir  way iv.    41 

Ah  Katliei- Ailaiii  fiiHt  WM  [imleii ." Iv.  302 

As  I  cam  l.y  Crucliallaii ii.  54;  iv,  397 

An  I  cam  down  the  liankH  o' Nttli iv.  240 

•  Am  1  gneil  down  tlie  water-Bid<t iv,  339 

Ah  1  Hiood  Iiy  yi>r  rooHeMi  tower iv.  02,  125 

•  An  I  was  a-wanderiti};  ae  niidmininier  e'eniii'. iv.  344 

As  I  waa  a-wand'Hiig  ae  morning  in  Nprjng. 1.    64 

As  I  wan  walking  np  tlie  ntreet iv.  104 

Afk  wlty  God  made  llic  i^iii  no  mnall iii.  282 

A  slave  to  love's  nnlioiincled  sway iv.  102 

Ah  Mailiean'  lier  laiiilxi  lliegitlicr i.    S9 

Anon  the  liankn  o'  wandering  Nitli iv.  241 

Ab  Tain  the  clia]iniaii  on  a  day iv.  302 

At  Urownhill  we  alwayB  get  dainty  gnml  diecr iv.    60 

"  A'  the  IwIk  o"  Thor)iie-l«nk iv.  331 

A  Tippling  Ballad iv.  130 

Anld  clinckie  Reekie 'HsairdiHtrmt ii.  108 

Anid  comrade  dear  and  I iritlier  sinner iii.    77 

Al-LD  Lano  SVKK ii.  392;  iv.  47.  405 

AiiLD  Ron  MOBRis. iii.  ;tU!l;  iv.  390 

AvTHOR,  Epitaph  on  the iv.  SWi 

•  AwA,  Whias  awa  1 iv.  338 

•^tfvi.  tnigs,  fiiifi ! iv.  338 

Atra'  m''  f/ovr  bella  and  jioiir  hrmttin iv.    31 

Awa'  wi' your  witchcraft  o' lieaiity's  alarnm iv.  200 

+  Ayp  keep  Nomething  to  youmel ill.    44 

•  Aj/e  trnidi,,  0 ." iv.  335 

A' ye  wha  live  hy  wiwiw  o' drink i.  309 

BABixfiTrtN.  Pn.  F.rioRAM  os  the  L(H)K.s  of iv.  Sl.T 

Ballad  ox  tiik  Amkiiican  Wah il   0.1 

Ballads  os  Mr  Hkhonm  Klection.  1795 iv.  l«l,  I9R,  203 

Hask-note,  Linen  witirrBS  on  a i.  302 

Bannockbvrn,  HmrrE'sAnnni'aw  to  iiir  Abmv  at.,  iv.    49 

■Bannocks  o'  Barlkv iv.  304 

•  Bnnnoftii  o'  limr-mfftl. iv.  304 

Rard,  KroTrH.  Os  a i.  309 

Baud's  Epitaph,  A i.  371 

Bean tvNinH  rose- hiid.  young  anil  gay il.  200 

Beklzebib,  AiiDHESS  OF. i.  347 
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PAOR 

By  love  and  by  beauty iv.  107 

By  Ougbtertyre  grows  tlie  aik ii.  193 ;  iv.  395 

By  yon  castle  wa',  at  tbe  close  of  tlie  day ill.  241 ;  iv.  408 

Caledonia iii.  34,  iv.  221 

Calf,  The i.  397 

Can  I  cease  to  care? iv.  220 

Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy? iv.  172 

Canst  thmi  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  !f iv.  172 

t  Care,  mad  to  ^ee  a  man  sae  bappy liL  214 

♦  Carle,  an  the  King  come iv.  336 

*  Carle,  an  the  King  coitie iv.  337 

Carron,  Verses  written  on  the  Window  of  an 

Inn  at ii  160 

Ca*  the  Yowes  to  the  Kxowes iv.  139,  *  339,  403 

Ca'  the  yotccs  to  the  himves iv.  139,  *  340,  403 

*  Cauld  blaws  tbe  wind  frae  east  to  west iv.  330,  389 

Canld  is  tbe  e'enin'  blast iv.  103 

Cease,  ye  pnidea,  your  envious  railings iv.  307 

Chalmers,  Willie i.  400 

Charlie,  he's  my  Darung iv.    94 

CiiLORis  being  III,  On iv.  220 

Chloris,  Esteem  for iv.  157 

Chloris,  To iv.  166 

Clarinda,  mistress  of  my  soul ii.  270 

Clarinda,  To ii.  323;  iii.  273 

Clarinda,  Verses  sent  to iv.  129 

*  Cock  up  your  Beaver. iv.  341 

Collected,  Harry  stood  a  wee ii.    68 

Come,  bumpers  bigb,  express  your  joy iv.  112 

*Come  (ill  me  a  bumper,  my  jolly,  brave  boys iv.  177 

Come,  let  me  take  tliee  to  my  breast iv.    32 

•  Coming  tlirougb  tbe  rye,  poor  body iv.  357 

•Composed  in  August.' i.    99 

Composed  in  Spring i.  329 

Contented  wi'  little,  and  cantie  wi'  mair iv.  172 

Com  rigs,  an'  barley  ings i.  97;  iv.  386 

Cottkr*s  Saturday  Night,  The i.  217 

Country-skat,  Epigram  on  a  beautiful iv.  311 

Country  Squire,  Epigram  on  a  henpecked iv.  307 

Country  Squire,  Epitaph  on  a  henpecked iv.  302 

Coxcomb,  Epigram  on  a  noted iv.  117 

Craigdarrocb,  fam'd  for  speaking  art iv.  323 

Craigieburn  Wood iii.  332,  3.13;  iv.  406 

♦  Crowdie iv.  369 

Cruiksiiank,  Miss,  To ii.  200 

vol.  iv.  2  I 
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PAQB 

ECCLEFECHAN,  LiNES  INSCRIBED  ON  THE  WINDOW  OF 

AN  Inn  AT iv.  Id3 

Edina  I  Scotia's  darling  seat  I ii.    25 

Edinburgh,  Address  TO ii.   25 

Election  Ballad  for  WesterhV iiL  128 

Elegy  on  Wilue  Nicol's  Mare iii.  166 

Elegy,  Sketch  for  an iv.  323 

Elphinstone,  Mr,  To ii.  263 

Envy,  if  thy  jaundiced  eye iv.  307 

Eppie  Adair iv.  107 

•  Eppie  M»Nab iv.  342,  410 

Esopus  to  Maria,  Epistle  FROM iv.    80 

t  Eve's  bonie  squad,  priests  wyte  them  sheerly L  439 

Excise  Division,  Epigram  on  being  appointed  to 

AN iv.  309 

Excisemen  Universal,  Epigram  on iv.  309 

Expect  na,  Sir,  in  this  narration i.  372 

Extempore  in  the  Court  of  Session ii.   68 

Factor  John,  Factor  John,  whom  the  Lord  made  alone.,    iii.    95 

Fair  Eliza iii.  343 

Fair  Empress  of  the  Poet's  soul ii.  323 

Fairest  Maid  on  Devon  Banks iv.  281 

Fairest  maid  on  Devon  Banks iv.  281 

Fair  fa' your  honest,  sonsie  face ii.    27 

Fair  maid,  you  need  not  take  the  hint ii.  103 

Fair  the  face  of  orient  day iii.    66 

Falkirk,  Verse  written  on  the  Window  of  an 

Inn  at. ii.  150 

Fall  of  Fyers,  Verses  on ii.  167 

*  Fareweel  to  a'  our  Scotish  fame. iv.  351 

Farewell,  dear  Friend  !  may  gude  luck  hit  you i.  389 

Farewell,  old  Scotia's  bleak  domains i.  391 

Farewell.  The i.  391 

Farewell,  the  bonie  Banks  of  Ayr i.  415;  iv.  404 

Farewell,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth  and  ye  skies.,    iii.  306 

Farewell,  tiiou  stream  that  winding  flows iv.  166 

Farewell  to  Ballochmyle L  212;  iv.  403 

Farewell  to  Clarinda,  A ii.  270 

Farewell  to  Eliza i.  343 

Farewell  to  T arbolton  Masonic  Lodge i.  376 

Farewell  to  the  Highlands,  farewell  to  the  north.  iiL  160 ;  iv.  402 

P*arewell,  ye  dungeons  dark  and  strong ii.  286;  iv.  388 

Farmer's,  The,  Salutation  to  his  Mare  Maggie.,      i.  284 
*Fate  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  sped,* ii.  379;  iv.  411 

t  Fate  still  has  blest  me  with  a  friend L  149 
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t  God's  linage  vrnlety  et«li'd  oa  base  alloy  I ii-  371 

Go,  Fame,  &□'  canter  like  e.  tilly i.  407 

Go,  fetfh  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine iL  393;  iv.  401 

GoLiiiK,  John,  EnaTLE  to i.  170 

GoLDiE'a,  Commissar  V,  11b AIN9,  Efiqrah  OS iv,  311 

*  Goon,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care ii.  261,  290 

Grace  aptbr  Meat iv.  318 

Gracu  on  a  Haouis iv.  318 

Graces  before  Meat. iv.  317,  318 

Gbacie,  James,  Emoram  on iv.  315 

Gracie,  tliou  art  a  man  of  worth iv.  315 

Graham,  Miss,  Address  written  on  a  Book  sent 

to iv.  131 

Graham,  Hobert,  First  Epistle  to. ii.  369 

Graham,  Robert,  Second  Epistle  to iii.  182 

Graham,  Uooebt,  Third  Epistle  to iii.  267 

Graham,  Rorert,  To iii.    97 

Graham,  William,  Epitaph  ox iv.  306 

Grant  me,  intlulgenC  Heaven,  tliat  I  may  live iv.  132 

Green  grow  the  Rashes i.  126 

Grten  grow  the  Toxha,  0 i.  126,  396 

Grieve,  James,  Epitaph  on iv.  299 

Grik  Grizel iv.  305 

Grim  Grizzel  was  a  miglity  Dame. iv.  321 

Grose,  Captain,  Epigram  on iii.  117 

Grose,  Captain,  Verses  on iii.  119 

Grose's,    Captain,   Pereorinations   thro'  Scot- 
land   iii.  115 

Gnde  pity  me,  l>ecaTi8e  I'm  little  ! i.  247 

Guiil-momin  to  your  Majesty  ! i.  351 

Guid  speed  an'  furder  to  yoQ,  Johny i.  191 

Had  I  a  cave  on  some  Willi  distant  sliore iv.    26 

•  Had  I  the  wyte!  Iiad  I  tlie  wyleT iv.  356 

+  Hod  we  never  lov'd  sae  Vindly  ! iii.  303 

Haogis,  To  a ii.    27 

Ha,ha,  the  vjooiiig  o"t lU.  370;  Iv.  391 

Hail,  Poeaiel  thon  Nympli  resen-'d  1 iii.  270 

Hail,  thairm-inspirin,  rattlin  Willie  1 i.  437 

Halloween i-  200 

Hamilton,  Gavin,  A  Dedication  to. i.  372 

Hamilton,  Gavin,  Epitaph  on iv,  299 

Hamilton,  Gavin,  Extempore  Epistle  to i.  389 

Hamilton,  Gavin,  To L  330 

Handsome  Nell i.  44 

t  HappinetiB  in  bat  a  name ii.  351 
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Her  flowing  locks— the  raven's  wing W.  320 

Heron's,  Mr,  Election  Ballads iv,  198,  198,  2<i3 

+  Her  pientice  lian' fJie  uy'ii  on  luan L  127 

t  He'H  jnst — one  better  than  he  should  be i.  372 

He  wbn  of  Hsukine  sang  lies  stiff  and  decLd iv.  300 

■  Het/,  and  the  rue  growt  bonie  loi'  thytnt iv.  353 

•  Hey,  ea'tliro',  ea' thro' iv.  352 

Hky  fob  a  Lass  wi'  a  Tochkb iv.  260 

•  Hey,  the  dusty  Miller iv.  330 

HiOHLANO  Habby iii.  IMi  iv.  398 

Highland  Marv iii.  358 

Highlands,  Placb  in  the,  where  he  had  been 

KINDLY  ENTERTAINED ii.  133 

f  His  ancient,  trusty,  drou thy  crony iii.  213 

f  His  heart  was  wanii,  benevolent  aiid  good ii.  M;  iii.    27 

Holy  Fair,  The L  358 

Holy  Willie,  Epitaph  on L  189 

Holy  Willie's  Prayer 1.  186 

Honest  Will  to  Heaven  isgane iv.  30* 

HoBNBOOK,  Dh,  Death  and i.  150 

How  CAN  I  BE  DLYTHE  AND  OLADT. iii.  336 

How  can  my  poor  lieart  be  glad iv.  137 

How  coM  is  that  bosom  which  Folly  once  tired  '. iv.    79 

•  How  cruel  are  the  parents iv.  223 

How  daur  ye  ca'  me  '  Howl et- face' iv.  313 

t  However  Fortune  kick  the  W i.  148 

•  IIuw  Ung  and  dreary  is  the  night Iv.  150 

How,  'Liberty  I'  Girl,  can  it  be  by  tliee  naui'd!. iv.  316 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night> iv.  105 

How    pleasant    the    banks    of    the    clear    winding 

Devon ii  212;  iv,  3fl0 

How  shall  I  sing  Dnimlanrig's  Grace iiL  183 ;  iv.  239 

How  Wisdom  and  Folly  meet,  mix  anil  nniU iU.    68 

Hunter  Blair,  Sir  James,  On  the  Death  of il  143 

Husband,  husband,  cease  yonr  strife iv.   62 

I  am  a  Bard  of  no  regard i.  241 

I  am  ajiddltr  to  my  trade i.  238 

I  am  a  keeper  of  the  law i.  121 

I  am  a  son  of  Mars  who  have  be«n  in  many  wars i.  232 

•  I  am  my  mammy's  ae  bairn iv.  329,  388 

•  I  bought  my  wife  astane  o'  lint Iv.  345 

I  call  no  goddess  to  inspire  my  strains iii.    97 

+  1  care  not,  not  I — let  the  critics  go  whistle  L iii.    68 

•  I  coft  astane  o'  haslock  woo' \v.  359 

■  I  do  confess  thou  art  sae  fair iii.  337;  iv.  409 
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I  once  Wfts  n  maid,  tho'  I  caimot  Mil  wlieu i.  234 

tl  pass  by  liunderE,  nametess  wretches,  Tliat  ape  their 

betters iii.  271 

*  I  rede  you,  beware  at  tlie  hunting,  young  men iv.  370 

"  I  rne  the  day  I  sought  her,  O. iv.  335 

I  Bee  a  form,  1  see  a  face iv.  232,  234 

I  siiiR  of  a  Whistle,  a  Whistle  u{  worth iii.  106 

tl  ait  and  count  my  sins  by  diaptere ii  346 

Is  there  a  whim-lDspirM  fool i.  371 

Is  there  for  honest  Poverty iv.  1S6 

Is  this  thy  plightei),  fond  regard iv.  173 

I  Ml  you  noia  thitae  night iv.  196 

*  Itbersseek  they  ken  na  what iv.  355 

*  It  isna,  Jean,  thy  bonie  face iv.  347,  410 

It  may — do— maun — do,  Sir,  wi'  tiiem  wha i.  319.  372 

tit's  gnde  to  be  merry  and  wise..... iii.  376 

fit's  hardly  in  a  bo<ly's  pow'r.  To  keep,  at  times,  frae 

being  sour L  146 

-I-  It's  no  in  books,  it's  no  in  lear,  To  make  ns  truly  blest.      i.  147 

*  It  was  a' for  our  righttu'  King iv.  36S 

*  It  was  in  sweet  Senegal  that  roy  foes  did  me  enthral....    iv.  355 

*  It  waa  the  charming  month  of  May iv.  163 

It  was  npon  a  Lammas  night. i.  97;  iv.  386 

1 1  was  nafoD,  but  joHt  had  plenty i.  151 

Jamie,  come  try  me iv.  338, 401 

Jamie,  come  try  me iv.  338,  401 

*  Jenny  'i  a'  wat,  poor  body, iv.  358 

Jessy iv.  266 

Jockey  's  ta'en  the  parting  kiss iv.  102 

•JOCKY  FOU  AND  JENNY  FAIN iv.  355 

*  John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John iii.  156 

John  Bahleycobn— A  Ballad i.    93 

John  Bcshbv's  Lamentation iv.  203 

Jolly  BEoaAB^TKE i.  231 

Keekin'  Glass,  Epigram  on  the iv.  318 

Kemble,  Mas,  On  sbeino,  in  Yarico iv.  160 

Kemble,  thou  cnr'at  my  nnbelief iv.  160 

Kenmorb,  Lines  on  the  Chimnry-piece  of  the  Inn 

AT ii.  167 

*  Krnhure's  on  and  awa. iv.  390 

Kennedy,  John,  To L  310, 389 

Ken  ye  aught  o'  Captain  Grose! iii.  119 

Kilmarnock  Wabsters,  fidgean'daw i.  298 

Kind  Sir — I 've  read  your  paper  through iii.  169 
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Long,  loitg  the  night i»,  220 

Lord  Greoosv iii,  393;  iv,  371 

Lonl,  [Tliee]  we  thank,  aud  Tliee  alon& iv.  318 

Lotd,  Id  accoDDt  who  dnras  Thee  call! iv,  311 

Loud  hlaw  the  frosty  breezes ii.  288 

Louis,  what  reck  I  Ity  tliec? iv.    B3 

Louse,  To  A i.  299 

Lovely  Davies. iii.  281 

LovKLY  Polly  Stewaet iv.    96 

*  Lovely  IP(U  the  by  the  damn. iv.  163 

Loyal  Natives,  Answbr  to iv.  133 

M'Adah,  John,  In  answer  to  a  Lbtteb  fboh i.  410 

M'Leod,  Isabella,  Verses  to iL  139 

M'Leod,  John,  On  the  Death  oe ii  138 

M'Math,  Rev.  John,  To  the L  193 

M'MuRDo,  John,  Verses  to iv,  314 

M'MuRDO,  Mr,  Epigram  on iv.  315 

M'Pherson's  Farewsll il  265;  iv.  368 

Maiue,  Poor,  Death  and  dying  Words  of. i.    89 

Maiub's,  Poor,  Elegy i.   91 

fMan'a  inhumanity  to  man i.  214 

Man  was  hade  to  uoitrn i.  213 

Mark  yonder  pomp  of  costly  faabion iv.  223 

Mabbiaoe,  Epigram  on iv.  316 

Mary  in  Heaven,  To iii.  110 

Mary  Morison i.   ee 

Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  Lament  op,  on  the  ap- 
proach OF  Spring iii.  234 

Masonic  Lodge,  Tabibolton,  St  John's  Day  Pro- 
cession.       i.  378 

Maule,  Hon.  William  K.,  To  the iv.  312 

Maxwell,  if  merit  here  you  crave iv.  143 

Maxwell,  John,  To,  on  his  Birthday iii.  294 

Meet  me  on  the  varlock  knowe iv.  33,  411 

Meg  o'  the  Mill iii.  ^1  ;  iv.  101 

tMen  three- parts  made  liy  tailon  and  by  barbeis. i.  426 

MicHiE,  Ebenezer,  Epitaph  on iv,  304 

Mild  zepliyrs  waft  thee  to  life's  farthest  shore iv,  322 

Mitchell,  Collector,  To iv.  249 

MONTGOMBRIE'S  PF,GGY t.    64 

MoRiNE,  Epigram  on iv.    18 

Mouse,  To  a i.  198 

MuiB,  William,  Epitaph  ON iv.  303 

Musing  on  the  roaring  ocean ii.  289;  iv.  3M 

My  ain  kind  Dearie,  0 iii.  364,366;  iv.  381 
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My  blemingH  on  you,  fK)nAy  wife iL    55 

My  Ixmie  lasfi,  I  work  iu  brass i.  239 

My  Bonie  Mary iL  383;  iv.  401 

My  bottle  is  a  holy  {hhA iv.  315 

My  Chloris,  mark  how  gieen  the  groves iv.  161 

*  My  Collier  Laddie. iv.  347 

My  ciii-se  upon  your  venonrd  stang iv.  228 

My  father  was  a  fanner  upon  the  Carrick  border i.    83 

My  girl  she 's  airy,  she 's  liuxoni  and  gay iv.  320 

My  (todiike  Friend— Nay,  do  not  stare ii.  357 

My  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay iii.  154;  iv.  398 

My  heart  is  a-brcaking,  dear  Tittie iii.  161 

My  heart  is  sair,  I  dare  na  tell iv.    95 

My  heart  is  wac,  and  unco  wae ii.  179 

My  Heart 's  in  the  Highlands iii.  160;  iv.  402 

J/y  hearths  in  the   Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here 

iii.  160 ;  iv.  402 

*  My  heart  was  ance  as  blytlie  and  free. iv.  328,  387 

*  My  Hoggie iv.  334,  390 

My  honor'd  Colonel,  deep  I  feel iv.  257 

My  Lady's  Gown  there's  Gairs  upon 't iv.  100 

My  Lady's  gown  there's  gairs  vjwnH iv.  100 

My  Lord  ahunting  he  is  gane iv.  100 

My  Lord,  I  know  your  noble  ear ii.  103 

My  lov'd,  my  honor'd,  much  respected  fiiend  ! i.  217 

My  lovely  Nancy iii.  148 

*  My  Love  she's  but  a  Lassie  yet iv.  335 

*  My  love,  she's  hut  a  lassie  yet iv.  336 

My  memory's  no  worth  a  preen i.  181 

My  Nanie,  O i.  100 

My  Nanie 's  awa iii.  308 

My  Peggy's  face,  my  Peggy's  form ii.  208 

t  My  riches  a"s  my  penny  fee i.  101 

My  Sandy  gied  to  me  a  ring iv.  334 

My  Sandy  0,  my  Sandy  0 iv.  334 

My  son,  these  maxims  make  a  rule i  304 

My  Spouse  Nancy iv.   62 

My  Wife's  a  winsome  wee  Thing iii.  357 

Nae  gentle  dames,  tho'  ne'er  sae  fair i.  340;  iv.  388 

Nae  heathen  name  shall  I  prefix ii.  145 

fNae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide iii.  214 

National  Victory,  Thanksgiving  for  a iv.  317 

Nature's  Law i.  399 

Near  by  arose  a  mansion  fine i.  467 

Newspaper,  Thanks  for  a iii.  169 


« 
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NkwYeak's  Dav,  Sketch iii,  ui 

NicoL,  WiLUAH,  Epitaph  OH iv,  304 

Nithsdale's  welcome  Haue iiL  341 

No  ckurclimoD  am  I  fur  to  rail  and  to  write i.  12S 

No  cold  reproach,  no  altered  uiien iv,  411 

Noisy  Polemic,  Epitaph  on  a ir.  301 

No  mora  of  your  guosta,  be  tliey  titled  or  not iv.  210 

No  more  of  your  titled  acqainlancea  boast tv.  S18 

No  more,  ye  warblera  of  the  wood,  no  more iv.  108 

No  Bculptur'd  Marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay ii.  69 ;  iv.  303 

NoeoDg  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  city iii.  143 

No  Spartan  tube,  no  Attic  shell iv.  126 

No  Stewart  art  thua,  Galloway iv,  312 

Now  breezy  win's  aud  slaugbteiiiig  guns iv,  320 

Now,  God  in  lieaven  bless  Reekie's  town iv.  920 

Now,  haply,  down  yon  gay  green  abaw iv.  212 

Now  honest  William  'sgaen  to  Heaven iv.  304 

Now  in  her  green  mantle  blytlie  Nature  arraya iii,  308 

Now,  Kennedy,  if  footoi-  Iioise i.  310 

Now  Nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea iv.  145,  104 

Now  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  green iii.  234 

Now  Kohin  lies  in  his  last  lair L  130 

Now  rosy  May  comes  in  wi' flowera iv.  33,  411 

Now  Simmer  blinks  «n  flowery  braes ii.  ISO;  iv.  368 

Now  spring  bas  clad  the  grove  in  greeu iv,  235 

+  Now  they 're  crouse  and  canty  baith iii.  371 

Now  westlin  winds  and  slauglit'ring  gnns i.    99 

tNursingher  wrath  to  keep  it  warm iii.  212 

0  a' ye  piona  godly  flocks L  173 

•  O  AY  MY  Wife  bhb  dano  he iv,  368 

•  0  at/my  wife  ake  dting  me iv,  368 

O  bonie  wns  yon  rofiy  brier iv.  S30 

•  0  cam  ye  liere  the  light  to  slinnT. iii.  167 

•  O  CAN  YE  LABOR  Lea,  YOtiNoMAN? iv.  366 

"  0  ran  ye  labor  lea,  j/oimij  man?. iv,  366 

O  Death,  hailst  thon  but  spared  bis  life iv.  307 

0  Death  I  thon  tyrant  fell  and  bloody  1 iiL  100 

0  Dniness,  portion  of  the  truly  blest ! iii.  18,  268 

tO'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious  I Hi.  214 

Of  all  tlie  numerous  ills  that  Imrt  onr  peace i.  104 

Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw ii.  347  ;  iv.  401 

O  FOR  Ane  an'  Twenty,  Tam iii.  330 

•  0  for  him  back  again! iii,  154  ;  iv,  308 

O  Gowdie,  terror  o'  the  whigs i.  170 

•  O  glide  ale  comes,  and  gude  ale  goes iv.  308 
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On  THE  Seas  and  far  away iv.  137 

(h^  the  stas  and  far  away, iv.  137 

O  once  I  lov'd  a  bonie  lass i    44 

*  Open  the  Door  to  me. iii.  400 

O  Philly,  happy  be  that  day iv.  169 

O  poortith  cauld  and  restless  love iii.  387 

Oppressed  with  grief,  oppressed  with  care i.  326 

O  raging  Fortune's  withering  blast i.  143 

Ordination,  The. i.  298 

O  rough,  rude,  ready-witted  liankine i.  121 

Orthodox,  Orthodox,  who  believe  in  John  Knox iiL    92 

*  O  sad  and  heavy  should  I  part iv.  362 

O  saw  ye  bonie  Lesley iii.  324 

*  O  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab? iv.  342,  410 

O,  sing  a  new  song  to  the  Lord  ! iii.    64 

O  stay,  sweet  warbling  woodlark,  stay iv.  220 

*  O  steer  her  up,  and  baud  her  gaun iv.  367 

Oswald,  Mrs,  Ode  sacred  to  the  Memory  of iii.   66 

O  sweet  to  me  yon  spreading  tree iv.  193 

O  tell  na  me  o*  wind  an*  rain iv.  194 

*  O  that  I  had  ne*er  been  married iv.  369 

O  that's  the  Lassie  o*  my  Heart iv.  252 

0  that*8  the  lassie  o'  my  heart iv.  252 

0  this  is  nae  my  ain  Body iv.  232 

0  this  is  no  my  ain  lassie iv.  234 

O  Thou  dread  Pow*r,  who  reign'st  above ! i.  413 

O  Thou  Great  Being  !  what  Thou  art i.    82 

O  Thou,  in  whom  we  live  and  move iv.  318 

O  Thou  pale  Orb,  that  silent  shines i.  323 

O  Thou  that  in  the  heavens  does  dwell ! i.  186 

O  Thou,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend i.  118 

O  Thou  unknown.  Almighty  Cause i.  115 

O  Thou  !  whatever  title  suit  thee i.  223 

O  Thou,  who  kindly  dost  provide iv.  317 

O  thou  whom  Poesy  abhors ii.  253 

0  TibbiCt  I  hae  seen  the  day i-  52;  iv.  397 

*  Our  thrissles  fiourish'd  fresh  and  fair iv.  338 

Out  over  the  Forth  I  look  to  the  North iv.    93 

t  O  wad  some  Pow*r  the  giftie  gie  us i.  297 

t  O  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an*  men* ! i.  227 

0  wat  ye  toha*s  in  yon  town? iv.  193 

O  wat  ye  wha  that  lo'es  me iv.  252 

O,  were  I  on  Parnassus  hill ii.  348;  iv.  402 

O  were  my  love  yon  Lilac  fair iii.  431 

O  wha  my  babieclouts  will  buy?. iv.  403 

0  wha  re  did  you  get  that  hauver  meal  bannock? iv.  327 
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O  wha  will  to  Saint  Stephen's  House ii.  373 

*  O  when  she  cam'  ben  she  bobbet  fu'  low iv.  345 

O  Whistle  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  Lad iv.   30 

0  whistle,  and  I  HI  co7ne  to  you,  my  lad iv.    30 

O  whistle,  an'  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad iL  285 

0  why  should  Fate  sic  pleasure  have  ^ iii.  388 

O  why  the  deuce  should  I  repine i.  114 

O  Willie  brew'd'a  peck  o'  maut iii.  102;  iv.  405 

O  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar?.... iii.  153;  iv.  398 

t  O  ye  douce  folk  that  live  by  rule i.  253 

O  ye  wha  are  sae  guid  yoursel L  304 

O  ye  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains L  110 

Paraphrase  of  the  First  Psalm L  117 

Paraphrase  of  the  Ninetieth  Psalm i.  118 

Parker,  Hugh,  Epistle  to ii.  346 

Passion's  Cry iv.  322 

Pastoral  Poetry,  Poem  on iii.  270 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare iii.  166 

Peyster,  Colonel  de,  To iv.  257 

Phillis  the  fair iv.    24 

Philly  and  Willy iv.  169 

Philosopher's  Stone,  The iv.  317 

Picture,  Epigram  on  a iv.  309 

t  Pity  the  best  of  words  should  be  but  wind  ! ii.  371 

Pity  the  tuneful  muses'  helpless  train ii.  360,  370 

t  Plain,  dull  Stupidity  stept  kindly  iu  to  aid  them i.  427 

Poet's  Progress,  The iii.  25,  267 

Poor  Men-y-Andrew,  in  the  neuk i.  235 

Poverty,  The  Creed  of iv.  132 

•Praise  Woman  still,'  his  lordship  roars iv.  310 

Prayer,  A,  in  the  Prospect  of  Death i.  115 

Prayer,   A,    written   under  the   Pressure    of 

violent  Anguish L   82 

Prayer,  The  Author's  earnest  Cry  and L  277 

t  Preserve  the  dignity  of  Man,  With  soul  erect i.  264 

t  Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings i.  222 

Prologue  for  Mr  George  S.  Sutherland iii.  143,  150 

Prologue  spoken  by  Mr  Woods il    88 

Queensberry,   Duke    of.    Satirical    Verses    on 

the iii.  183;  iv.  239,  240 

Rankine,  John,  Epistle  to i.  121 

Rankine,  John,  Lines  to iv.  319 

Rankine,  John,  Reply  to  a  Letter  from i.  121 
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BANTIK,  KOVIN  KOBIIf. i,  136 

Rash  mortal,  and  sliuideruus  Poet,  Iby  name iL  1S6 

Battlin,  roabino  Willie iL  54;  iv.  397 

Raving  winds  around  her  blowing ii.  !I88 ;  iv.  393 

Reoencv-Uill,  Ode  to  the  departed iiL   61 

Remton,  Mb,  Lines  to. ii.  US 

ReverM  ilefenderof  be&uteona  Stuatt. ii.  100 

Richardson,  Gabbiel,  Epitaph  on iv.  30S 

RiDDF.L.  Captain,  Extempore  to iiL    32 

Riddel.  Maria,  Epigram  on iv.  3io 

RiDDF.L,  Mr,  Appeal  to iv.   78 

Riddel,  Mrs,  Impromptu  on  the  Birthday  of iv.   69 

Riddel's,  Mrs,  Coach,  Lines  pinned  to iv.  117, 129 

Riddel.  Walter,  On iv.  160 

Riglit,  air  !  your  text  I  'II  prove  it  tnie L  397 

Rights  of  Woman,  The iiL  360 

t  Rivin  the  words  tae  gar  them  clink L  211 

*  Rosin  hhure  in  Hairst iiL    23 

*  Robin  tliurein  hairst iiL    23 

Robin  mra  a  rooin  boy L  136 

Ronalds  of  the  Bennals,  The L    61 

Room  where  the  Poet  slept,  Verses  left  in  a i.  413 

Roslin,  Lines  written  in  Mrs  David  Wilson's 

Inn  AT. ii.    55 

Rduoh  Roads,  Epigram  on iv.  308 

Ruin,  To I  328 

RuissEACx,  Robert,  Elegy  on  tbs  Death  of i.  138 

Ruling  Elder,  Epitaph  on  a  celerrated iv.  300 

ItiiHticity'B  iinRainly  forai L  443 

Sad  thy  tale,  tliou  idle  page iL  138 

*  Sae  fab  awa iv.  302 

Sao  flaxen  were  her  ringlets iv.  140 

Sae  I 'II  rejoice  the  he-iang  day iL  288 

Sae  rantinr/ly,  toe  uraiitonly iL  280;  iv.  388 

Sanquhar,  Epigbam  at  Whigham's  Inn iv.  307 

Saw  ye  my  PhelyI. iv.  148 

Say.  sages,  what 'a  the  chami  on  earth iv.  272 

Scotch  Drink L  272 

Scot,  Mrs,  To iL   49 

Scola,  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled iv,  37,  49,  537 

SCBOOCAH iv.  100 

Searching  auld  wives' barrelB iv.  309 

See  the  smoking  bowl  before  us i  242 

She  is  a  taijitame  tea  thing iiL  357 

Shr  says  she  lo'es  he  best  of  a' iv.  140 

vol.  IV.  2  J 
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She 's  fair  and  fause  that  canoes  my  smart. iii.  351 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot ii.  392;  iv.  47,  405 

Shrewd  Willie  Smellie  to  Crochallan  came ii.  53 ;  iii.  27 

Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had iii.  348 

Sick  of  the  world  and  all  its  joy ii.  262 

Signposts,  Versicles  on iv.  309 

*  Simmer's  a  pleasant  time iv.  .335 

SiMsoN,  William,  Epistle  to i.  177 

Sifig  hey  my  braw  John  Highlandtnan  !, i.  236 

Sing  on,  sweet  thrush,  u|>on  the  leafless  bough iii.  390 

Sir,  as  your  mandate  did  request i.  307 

Sir,  o'er  a  gill  I  gat  your  card i.  410 

Sir  Wisdom  *s  a  fool  when  he's  fou i.  235 

Sir,  Yours  this  moment  I  unseal iv.  319 

Sleep'st  thou,  or  wauk'st  thou,  fairest  creature iv.  152 

Smellie,  Willie,  Description  of ii.  53;  iii.  27 

Smith,  James,  Epistle  to i.  249 

Smith,  James,  Epitaph  on iv.  ;i02 

Solemn  League  and  Covenant,  Epigram  on  the.,  iv.  313 

Somebody  ! iv.    95 

Some  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end i.  150 

Some  hae  meat  and  OAuna  eat iv.  317 

Some  say  we're  thieves,  and  e'en  sne  are  we ii.  207 

t  Some  useful  plan  or  book  could  make ii.    50 

Song  of  Death iii.  30G 

So  sung  the  bard — and  Nansie's  wa's i.  242 

Sound  be  his  sleep  and  blithe  his  morn ii.  150 

So  vile  was  poor  Wat,  such  a  miscreant  slave iv.  160 

Spare  me  thy  vengeance,  Galloway  ! iv.  312 

t  Speak  out,  an'  never  fash  your  thumb  ! i.  278 

Staio,  Miss  J essy.  On  the  Recovery  of iv.  143 

Stanzas  in  the  Prospect  of  Death i.  116 

Stay,  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me? ii.  287 

Stewart,  William,  To iv.  112 

Still  an xious  to  secure  your  partial  favor iv.    68 

Stirling,  Inscription  on  a  W^indow  in ii.  156 

Stop,  passenj^er  !  my  story  s  brief iii.  193 

*  Stop  tliief ! '  dame  Nature  call'd  to  Death iv.  306 

Strathallan's  Lament ii.  287;  iv.  389 

Streams  that  glide  in  oiient  plains ii.  170 

*  Such  a  Parcel  of  Rogues  in  a  Nation iv.  361 

Suicide,  Epitaph  on  a iv.  306 

Swearing  Coxcomb,  Epitaph  on  a iv.  306 

Sweet  are  the  banks — the  banks  o'  Doon iii.  34;') 

Sweet  closes  the  evening  on  Craigiebum  wood... iii.  332  ;  iv.  406 

*  Sweetest  May,  let  love  inspire  thee iv.  369 
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Sweet  fa'B  the  eve  on  Cnugiebum iii.  333)  iv.  406 

Sweet  Bow'ret,  pleil^  □'  nieikte  love iiL  224 

Sweetheart,  old,  Lines  written  on  Copy  of  Poems 

PRESENTED  TO  AN i.  393 

Sweet  nalveU  of  feature Hi.  862 

Sweet  Seniiliility  haw  charmiDg iji.  273 

Svlvander  TO  Clarinda ii.  M7 

SvME,  John,  Versebsentto iv.  8IS,  210 

Tailor,  Reply  to  an  Epittle  received  fhom  a i.  402 

•  Talk  ncit  of  Love  !  it  gives  me  pain ii  239 

Talk  not  to  me  of  savages Iv.  271 

Tam  Glen iii.  ISI 

Tam  o'  Shanter iii.  212 

Tah  Sanson's  Elegy i.  404 

Tam  Samson's  Epitaph i.  407 

Tam  Sbhiboii'ii  weel-norn  clay  here  Hei i.  407 

Tam  the  Chapman,  Epitaph  on iv.  302 

Tavlor,  John,  To iii,    fit! 

Tennant,  James,  To iii.    77 

Tliat  hackney'd  jadKe  of  linman  life iv.  316 

tTliatman  toman,  the  world  o'er iv.  187 

That  there  in  falsehood  in  his  look Iv.  315 

The  auld  Man , iv.  153 

*T1ie  boimn  gat  out  wi'  an  nnco  slioiit iii.  350 

The  Banks  o"  Doon iii.  346,  846,  3*7 

The  Banks  of  Cree. iv,  120 

The  Banks  of  Nith UL  161 

The  Banks  op  the  Devon ii.  212;  iv.  3B0 

tThe  bnneapoaUtea  to  their  God ii.  238 

•The  Battle  of  Sherramoor. iiL  167 

The  Belles  of  Mauchline i.  138 

f  The  Itent-laid  Hchemes  o' mice  an' men L  199 

The  Birks  of  Aberfeuiy ii.  169;  iv.  388 

•  The  bliidei-ed  roue  at  Yule  way  Wrw iv.  332,  305 

The  bluebybd  Lassie iiL  137 

*Thtbonie  laumadethe  bed  to  me iv.  360,  305 

The  bonib  Lass  of  Albanie. ii.  179 

•The  ronib  Moor  Hen iv,  870 

•  TJie  boniest  la<l  that  e'er  I  saw iv.  362,376 

The  bonie  wee  Thing iii.  282;  iv.  411 

The  caird  prevail'd— th'  nnblnsliing  fair L  240 

"The  Captain's  Lady r;.    iv.  336 

The  captive  Ribband iv,  106,  402 

•The  cabdin'  o't iv.  359 

•  Tht  eardin'  o't,  the  tpitmin'  o't iv.  368 
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The  Lass  ok  Cessnock  Basks i.    70 

*Thic  Lass  that  made  the  Bed  to  he iv.  360,  395 

The  last  time  I  came  u'er  tbe  moor iii.  421;  iv.  374 

The  lazy  uiiat  hangs  frum  the  brow  of  the  hill ii.  388;  iv.  4U1 

The  Lea-rio UL  35i,  SOS 

The  lovely  laaao'  luverness iv,    M 

The  Lover's  Morn i no -salute  to  his  Mibtrbbs iv.  IS3 

Theniiui,  in  life  whei'ever  ptuc'U i.  117 

TheMinstrul  at  Lincluden iv.    92 

t  Then  catch  the  momenta  as  they  fly iv.  lOS 

t  Then  gently  ncaa  yonr  brother  man i.  306 

*  ITiea  gndeteife,  routU  the  taiciii iv,  346,408 

Then  hey./or  alasawi  a  tocher iv.  260 

Thgniel  Menzies' bonie  Marv. iv.  106 

Thtiiiel  Metizieg'  bouie  Mary iv.  106 

The  night  wns  still,  and  o'er  the  hili L  414 

Then  nic»t  oulspak  a  raiicle  carljn L  236 

ThenoMe  Maxwells  and  their  ponei? iii.  341 

The  Northern  Lass i.  346 

*  Then  Hpwn't  «',  my  plowghmau  lad. iv.  332 

*  The  plmi)i;hiiiaii  he's  a  bonie  lad iv.  333 

The  Plouohman's  Life L   64 

The  piMir  man  weeps— here  Gavin  slee|>s. iv,  299 

•The  Primrose. iv.   62 

tTlie  rank  is  biit  the  guinea's  stamp iv.  18S 

The  rantis  Dog  the  Daddie  o't iv.  403 

*  There  leevit  a  carl  on  Kelly  Burn  Bmes... iv.  353 

There'll  never   be    Peace    till    Jamie   comes 

Hame iii.  241;  iv.  408 

There  'a  Auld  Itob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon  glen. iii  360 ;  iv.  396 

There's  a  youth  in  thin  city,  it  were  a  great  pity iv.  402 

There 's  Death  in  the  cup,  soe  beware ; iv.  219 

•There's  nanesall  ken,  there's  nano  sail  guess. iv.  363 

There's  uane  that's  blest  of  hnman  kind iv.  105 

Tliere'snews,  laeses,  news iv.  103 

There 's  nought  hut  care  on  fv'ry  ]ian' i.  126 

There  was  a  birkie  bnm  in  Kyle ii.    84 

*  Tliere  was  a  bonie  loss,  and  a  bonie,  bonie  lass iv.  360 

There  was  a  lad  was  bnm  in  Kyle i  136 

There  was  a  lass,  ami  she  was  fair iii.  420,  432,  436 

*  There  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg iv.  331 

There  was  a  wife  wonn'd  in  Cockpen iv.  100 

There  was  live  Carl  ins  in  the  South iii.  130 

There  was  on  a  time,  hut  old  Time  whs  then  young iii.    34 

There  was  three  kings  into  the  east. J.    03 

TheRioso'Uarley i.  87;  iv.  386 
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Tbou 'b  welcome,  wcaii ;  iiiUbonler  fa' uie i.  124 

Tbou  wbom  Ubaiiceiuay  hither  lead U.  390,  362 

Tbou,  whu  thy  buuour  as  thy  God  rever'st, iii.  250 

Tbo'  wotueu'H  uiindg,  like  wiut«r  wiudo. i.  2M 

Three  Iftwyura'  tuuguei,  tum'd  iuiide  out {it.  266 

Throu]jli  atid  through  th'  iiupirtd  Ie«vei Iv.  303 

Thrush,  To  a,  on  heakinu  one  sinu  on  the  roET'§ 

lilRTHDAV ijl.  390 

Tibbie  Dunbak :,iiL  lia-,  iv.  SOU 

Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  Day i.  5S  i  ir.  397 

+  Thiie  itnd  Ohanee  ate  lint  a  tide iiL  370 

'Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  Friend iv.  166 

•  To  A  Klackblrd H.  201,  200;  iv.  333 

Toast  for  the  12th  or  Apkil. iv.  208 

'  To  daunto.n  mk iv.  332,  SOU 

•  To  dttiintim  me,  to  daiinton  mt iv.  333,  SDii 

To  Mabv  in  Hkaven iii.  no 

Toothachk,  Ai>diie.ss  to  the, iv.  228 

To  Itiddel,  mnch-lamcnted  man iv.  310 

•  To  THE  Weaver's  oin  ve  oo iv.  328,  387 

•  To  the  wtaver't  yin  ye  go,  fair  maid*. iv.  328,  387 

To  yon,  Sir,  thiR  suramc.nH  I've  wnt L  38» 

Truce  icith  your  love !  w)  more  of  yotir  iove iv.  177 

Trnc-hcuttLHi  n-us  he,  the  sad  tiwain  o'  the  Yarrow iii.  417 

Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza ! iii.  343 

Turner,  Andrew,  Epigrauon iv.  316 

TwA  Doos,  The i.  288 

Twa  HEitDS,  The i.  173 

Twpa  even — the  dewy  fichlH  were  green f.  381 

"TwRii  in  that  ]>hicc  o'  Scotland's  isle i.  288 

Twasin  the  Seventeen  Huiideryear iv.  203 

'Twax  na  her  honie  blue  e'e  was  my  niin iv.  222 

Twas  on  a  Monday  moniing iv.    M 

'Twofl  when  the  otackeget  on  their  winter-bap i  420 

TvTLER,  WiLuAu,  Address  to ii.  100 

I'Nco  Quid,  Address  to  the L  304 

Up  tiud  icii»r  them  a\  Jitmit. iii.  126 

•  Up  in  the  Morning  early iv.  330,  389 

•  U)!  ia  the  moTHinff '»  no  for  me iv.  330,  380 

Upon  a  simmer  Sunday  mom i.  368 

lT|>on  Ihat  night,  wlieii  Fairies  light i.  201 

•  Up  wi'  the  earls  o'Dywrt iv.  352 

VuTOBY,  National,  TwANKsaiviNO  fob  a iv.  317 

Vision,  A iv.  123.  120 


urn  AKu  wuHiu  or  burns. 


+  AVa(l  move  tlie  very  liaarts  u'litaiiea 

Woe  is  my  heart,  aud  tlie  tenr'ii  in  ray  e'e. 

Wae  worth  thy  [luwer,  tbou  curB^d  leaf 

Wandbrino  Willie iii.  300,  399, 

Washinqton,  General,  Ude  fur  tiie  ItinrHDAr  or. 

Weart7ia/ou.iee'retiatlkat/o.i iii.  102 

We  cam  na  liere  lo  view  your  warku 

tWe,  clieek  for  chow,  ohall  jog  tUcjjilhtr 

Wedihxo,  a  Mauchline. 

Wee  Johnny,  Epitaph  on 

*  lyeel,  tinee  he  hai  It/t  me,  may  jtleasiire  gae  ici'  him 

Wee,  modest,  criniBon' tipped  flnw'r 

Wee,  sleekit,  cowrin,  tim'roiis  iNsastie 

*  Wee  Willie  Gray,  aiid  hiti  leather  wallet 

Wc  craiit  tiiey  're  Uiiiie,  those  lieoiitie*  all 

IVe  il  hide  the  coopei-  behind  Ike  door 

Wbstkrha",  Election  Ballad  for 

*  Whain  a  hrulyie 

*  WhA  is  that  at  my  bower-door  t iv. 

Wham  will  we  send  to  Loniluii  town 

*  Wharelinn  ye  lieen  mm  hmw,  lad! 

•Wliare  live  ye,  my  lionie  lau! 

What  nils  ye  now 

What  can  a  voino  Lassie  ik)  wi'  an  aild  Man 

Wliat  cnu  H  young  lat«iv,  ulial  shall  a  yoiiiij,'  Inmie 

What  dost  ttioQ  it)  that  mansion  fiur!. 

f  Wlia  thinks  himsel  nac  sheep-Bliank  bane 

What  needs  this  din  about  the  tonu  «'  Lon'on 

t  What  sii^niHes  the  life  u' man 

*  What  will  1  do  Kin  niy  Hoggie  die iv. 

Wlia  will  buy  my  tro);f,'in 

When  hiting  Iloreas,  fi'll  and  doiire 

tWhen  blest  today,  uniiiiiidCiil  of  tomorrow 

When,  by  a  generous  Public's  kind  nci'laim 

When  chapman  billies  leave  the  street 

WliencbUl  November's  surly  blact 

When  dear  Clnrinda,  mali'hlewi  fair. 

When  Death's  daik  stream  1  (erry  o'er 

When  Eighty -live  was  seven  mouths  anld 

When  first  I  came  to  Stewart  Kyle. 

*  When  first  my  lirave  Johnie  lad  came  to  this  touii 

When  Guilford  good  onr  Pilot  stood 

"  When  Jauuar'  wind  waa  blawiu  cauld Iv. 


iii.  150 

i.  126 

334,  SOU 


i.  313 
ii.  227 
ii.  133 
iv.  324 

i.  140 

iv.  341 

ii.    «3 

sec,  305 
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When  Laocelleii  tliuuf^lit  fit  from  iLis  world  to  depart...  iv.  306 

When  lyart  leaves  beslroiv  tlie  yifil L  231 

W)iea  Morine,  decetui'il,  to  the  Devil  went  down jv.    IS 

When  Nature  lier  gre&t  MauterpiKe  designed ii.  369 

When  o'er  the  hill  the  easleru  titar. iij.  364 

When  o'er  the  hill  the  e'ening  star. iii.  368 

When  pleasure  fascioBites  the  mental  eight iv.  256 

When  Princes  and  FrelHtee iv.  130 

Wlienrosy  May  conies  in  ivi' Howers. iii.  153  j  iv.  400 

*  When  SHE  CAM  BEN  SHE  BOBBET, iv.  345 

•  When  the  drunie  do  bent. iv.  336 

When  wild  ware  deadly  blast  was  Uawn iii.  418 

Where  are  the  jiiys  I  hae  met  in  the  morning? iv.  46,  Gl 

Where,  bravin;;  angry  winter's  stoniiB ii.  207;  iv,  397 

Where  Carl  rins  rowiii  to  theses iii.  349 

Where'er  he  go,  vjkere'er  he  atray ii,  288 

Where  Lagar  leaves  hie  nioorlaad  pinid i.  468 

While  at  thestook  the  slieareis  row'r L  193 

While  hriera  an'  wowlbities  budding  greeu i.  158 

While  Europe's  eye  is  lix'd  on  mighty  things iii.  360 

While  larks,  with  little  wing iv,    24 

While  new-ca'd  kye  rowte  st  the  stake 1.  163 

While  virgin  Spring  by  Eden's  flood iii.  278 

While  winds  frae  off  Ben- Lomond  hlaw i.  144 

Whistle,  an'  I 'll  come  to  you,  my  Lad ii.  286 

WhhlU  o'ei-  Ihe  lave  o't i238i  •  iv.  337 

Wkitefoord,  Sir  John,  Lines  sent  to iii.  250 

Whoe'er  lie  be  that  sojourns  here ii.  128 

Whoe'er  tlion  art,  O  reader,  know iv.  309 

Whose  is  that  noble,  dauntless  brow* ii.    62 

Why  am  I  lotli  to  leave  this  earthly  scene! i.  116 

Why,  why  tell  thy  lover iv.  231 

Why.  ye  tenanU  of  the  lake ii.  191 

Wi'  brnw  new  hranks  in  ntickle  pride i-  400 

Willie  hrew'd  a  Peck  o"  Malt iiL  102;  iv.  405 

Willie  Nicol's  Mare.  Elegy  on iii.  166 

Willie's  awa' ii.  108 

Willie  Wastle  dwalt  on  Tweed iii.  348 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielauds,  Leezie  Lindsay? iv.  323 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mar.vT i.  342 

Wilt  thou  he  my  Dearie! iv.    96 

Winter,  A  Diroe i.   81 

Winter  Night,  A i.  266 

Wisbfiilly  I  look  and  langiiisli iii.  282;  iv.  411 

■f  Wit  an<l  Grace  and  Love  and  lleanly.  In  ae  constella- 

tiou  shine iii.  283 
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tVithin  the  glen  *ae  bMthy,  0 i.  340)  iv.  388 

Witliin    your   dear    niuiaion    iii&y   vraywud   Cuuten- 

tion i.  379i  ii.  148 

'With  niusiDg-ileep,  ttatnniiili'd  sUtra L  800 

f  With  pawionB  so  potent  bod  fuieiei  ■<>  liri|{lit. iii    60 

With  PegaauB  upon  ailay iiL    08 

With  secret  tliroee  I  mitrbed  th&t  euth L  400 

Wow,  but  your  letter  uifule  me  vauiitie ! iiL  113 

Year  1788,  Eleuyokthe. lU.   19 

Ye  Imnko  and  braes  ami  r-tieuiiia  onximl iiL  3S8 

Ye  IlftHks  and  braes  c,'  iH.iiie  Doon iii.  347 

Ye  Sowery  baiik»  o'  boiiie  Doon ilL  340 

YeKftllantobriglit,  I  rede  you  right iii.  I66j  Iv.  390 

Ye  bypocritea,  aie  tUeae  your  jiraiikis! iv.  317 

Ye  Iriab  lonla,  ye  kiiii-hlB  aii'  squires. i  277 

*  Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear,  give  on  ear iv.  348 

Ye  niaggota,  feed  on  Nicol's  brain iv,  301 

t  Ye  may  bae  Boiiie  pretence,  inaii,  to  haviDH  and  seuae, 

man iii.    94 

Ye  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  why  all  this  sneering. iv.  309 

Ye  Powers  wha  gje  iw  a'  that's  giiid iv.  318 

Ye  sons  of  old  Killie,  ii>«einhled  by  Willie i.  370 

Yeelreen  I  had  a  pint  o"  wine iii.  171 

Yestreen  I  met  you  on  the  in.Mir I52j  iv.  397 

Ye  true  'Loyal  Natives,'  attend  It  my  song. iv.  133 

Ye've  heard  this  while  how  I  Ve  Iwen  licket iv.  249 

Yon  wandering  rill  that  marks  the  hill iv.  185 

Yiin  wild,  mossy  mcnintoinK  sac  lofty  and  wide. .iii.  33B ;  iv.  410 

"  Young  Jamie,  pride  of  a'  the  plaii iv.  308 

YotiNO  Jessie iii.  417 

■  Y.mng  Jockic  was  the  blytliest  lad iv.  340 

Yonng  Peggy  bliKmis  i>nr  Uinicst  lass i.  270 

Yonr  billet,  sir,  T  grant  receijit ii.  115 

•  You're  welcrmio  to  r>cH|iatfi,  Diinionriez iii.  411 

You're  WELCOME,  Wii.uk  Stewart iv.  )12 

You're  tnlcomc,  Wiilie  StCKart .' iv.  113 

Your  News  and  Ucvicw,   Sir,  I  've  read  tlirongh  and 

throngh,  Sir iii.    32 
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Winter :  a  Dirfe-e 81 
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My  Father  was  n  Farmer  83 
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only  Pet  Yowe 89 

INwr  Mailie'B  Elegy 91 
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Mary  Morison. 06 
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Tlie  Bigs  o' Barley 97 
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Song,  *  Coinpoued  in  August  * 99 

My  Nanie,  O lUO 

Of  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  })eaco 104 

O  ye  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains 110 
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A  Prayer  in  tlie  Prospect  of  Death 115 
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Epistle  to  John  Rankino 121 
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Tho'  cruel  fate  should  bid  us  part 1.35 
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Hantin,  Rovin  Robin 136 

Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Robert  Ruisseaux 130 

The  Belles  of  Mauchline 138 

When  first  I  came  to  Stewart  Kyle 140 

Though  fickle  Fortune  has  deceivetl  me 142 

O  raging  Fortune's  withering  blast 143 

Epistle  to  Davie,  a  Brother  Poet 144 
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Death  and  Dr  Ilornliook 150 

Kpii<tle  to  J.  Lapraik 158 

Second  Epistle  to  J.  Lapraik 163 

Epistle  to  John  Goldie,  in  Kilmarnock 170 

The  Twa  Herds;  or,  The  Holy  Tulyie 173 

Epistle  to  William  Simson 177 

Holy  Willie's  Prayer 1S6 

Epitaph  on  Holy  Willie 189 

Third  Epistle  to  J.  lapraik 191 

To  the  Rev.  John  M'Math 193 

To  a  Mouse 198 

Second  Epistle  to  Davie 210 

Farewell  to  Ballochmvle. 212 

Man  was  matle  to  mourn 213 

Address  to  the  Deil 223 

The  Jolly  Beggars 231 

For  a'  that  an'  a'  that 245 

Kissin  my  Katie 246 

A  Mauchline  Wedding [vol.  iv.]  324 


CHRONOLOaiOAL   INDEX.  S 

178S-86.-jEt.2^27. 
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To  Mr  John  Kennedy 310 
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ToaMonntain  Dainy 322 

Tiie  Lament.    Occasioned  liy  the  unfortunate  issue  of  a 

Despondency 326 

ToRnin 328 

Song,  Composed  in  Spring' 329 

To  Gavin  Hamilton,  Exq.,  Manchline 330 

Epistle  to  a  Young  Friend 332,335 

Atton  Water 3.18 

The  Highland  IjWKie,  O .340 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary?. 342 

Farewell  to  Elim .". 343 

Address  of  Ik-elzebn1> 347 

A  Drenni S-ll 

On  a  Scotch  Bard,  gone  to  the  Wimt  Indies 360 

A  Rard's  Epitaph 371 

A  Dedication  to  (iavin  Hamilton,  Ew) 372 

The  Farewell.    To  tlie  Brethren   of  St   James's  I^lge, 

Tnrbolton 370 

St  John's  Day  Procession  of  the  Brethren  of  St  James's 

Lodge 378 

Ye  sons  of  old  Killie 370 
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The  lass  o*  Itellochmyle 381 

Farewell,  dear  Friend  !  may  gude  luck  hit  yon 389 

Extempore  Epistle  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  Esq 389 

The  Farewell 391 

Linen  written  on  a  Bank-note 392 

Written  on  a  Blank  Leaf  of  a  Copy  of  the  *  Poems  * 393 

The  Calf 397 

Nature's  Law 399 

Willie  Chalmers, 400 

Reply  to  an  Epistle  received  from  a  Tailor 402 

Tam  Samson's  Elegy 404 

Tam  Samson's  Epitaph 407 

To  Mr  M'Adam,  of  Craigen-Gillan 410 

Verses  left  in  the  Room  where  he  slept 413 

The  night  was  still,  and  o'er  the  hill 414 

Farewell,  the  Bon ie  Banks  of  Ayr. 416 

The  Brigs  of  Ayr .'. 420 

Extem|K)re  Verses  on  Dining  with  Lonl  Daer , 434 

Epistle  to  Major  Logan 437 

Rusticity's  ungainly  form 443 

Volume  n. 

Address  to  Edinburgh 25 

To  a  Haggis 27 

1787. --fit.  28. 

To  Miss  Logan 34 

To  Mrs  Scot,  Guidwife  of  Waukhope- House,  Roxburgh- 
shire      49 

Description  of  William  Smellie 53 

Rattlin,  roaring  Willie 64 

To  Mrs  David  Wilson,  Roslin 55 

Inscription  for  the  Tomb  of  Fergusson 69 

Verses  under  the  Portrait  of  Fergusson 01 

Verses  intended  to  l)e  written  l>elow  a  noble  Earl's  Picture.     62 

Ballad  on  the  American  War  [rough  draft  1784] 63 

Extempore  in  the  Court  of  Session 68 

There  was  a  birkie  born  in  Kyle  [conipai-e  vol.  i.,  p.  1.36]....     84 

Prologue  spoken  by  Mr  Woods  on  his  Benefit  Niglit 88 

Address  to  Williftin  Tytler,  Esq 100 

Fair  maid,  you  need  not  take  the  liint 103 

Willie 'sawa' 108 

S y  m  on  G  r a y 113 

Your  billet,  sir,  I  grant  receipt 115 

On  Incivility  shown  him  at  Inveraray 128 
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Coiiipoaecl  nn  leaving  &  Place  in  the  HigtilMiilit  where  he 

lind  lieeii  kimtly  ent«rtainnl,...' 131 

Though  ill  Llie  mom  come  «urt  ami  itrife 136 

On  reiuliiig  in  a  Neiviipa)ier  Lhe  Death  of  John  M'Leod,  Eaq.  13B 

'  Theciimeon  bloftumi  clianiM  the  bee 139 

On  the  Death  of  Sir  James  Hnnter  BInir 148 

To  MJKS  Ferrier. 14& 

Verse  written  <iii  a  Window  of  the  Inn  Ht  Fklkirk 160 

Verses  written  on  a  Window  of  the  Inn  ftt  Carron 160 

Lines  on  tlie  Window  of  an  Inn  at  Stirling 156 

Verses  written  '  with  niy  Pencil  over  the  Cliimney'pieM  in 

tlie  Piirloiir  of  the  Inn  at  Kenmore,  at  the  Ontlet  of 

LochTay' 157 

The  Birks  of  Aberfeldy 169 

Tlie  Humble  Petition  uf  Bniar  Water  to  the  noble  Duke  of 

Athole 163 

Verses  written  with  a  Pencil,  standing  by  the  Fall  of  Fyers, 

near  Loch-Ness 167 

On  Castle  Gordon 170 

The  Buiiie  Lara  of  Albanie  [possibly  17S8] 179 

On  Scaring  some  Waterfowl  in  Loch-Tnrit 191 

BIyUiewasshe 193 

A  rose  bud  by  my  early  walk 199 

To  Miss  Crnikshank,  a  very  YcinnK  Lady 200 

Where,  braving  angry  winter's  st«m)B 2(P7 

My  Pe^'y's  face,  my  Pe^'gy's  fomi 208 

The  banks  of  the  Devon 412 

On  the  Death  of  Lord  President  Dundai> 222 

When  dear  Clarinda,  matchless  fair 227 

On  Charles  Edwanl's  Birthday 237 

Vm.-Xt.  29. 

Talk  not  of  Love  !  it  pives  me  |)ain— {jwrtly  Clarinda's] 239 

On  Mr  Elphinstone's  Translation  of  Martial 263 

A  Farewell  to  Clarinda 270 

WiiBtle,  an' I'll  come  to  you  my  lad  [early  form] 285 

M'Pberson's  Farewell 280 

Stay,  my  charmer,  can  yon  leave  nief 287 

Strathallan's  Lament 287 

TheynniiK  Highland  Rover 288 

Raving  winds  around  her  blowing 288 

MaRin);on  the  roaring  ocean 289 

Ton  Blackbinl  [M!e  also  vol.  iv.,  ji.  333] 290 

To  Clarinda,  with  a  Pair  of  Drinking-];laaseR... 323 

The  atevftlier's  lament 327 
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I  love  my  JeKii 347 

0,  were  I  on  PanmMnB  hill 348 

Written  in  Friars' Carse  HemiiUge 3S0,  352 

To  Mv  Alexander  Cunningham 357 

Fii^t  Epistle  to  Kobert  Graham,  Esq.,  oF  Fintry 360,  369 

Tlie  Ffite  Clianipfitre 373 

The  (lay  retnmB,  iny  bo«nu  bariiM. 377 

Mr«  Fergusfion  of  Craigdarrocli's  LamenUtion  tat  tlie  Death 

of  her  Son ..,  379 
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I  IiAe  a  wife  o' my  ain 390 

Auld  InngHyne 392 

My  bnnie  Mary 393 
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Tibbie  Dnnliar 1, 

Tlie  <.iarclener  wi'  his  paidle  [alt«n>(l  for  TliomHon'H  Meloditt 


Beware  o'  Imnic  Ann 

My  heart's  in  tlie  ITiKli1anilf<... 

Tlie  Imnks  of  Nitli 

Tnm  Glen 
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Elegy  on  the  year  178« 19 

The  I'oet'H  Pnifreiw 25 

Extempore  Veraes  to  Captain  Ridilel 32,  33,  105 

Caledonia,  a  bnllad 34 

Ode,  Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  Mrs  Oxwald  of  Ancbenernive.  M 

To  Mr  John  Taylor 58 

0<le  Wthe  Departed  Keiicnry.liill,  1789 61 

O,  sing  a  new  song  to  the  I^rd  ! 64 

Delia,  an  Ode 66 

Sketch,  inseril)ed  to  CbRrles  James  Fox,  Esq 68 

Verses  on  n  Wounded  Hare. 71,  76,  444 

To  James  Tennant  of  Glenconner  [f  sec  notes  pages  76-78]..  77 

The  Kirk'n  Alarm 92 
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To  Robert  Graliftiii,  Esq.,  of  Fintry 97 

Willie  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maul 102 

Tiie  W'liUlle 106 

To  Muy  in  Heaven 110 

To  Dr  BlacUock 113 

Ou  Cftptain  Groae's  Peregrinations  thro'  Scotlmiil 115 

Epigram  on  Captain  Un«e 117 

Verves  on  Cnptain  Grose lig 

Election  ballad  foi  Weaterba' 126 

The  FiveCarlins,  iiii  Election  Itnllaa 130 

Tbe  blae-eyed  laBsie J37 

Sketcb— New-year'B  Day 141 

Prologae  spoken  at  the  Theatre,  Dumfries,  on  New-year's 

Day  Evening  (17B0) 143 

1790.-iEt.  31. 

My  lovely  Nancy 148 

Prologue  for  Mr  Sutherland's  Benefit-Kiglit,  Dnnifriea 150 

Peg  Nicliolaou 166 

Written  to  a  Gentleman  who  hod  sent  the  Poet  a  News- 
paper, and  offered  to  continue  it  free  of  Expense 169 

Dear  Peter,  dear  Peler 170 

Thegowden  locks  of  Anna 171 

I  murder  liat« 172 

Second  Epistle  to  Rol>ert  Graham,  Esq.,  of  Fintry 182 

Elegy  on  Captain  Matthew  Henderson 190 

Epitaph  on  Captain  Henderwin 103 

Tani  o'Sbanter:  a  Tale 212 

Stanzas  on   the   Birth   of   a   Posthumous   Child,   born   in 

pecnliar  circumstances  of  Family-distress 224 

Elegy  on  tlie  late  Miss  Burnet  of  Monboddo 331 
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There  II  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hnme 241 

Lament  for  Jamee,  Earl  of  Glencairn 247 

Lines  sent  to  Sir  John  WhitefoonI,   Bart  of  Wliit«foord, 

with  the  foreeninf!  Poem 260 

To  Mr  Alexander  Finillater  with  a  Basket  of  Eggs 261 

Third  Epistle  to  Roliert  Graham.  Rsq.,  of  Fintry 287 

Sweet  Sensibility  how  charming 273 

Address  to  the  Shade  o[  Thomson 278 

lively  Davies 281 

Epigram  on  Mitw  Davies 283 
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To  Joliii  Maxwell,  Ksq.,  of  Temuiglity,  ou  his  OirtliiUy 294 

Aefonit  kiKH,  and  tiicn  we  sever 303 

Ance  iimir  1  liail  tliee,  thun  gloomy  December! 304 

Son^  of  De&tli 3(Hi 

CralKiebarn  Wood 332 

The  Itankflo'  Doon 34.'> 

1792.-.«t.  33. 

My  Nnnie'a  awa. 308 

Wnnilering  Willie  [Runt  to  Tliuiiiton  1793). 3U9 

Lines  on  KergusKon 31Ji 

TheDeil'sawa  wi'  th"  Exciseman,.. :.  316 

Bonis  Lesley 321 

The  lea-rig 354,  3«S 

My  wife'H  a  winsome  wee  thing 357 

Higlilaiid  Mail- [sent  to  Tlioniqim  1792] 358 

Tlie  Riglits  of  Woman  :  an  Occasional  Address  »p<ikeii  1iy 

Mifut  Funtenellc SCO 

To  MisR  Fontenelle,  on  seeing  lier  in  n  favonrite  Chnraolcr..  362 

Anid  KobMoms 369 

Dnncan  Gray 370 

Here's  to  tlmiii  thiit'sawa 37G 
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Extemiiore  on  some  Coiiiiiiemorfvtions  of  Thomson 3 

O  poortilli  caiild  and  restless  love. S 

Galla  Water 3 

Sonnet  on  hearing  a  Tliriisli  sing. 3 

Ijoni  Gregory .1 

Open  tlie  door  t«  me. 4 

On  General   Diimonriez'  desertion  from  the  French    Ke- 

piiblican  Army 4 

Young  Jessie 4 

The  Soldier's  retnm 4 

Jlonie  Jean 4-2(1,  4 

Mego'  the  Mil! 4 

The  last  time  I  cnme  o'er  tlie  moor 4 

Biytbe  liae  I  lieen  on  yon  bill 4 

Logan  Braes 4 

O  were  niy  love  yon  Lilac  fair 4 

There  was  a  loss  and  alie  was  fair- 4 
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Epitaph  on  a  Lap-dog 17 

Epigrani  nn  Morine 18 

PliillU  the  Fair 24 

Had  I  a  cave  un  auiue  wild  distant  shore S6 

By  Allan  streaiii  I  clianc'd  lo  rove 27 

O  whUtle  and  I  '11  come  to  yon,  my  lad 30 

Adown  winding  Nith  Idid  wander 31 

Come,  let  me  take  tliee  to  my  breaat 3S 

Bruce  to  liis  ni«ii  at  Bannockbam 37,  49 

Wbereare  the  joyH? 51 

Iniproiiiptu  on  Mrs  Kiddel's  Birthday,  4th  November  i;83..    G8 

At  Brownhill  we  always  get  dainty  good  cheer 60 

Graces  before  and  after  meat 61 

My  sponse  Nancy ffiZ 

Address  spoken  by  Miss  Fontenelle  on  her  benefit  night 68 

Lovely  Polly  St«wart 06 

Inscription  in  a  lady's  pockethook 132 

The  Creed  of  Poverty igSi 

Epigrams  on  the  Earl  of  Galloway 312 
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Appeal  to  Mr  Riddel 78 

On  a  Lady  famed  fur  Iter  caprice 70,  SO 

Epistle  from  Esopns  tu  Maria 80 

The  lovely  lass  of  Inverness 90 

The  Minstrel  at  Lincluden 92 

Oot  over  the  Forth 93 

Louis,  what  reck  I  by  thee!  [see  also  note] 93 

Charlie,  he's  my  darling 94 

The  Cooper  o'  Cuddy 94 

Somebody  ! 9G 

Wilt  thou  he  my  Dearie! 96 

Wae  iamy  heart. 97 

Here's  to  thy  health,  my  bnnie  lass 98 

Sonnet  OR  the  Death  of  01  en  riddel 108 

To  William  Stewart 118 

Extempore  pinned  to  Mrs  Riddel's  coach 117,  129 

Epigram  on  a  noted  Coxcomb 117 

The  banks  of  Cree 190 

Fragment  of  an  Ode  (or  Woaliington 'a  Birthday 123 

A  Vision 125,  126 

Clarinda 189 
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Address  to  the  Daughter  of  Mr  Graham  of  Fin  try 1 31 
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To  Dr  Maxwell,  on  Miss  Jessy  Staig*s  Recovery 143 

ToChloris 145,  156,  157 
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Saw  ye  my  Phely? 148 

How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  night 150 

Let  not  Woman  e'er  complain 151 

Tlie  Lover's  morning-salnte  to  his  Mistrews 152 

TheauldMan 153 

Epigiam  on  seeing  Mrs  Kemble  in  Yarico 160 

Epigram  on  Walter  Riddel,  Esq 160 

My  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  groves 161 

Philly  and  WUly 169 

Contented  wi' little 172 

Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  ? 172 

To  the  Hon.  Wm.  R.  Maule  of  Pannnire 312 

Thanksgiving  for  a  National  Victory 317 


1795.— -ffit.  36. 

Scroggam 100 

My  Lady's  gown  there's  gairs  u|K)n  't 100 

Jockey 's  ta'en  the  parting  kiss 102 

O  lay  tliy  loof  in  mine,  huss 102 

There's  news,  lasses,  news 103 

O  Mally  's  meek,  Mally  's  sweet 104 

A  Man  's  a  Man  for  a'  that 1 86 

O  lassie,  are  ye  sleeping  yet? 194 

Ballads  on  Mr  Heron's  Election,  1795 19G.  198,  203 

The  Dumfries  Volunteera 207 

Toast  for  the  12th  of  April 208 

Oh,  wat  ye  wlia's  in  yon  town? 212 

Vei-ses  to  John  Syme  of  Ryedale 218,  219 

Address  to  tiie  Woodlark 220 

On  Chloris  being  ill 220 

Caledonia 221 

'Twas  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin 222 

Mark  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fashion 223 

Address  to  the  Toothache 228 

Forlorn,  my  Love,  no  comfort  near 229 

Last  May  a  braw  wooer 230 


CUBONOLOOICAL  INDEX. 


TLiais  no  my  Rin  lassie 232,  23* 

Now  spring  bas  clod  tli«  grove  in  green S3S 

0  bonie  was  yon  rosy  brier. 238 

Tiiacriptiou  for  an  Altar  to  Independence  at  Kerronglitree,...  23S 

Verses  on  the  Duke  of  Qutensberry 239,  240 

Verses  on  the  Destruction  nf  tlie  Woods  near  Driinilanrig....  241 

To  Collector  Mitchell 249 

0  tliat 'a  the  lassie  o' my  heart 252 

Epigram  on  William  Cmikshank 304 

The  Philosopher's  Stone 317 

1786. -.St.  37. 

Tlie  Dean  of  the  Faculty 2B1 

To  Colonel  de  Pey8t«r 267 

Hey  tor  ft  loss  wi'a  tocher 280 

Jessy 26« 

Oh,  wertthouin  the  caiild  blast 288 

Buy  brftw  troggin 269 

Verses  lo  Miss  Jessy  Lewars 271,272,  275 

t'aii-est  maid  on  Devon  Itaiiks. 281 


GENERAL  INDEX. 


The  letter  {»)  placed  after  a  i-eference  indicates  that  the  information  Ik 
contained  in  a  note.  A  dash  ( — )  denotes  that  the  suhject  is  continued 
over  a  number  of  the  following  pages. 


Aberdeen,  iL  173  (lazy  town) 

Al>ei-feldy,  ii.   158 

Abcrgeldic,  ii.  158 

Abraham,  Heights  of,  i.  233  {n) 

Acquaintanceship  often  disapiMunt- 

ing,  ii.  314 
Adair,   Dr,   iv.    390 ;    accompanies 

l^iirns    to    Ochtertyre,    ii.    187 ; 

187  (w) ;  197  ;  marries  Charlotte 

Ilamillon,  ii.  188 
Adam,  Dr,  EAlinburgh  High  School, 

ii.  395 
Adam,  K.  B.,  Buffalo,  Bums  MSS. 

1>elonging  to,  iii.  441 
Adam,  Rol)ert,  arcliit<»ct,  i.  422  (n) 
Adams,  Dr,  iv.  1.^)9  {>0  ;  1G4  (;/) 
Afton,  Glen,  i.  337  and  337  {n) 
Afton  MSS.,  iii.  285;  459,  4G0 
Aiken,  Andrew  H.,  son  of  Robert, 

i.  332  ;  332  {ii) 
Aiken,  Grace,  account  of  Burns  in 

1 796,  iv.  262 
Aikon,  Robert,  writ<?r,  Ayr,  i.  186; 

217;   306    (elocutionary    power); 

306     (;/);     314;     332;'  395;    iii. 

92    ill);    ii.    357 :    letters    t^),    i. 

317   (publishing   projK)sals) ;   432 

(Burns's  mental  state  in    1786); 

ii.  22  (Ediul)urgli  life) ;  144  ;  iii. 
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Ainslie,  Douglas,  ii.  102;  117 

Ainslie  family,  ii.  102,  103;  116, 117 

Ainslie,  John,  map  of  Scotland,  iii. 
53  in) 

Ainslie,  Rachel,  ii.  102,  103;  116 

Ainslie,  KoWrt,  AV.S.,  ii.  99;  102, 
103;  116;  122;  187;  311  ;  iii.  81  ; 
iv.  128:  Icttei-s  to,  ii.  117  (Border 
t<mr);  128  (West  Highland  tour); 
136;  147  (northern  tour);  210; 
273  ;  308  :  3.39  ;  343  (on  entering 
Kllisland);  .349,  353  (Myers  pro- 
files) ;  3(i5  (on  Nicol's  aflfairs) ; 
iii.  22  ;  82  :  122  ;  299  ;  424  :  visits 
Burns  at  Kllisland,  iii.  210. 

Airds,  iv.  16:  20 

A  it  ken,  (ieorge  A.,  and  Highland 
Marv,  i.  470 

Albany,  Duchess  of,  ii.  178,  179, 
180  (;/) 

Alexander,  Ghiud,  of  l^allochmyle, 
i.  379 

Alexander,  AVilhelmina,  of  l^alloch- 
myle,  i.  380;  445,  446:  446  (;/) ; 
467  ;  ii.  67  :  letter  to,  with  .song 
in  her  honour,  i.  445 

'  Alfred,  Masque  of,'  iii.  22  ;  63;  66 

•Alicjuanto  liatior,'  iv.  285  {n) 
1^'s  rationalism 

Alison,  l{ev.  Archibald,  sends  copy 
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of  Nittureaml  Prineipla  ofTcate 
U)  BiimB,  iiL  232 ;  anJ  poet's 
letter  of  tliivnkH,  Jii.  233 

Alison,  Stephen,  iv.  193  («) 

AllsD,  David,  juiiDter,  iii.  354 ;  iv. 
86j  114;  118;  172;  174;  259: 
drawing  for  'John  Andet«on,'iv. 
25  ;  {lortrait  of  BnmB,  iv.  222 ; 
225;  226 

Allan  Water,  iv.  380 

Allon-Ay.  i.  22 :  28 ;  38 

Alloivny  Kirk,  account  of,  iii.  215 
(nh  Devil  in,  origin  of,  til.  217 
(II)  1  BnvnH  Cottage,  nee  Ayr 

AlmAiiiLcs.  notable,  ii.  17  ("l 


Alll^ 


ck,  ii.  117 


n  Inilcptnilence,  leaden  in 

ivar  ot,  i.  .148  III) 
Anicricaii  War,  Ikllail  on.  ii.  63 
Aiinclini-aiB,  iv.  100;  253 
Ancestry  of  H.,  see  Bums,  Kobert 
AncliAT  Close,  ii.  52 ;  53 
Anderwin,  I)r  JameR,  iiL  201 :  letter 

to,  iii.  202 
Aii),nis  FeDcilile  Infnntry,  iv.  287 
AngiiB,   W.   Crail>e,    Ulasgow,    iv. 

428  (I.) 
AuiDiala,  lenileniess  of  B.  for,  iii. 

74 
Antiquary,  The,  iv.  365 
Avbi^land,  iii.  19G  [n);  401  ;  iv.  518 
Argument,  fondness  for,  iee  Bttras, 

Roliert 
Argyll,  tiftli  Duke  of,  iL  127  ;  128  : 

fourth  Duke  of,  and  SlierifTmuir, 

iv.  412 
Armour,   Adam,   i.    247;   247  ("); 

ii.  361 ;  iii.  296 
Armour  family,  ii.  122 
Armour,   Jatiie^,  Jean's   fatlier,  i. 

313,  314 ;  314  {«) ;  317 ;  383,  384 

(tlireatena     icgnl     jiroceedings) : 

Uurns's  notes  to  during  Inst  ill- 
ness, iv.  278 ;  284 
Arnionr,  Jean,  i.  100  (n) ;  120  ;  l.'M 

(«);  135;  137.  138  (R  fip.tlii«et«l; 

137  (»);  138  (n);  140  (n);  229; 


247 ;  257  (») ;  312  — ;  331  ;  a^'i  i 
344  (Ht  Paisley);  344  (»);  368; 
.182-384;  388;  396,  397;  418;  ii. 
122;  124;  246;  308,  306;  317; 
331  — ;  iii.  21  ;  33 ;  38  ;  39 ; 
211;  350;  X}1  (n);  iv.  93  («); 
402 ;  408 1  lier  1>eaaty,  i.  226  (n) ; 
257  (h)  :  anil  B.  publicly  rebuked 
in  rlmrch,  i.  367  (n) :  cliildren, 
see  under  Burns,  Robert :  B.'a 
duty  towards,  ii.  ai9 ;  .141  ;  3i>B ; 
iii.  45;  iv.  410  —  :  exi>elleil  fiiim 
her fatlier'shoiise,ii. 308,309;  B.'s 
fcelingH  for.  i.  312;  345;  368; 
389;ii.33;30e;30e;317;  331  —  ; 
338—;  iv.  413;  416—;  a  good 
nife,  ii.  333 ;  iii.  197 ;  365 ;  iv. 
417:  household  nianagenieut,  iiL 
197 ;  letter  to,  from  Elli^land,  iL 
372;  from  Bi-ow,  iv.  283:  B.'s 
love  for,  iv.  417  :  magnanimity, 
iiL  .Kl,';  iv.  417:  marriage  ac 
kiiowledged,  ii.  334  — :  marriage 
l.rivnle,L313;  313(.0  ;  317;  321; 
ii.  266, 267 ;  see  also  undur  liiims, 
Ituliert,  marriage  :  singing,  gift 
of,  ii.  376;  iii.  103;  345;  432;  iv. 
122;  148;  408;  417;  426:  Steven- 
nm,  R  J..,  on,  L  344  (») :  songs 
t4),  il  347,  348  ;  iv.  328;  401;  402; 
after  B.'Kdcath,290;  292—:  death 
of,  295:  sale  of  furuitnre,  295  (n) 

Armsti'ong,  Jolin,  journalist  and 
poet,  iu.  164  and  I6G  (u) 

Arnold,  Mattlien-,  on  Burns,  iv. 
460 ;  on  '  Jolly  Beggars,'  i.  243  (ii) 

Arnot,  John,  of  Dalqu  hats  wood, 
letter  to,  as  to  publication  of 
poems  and  poet's  feelinga  in 
1786.  L  319  — 

Athole,  fourth  Duke  of,  ii.  160- 
162 ;  family  of,  iL   161 ;  160 

Auclienliay,  iii.  77 

Auchencruive,  iii.  S6  (»):  see  also 
Oswald 

'Aiild  Lang  Sync,'  air  ul,  iii.  92 
(H);  early  versions  of,  iL   40S— : 
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inystiHcationg    about,     ii.     .')02, 

393 
Aald  Lights,  i  167-169 ;  172 
AuM,  Kev.  Dr  William,  Maucliline 

(•Dadily  Auld'),  i.  167,  168;  176 

(/i);  184-186;  184  (n) ;    186  (n); 

190 ;  227  (n) ;  230  (h)  ;  299  (n) ; 

356  (n);    367;    367  (n)  rebukes 

B.  and  Jean  Armour  in  church ; 

391 ;  iii.  95 ;  iv.  418 ;  493 
Autobiography  of  Burns,  i.  9  — ;  ii. 

140;  241;  399  — 
Ayr,   Auld  Brig,  i.  419 ;  423  (w) ; 

424  (w);  Bums  Cottage  at,  i.  27; 

fair,  iii.  18 ;  in  seventeenth  and 

eighteenth  centuries,  i.  302  (n)  ; 

New  Bridge,  i.  419  ;  422  (w) ;  423 

(n) ;  425  {u) ;  old  jail,  i.  421  (n) ; 

Wallace  Tower,  i.  421  (n) 
Ayr  Observer,  ii.  66  (letter  to  Henr}- 

Erskine    with    *Wlien    Guilford 

gWHl  ') 

Ayrshire,  diHtncts  of,  i.  46;  139; 
140  (n) ;  178  (w) ;  259  {n) ;  288 
{n);  iii.  160:  in  1783,  i.  107 

Ayrshire  Ploughman,  The,  ii.  46 ; 
71 

Ay  ton,  Sir  Robert,  iv.  409 

Bachelors*  Club,  Tarbolton,   i. 

65-69 
Bacon  (Brownhill  Inn),  see  Brown- 
hill 
Bail  lie,  Lady  Gnssel,  iv.  389 
Baillie,    Lesley    (' Bonie   I^esley*), 
beauty  of,  ii.  357 ;  iii.  323,  324 ; 
327;   358;  368;   428:   letter  to, 
iii.  428 
Baird,  Principal,  iii.  239 
Balfour,  James,  singer,  iv.  48 
Ballad  literature,  Burns's  want  of 

interest  in,  iv.  467 
Bal  Ian  tine,  John,  banker,  Ayr,  i. 
419;  419  in);  445  (offers  loan 
for  second  edition  of  poems); 
ii.  12 ;  58 ;  iii.  92  (n) :  letters  to, 
i.    317    (publishing     proposals) ; 


419  (enclosing  *  Brigs  of  Ayr'); 

447 (enclosing  *  Winter's  Night' ) ; 

ii.  12 ;  20  (Edinburgh  doings) ;  86 

(patmns,   and   masonic   affairs); 

58    (Edinburgh    edition,    1787); 

93  (price  of  Edinburgh  edition  of 

])oemh) ;  iii.  285  (with  money) 
Ballochmyle,  i.  379 ;  446 ;  467  ;  see 

alHo  Alexander  and  Whitefoord  : 

'  The  Braes  of,'  iv.  403 
Balmerino's,  Lord,  dirk,  iv.  87 
Banff,  ii.  172 
lUnnatyne,  Rev.  George,  of  Craigie, 

ii.  41  (n) 
Bannockbum,  ii.  151  ;  151  {n) 
Burbauld,  Mi*s,  iii.  271  («) :  on  B., 

ii.  57  (n) 
Barbour,  James,  Dumfries,  iv.  114 

(n) 
Barclay,  Rev.  John,  iii.  157 
Barskimming,  i.  259  {u) 
Beattie,  Dr  James,  i.  261  (ii) ;  302 

in);  ii.  171;  183;  201 
Beauty,  B.  's  feeling  for,  iv.  523 
'Beds  of  sweet  rones,  The,'  iv.  372 
Bee,  ThCy  iii.  201  (B.  a^ked  to  write 

for) 
Bcgbie,  Ellison,  B.'h  a<lmii'atiun  for 

and  lettere  to,  i.  69  — 
Begbie*s  tavern,  Kilmarnock,  i.  299 

{n) 
lU*ggai-s,  i.    122  (//);  145  («);  232 

W 
'J^ggaj'S.   The  Jolly,*    see   'Jolly 

Beggai^s ' 
'^ggi  J-  Stevenson,  Irvine,  iii.  41 

(n) 
J5<*gg>  Isal>ella,  recollections,  i.  108 ; 

119;  157;  271 
Begg,    Mix,    sinter    of    poet,    and 

family,  iv.  354 ;  reminiscences,  i. 

29  (n)  ;  42  (n) ;  43  (n) ;  53  (») ;  64 

(n);  72;  87,   100,   101;  108;   109; 
134;    198;    216;    217    (») ;    336; 

431 ;  454 ;  ii.  122  ;  125  ;  .S29 ;  333 
(n) 
Belles  of  Mnuchline,  see  IMauchline 


BenMD,  MiHB  (Mn  Basil  Moiitfi}(n),  i 
accuunt  of,  iii  402  in);  anectlote  ' 


DereaiiB,  iii.  157 
Berrywell,  ii.   M 


'Bessie  Bell  (uid  Mary  Gray,'  iL 

I'd;  191 
'  Bess  the  Gawkie,'  Iv.  371 
Itengo,  Joim,  engrnvet.  iL  55 ;  65 

(ir) ;  iii.  54  ;  en^'raving  of  B.,  ii. 

100  ;  letter  tn.  ii.  .36*t 
Benronville,  iii  411  (n) 
'  Uilile,        Coiiipleto        CbriBtinn'H 

Family,' ii.  3oO:  356  (i») 
Biggar,  Misses,  Kirknswald,  anec- 

ilnte  nf  R  fiitil,  i.  49 
Birtwliistle,    AlexAiiiler,   Kirkcinl- 

bright,  iii.  127  (»)(  iv.  BOO;  200 

(") 
'  lllnck  Bonnet,' meaning  of,  i.  I!)3 ; 
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'Huly   Fair');  4l7i  449[  ii.   75; 

86;    86  (n)   B.'b  opinion   of;   97 

(letter  i>f  tlianka  tu,   liie  stilted 

I      re]>1y  ftn<l  good  advice) 

Blair,  Sir  Dftvid  H.,  ii.  143  (n) 

(»);    102;    112;     lllair,  Sir  James  H..  ii.   137  ;  HI  ; 

I      142,  t43  (ileatli  of) ;  ISl  (i>) 
>(n)  lll&ir  Athule,  ii.  160,  162 

lllane,  John,  Burus's  'gantlsiiiaD,' 


'  Blink  o'er  the  Burn,  Sweet  Ueltie,' 


Bloa 


l(«) 


Black  Bnll  Inn,  Glasgow,  ii.  200 
1") 

'  Blackfoot,'  omce  of,  i.  337  (n) 

BiHckgiiarcIs,  Boiiietliing  good  in 
all,  i.  105 

Mtlack  Jock,'  sec  ltiis.'>ell,  Itev. 
Jolin,  Kilnifintock 

Blacklock,  Br,  i.  416 ;  416  (») ;  417  ; 
(letter  in  |>rau>e  of  B.  's  jioeiiis 
lo  Rev-  Mr  Imwrie.  Loudon);  448 
(second  letter) ;  ii.  41  (R  viHitxl  i  ' 
43 ;  74 ;  lotler  from,  iii.  Ill,  113' 
(rhymed);  183;  301:  letters  to, 
ii.  387:    iii-    113  (rhyineil):    iv. 

396 ;  397  ;  398 1  400 ;  401 1  404 
'  Black  Monday,' il  17  (w) 
Blnckstnck,  Jane,  Iii.  390 
BliUr,  AlexiiiLiler,    Cntrine   Houne,  ' 

letter  to,  ii.  330 
Blair,  David,  letter  to,  iiL  36  I 

Blitir,  Her.  Dr.  i.  361  (») ;  367  (on  < 


■  lilyllisonie  Bridal,  Tiie,'  iv.  382 
BIytliawood,  l»nl,  early  edition  of 

|H>en]!>,  iv.  228 
'  lb)b  o'  Dniihkne,  The,'  iv.  412 
'  llonie  brucket  Lasaie,  'i'lie,'  iv.  382 
'  lionie  Dundee,'  air  of.  iv.  327 
Jt<iokkeei>er  in  West  Indies,  i.  319 ; 

394  :  poBition  of,  i.  394  (n) 
itdokx,  see  Burns,  Boliert,  reading 

I  Itiirdcr  Tonr,  ii.  94 ;  102  — 
Borrowed  niateriaU  of  B.,  iv.  477 

I  BorrawHtnuness,  ii.  149 

'  lloston,  Rev.  Tliomas,  iiL   77;   77 

'      ("1 
Ikwwell,  James,  of  Anchinleck,  i. 

279  (H) ;  467  {n) ;  ii.  373 
itowmaker,  Rev.  Dr,  Dun»,  ii.  103; 


116 
Boyd,  Rev.  William,  of  Fonwick,  i. 

301  (») 
Bi'eadalliane,  fonrtii  Eavl  of,  i.  347 ; 

347  (..) 
Itreslan,  conjurer,  anecdote  of,  ii. 

156  (H) 
Itrice,   Dnvid,  (lltisgow,  leltcre  to, 

as  to  Jean  Arnioiir  and  pociiis,  i. 

345  ;  .-(45  ('»  ;  368 
Rritinh  and  En<;1i»b,  iii.  178 
Brodie  of  Brodie,  ii.  169  (n) ;  177 
Broiighnm,    The,  Glasgow,   ii.    151 

(pnhlislies  letter  to  Biiliert  Miiir) 
Broun,   Agnes,   see    Burnes,   Mm, 

mother  of  poet 
Brownhill  Tnn,  ii.   123  (n) ;  iiL  65 ; 


to,ii.;«, •""— "'-l.i.tlcT 

-y.u<.,,ii.,,i,,,,^,,    .-^ 

iJrMce,   King  n„bert.  i.   aoi  ,„, 
grave  of.    ii    lo-     i    .         '"^  • 

iJnjce,  Michael,  neu-  edition  of  U 

Bn.nsn,ck  D„ke  of,  iv   m  ''" 

S""-'  ,«**'^'''''  *'*''•"«'•.  i.  360 
("hit.  104;104(„)  •    •  ^, 

B«c«..,  B„Ile«  of,  ii.  173 
^'^"•^^''"'■"•-W.  47  (letter  of 

'•■ling  of  monnment  to  Thon,- 

887  (riioMison  monnment)  J  iv  71 
("otter  witl.  copy  of  'sJ^^Jl^ 

B«cL«ite.,i.,3._;,„,,3,,„,^ 

•  Bnck8ki„,'  nickname  of,  i  103 
B«|WBnc..an.ii.„3;-,i?,,, 
Biinvnii   ;«;  -t**  /.  « 


•  ■  ■  •'■ )  •' 
i*iJni,.s,  Sir  Ale 
17.-, 

^'"nies,  Willi;,,, 
'"•   M,  Km,,, 

-•^ ;  '^^(J,  L>7,  i>8, 

("I>ini(»ii  cif  jK)e 
(letli?r  to  fi(„„ 
**pintH);  101  (a( 
<->');  107  (lost  il 
ftnd  oIiara<*(er) ; 
iiiscnptioFi) ;  30 
i«"0 ;  210  (relig 

^>5  (Jtlattm/  0/ . 

IJjiriH'ss,  James,  v 

J-  28 ;  Jettoix  to, 

l^H   fatlier,  aii/l 

"'"'•o);  no  (anna 

lH)et'8  fatliei) ;  i; 

it««) ;  346  ;  408  i 

Stoneliaven) ;  17,5 
"Jg  Montnjsc) ;  J 
o^  iwenis);  iii.  3f 
"ag«);  iv.  280  ( 
during   B/8    last 

'■eply,    281;    290 
widow) 

Biiniett,  Elizal>etli, 
beanfcy  and  wit  of, 
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Bums  FeHerntion,  iv.  5iW  j 

DiiraK,  Gilliert,  brother  of  |>iiet,  i. 
12,  13;  28,  29;  31  ;  38,  39;  M;  j 
{Ht.nS;  61  (Recounts  «f  early  (lays) ;  \ 
113;  139  (Tnrlwlton);  144;  150 
{'DrHornbook  'aniloUierpoeiiia); 
137 (lO ' Dr  HoriilK>ok  ;' 212  (early 
pneniN);  216  {'Cotter'ii  SaUirdny  - 
Niglif);  223  CA.Idi-em  to  the, 
1)eil');  271  (conviviality);  418. 
(Rev.  (!oor),'e  Iiawrie);  440;  441  I 
(friflnilxlii])  of  B.  witli  Mra  ' 
T>uulo|>) ;  447  (n) ;  449 ;  ii.  9 ;  S5  . 
M  porti'itita  of  B.  ;  328,  329 
(loan);  ill.  202  (niAriioKe);  382 
('Loynl  Natives')!  iv.  290;  2B7  ; 
sa^,  fi34  (at  MoHiniii};  lettcc 
from,  iii.  16 ;  letters  to,  iL  170  I 
(iiortliern  tour) ;  iii.  144 ;  iv. 
278 ;  S89  (h)  ;  297  (elition  of  ; 
poems) 

liiims,  Maileiiioisellc.  iii.  163,   164;  | 
104  in) ;  iv.  307 

BnniH,  Robert,  jioet ;— Accounts  oF, 
i.  38-41;  43;  67-69;  4.-t6:  ii. 
14;  14  (M);  34;  72-74;  77;  79; 
82:  129,  130;  137;  139;  ISO—; 
169;  172;  193  (n);  197;  340, 
.^11  !  iii.  197;  273;  iv.  217-219; 
219  (ii);  262;  276;  SSS  (») ;  ^ce 
also  i)ct;g,  Mrs,  nnil  E(liiil>iirf;li 
(separate  lie&ilingx) ;  anil  liabits 
iin/iit):  amiiition,  on,  iii.  174:. 
America,     propoied     einiKmtioTi 


430  —  !  430  (n)  jierliaps  Celtic: 
nniiiialn.  love  for,  iii.  74 ;  74  (n) : 
ArclierH,  liiiyal,  n  niemlier  of,  iii. 
321;  326:  argiimeiil,  fondness' 
for,  i.  47;  65;  67;  69;  60  (»); 
78;  iv.  457:  nnii  ArmoiiT.  Jeau, 
M!e  Armour :  AKsignK  ]iro|ierty  to 
Klimlielli  Paton's  ilangliter,  i. 
382  :  antoliiotrmiiliy,  i.  9-21 :  86; 
ii.  140;  399  —  :  Iwaiily,  fesliiig 
for,  i.  57  ;  ii'.  r>23 :  benevoleiicc,  i 
on,  iiL  177  :  Bible  given  to  High-  ' 


Innil  Mary,  i.  432  (n)  j  47.1  — ; 
bii'tli, i. 23 ;  23(11);  27,»i;  I36(ii) 
and  MiralM«u :  liirtlipluco,  i.  27 ; 
27  (n)i  28;  BulieiiiiniiiHni,  iy. 
433 :  books,  aee  readiii),'  ('''/»') : 
lioot  incident  in  (iniiiiuay,  ii-. 
18;  21  :  Bonier  tour,  ii.  94;  102 
— :  boyhood,  i.  10;  35;  38—; 
45 ;  57,  58 :  brotliera  and  Histers, 
1.  54  (») ;  ir.  633:  basiuew  man, 
LllO;  113;ii.  124;  316;  320;  iii. 
107 ;  283  :  Canongale  Kilwinning 
liiaxouic  lodj.'e,  ii  14  ;  43  ;  396, 
397 !  see  also  freernaHonry  (iii/rii) : 
cares  of  inarri«>l  life,  iiL  30;  82; 
iv.  67  ;  273 ;  415  :  clmi-actov  of, 
iv.  8.);  r>22;  525;  530;  332; 
liy  liiiiiHelf,  i.  102;  103;  133;  ii. 
229;  CHlimateDf,iv.413  — ;  keen 
jnilj,'e  of,  ij.  78 ;  83 :  cliildi-en,  i. 
344,  345 ;  396,  397  ;  418;  ii.  310; 
310  (n);  326;  ill.  233;  332,  33:); 
402.  403;  iv.  288;  527,  5.32: 
children,  illegitimnte,  i.  119,  120; 
120  (ii);  124;  309;  382;  300: 
400  (11);  418;  482;  ii.  121.  122; 
129  («):  134;  143;  320;  3ft.">,  305 
(II):  iii.  300,  301;  365;  Sfti  (»): 
cliildrcn,  iiroviwion  for,  iv.  290- 
293:  cliiirch  controversies,  i.  166 
— :  and  CUrimla,  see  Clarinda: 
coarw;  verses,  iv.  64:  common 
(ilace  books,  see  that  heading: 
compftnions,  early,  i.  12;  12  (n): 
com]>oses  at  piniigli,  i.  200  :  and 
convent  ion  all  Iy,  iv.  65  r  conver- 
sation, cliann'of  his,  ii.  34;  75; 
iv.  521 :  convtvlalitv,  !.  393 ;  ii. 
244,  245  ;  269  ;  277  :  279,  280  ; 
29.1 ;  303 ;  312  ;  iii.  277  ;  iv.  50 ; 
428  (II) :  429 ;  431  ;  iU ;  437  ; 
523;  523-. 127:  531;  sec  also 
ncconntn  of,  nn<l  haliils  i  conrl- 
shiji  by  proxy,  i.  13;  60;.')37  (n); 
400;  iv.  179:  and  Crcei-li,  see 
Creech;  criticism,  on,  ii.  194; 
iii.  32:  criticisms,  early,  i.  444; 
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ii.  S7  (n);  ill  Lomtger,  U.  18;  in 
ManUdy  Reniem,  ii.  19 ;  of  own 
poems,  L  103;  388;  of  telf,  L 
103  :  il&ncing,  L  14  ;  S3  (n) ;  87 ; 
137:  dftUKliter,  birth  of,  Ul  3S3; 
ilAuglit«r  infant,  death  of,  ir. 
246:  death,  iv.  284:  dehts,  iv. 
188,  lae ;  288 ;  429 :  dialect, 
faitare  of  poetry  not  id,  iu  • 
iiu  SO:  discretioD,  L  135; 
453 ;  aee  also  politica  and 
prudence :  disloyalty,  reputed, 
iii.  379 ;  383 ;  384  (n) ;  412 ;  iv. 
55 ;  75,  76 ;  see  also  politics : 
dramatic  c«in])<ieitiDn,  i  63 ;  ii. 
194  ;  iii.  141  ;  Iv.  143 :  Dnmfries 
-freeman  of,  ii.  121;  iii.  402; 
lioDBes  in,  iii,  299;  371 ;  ^5;  iv. 
US;  188;  244;  life  in,  iv.  182; 
military  in,  dixUke  for,  iv.  74, 
75  i  poHitioii  in,  iv.  118;  121, 
122;  ]8S;  280;  public  librar}-, 
iv.  54 ;  removal  to,  iii.  297 ; 
vnhinl«or)t,  iv.  207 ;  walks, 
favourite,  aliout,  jv.  28  (ii) ;  124 ; 
182-183;  244:  and  DunUr  coin- 
pared,  iv.  482  —  :  and  Mm 
Dunlop,  Bee  Diinlop :  duty, 
attention  to,  iv.  1X2;  626;  5.W, 
531 ;  «ee  also  Excise :  Eiliiibiir^'li 
— It.'s  ap])earance  while  in, 
74;  137;  liabits  in,  ii.  72 
licmiHed  ill,  ii.  3B  ;  nejj;1ecle<l  in, 
iii.  47;  iv.  416;  return  from  Unit 

39 ;  tempted  to  vixit,  i.  41H ; 
vixitfl,  »ee  Edinbnrgli ;  nee  also 
acciiiints  of,  Iiabits,  and  friendi> 
[infill):  eiliiofttirin,  i.  10; 
29-34;  38-40;  iv.  456;  ; 
cdlll^atton  of  cliiidren,  iii.  402. 
4(«;  iv.  525  (11);  527:  and  elec-  ! 
lion  nffiiirs,  iii.  12.7-181 ;  iv.  !96-  i 
205 ;  26K  :  at  Kllinland,  Hec  EIIIh- 


blt 


iiiKia 


<q>inion,  U.  76 ;  90 ;  ■£«  also  Self  • 
aasertion:  and  excise, »e«  Excise: 
extreiuw,  prone  to,  iv.  4&3 ;  0S2 : 
farewell  to  Scotland,  L  416  — : 
farm,  liia  first,  i.  19 :  fanning,  L 
19;  69;  111  (n);  113:  ii.  98; 
123;  136;  186,  187;  195;  197; 
265;  288;  306;  308;  317;  338; 
378;  iii  SO,  21;  30;  38;  98; 
120;  197;  iv.  438,  439:  favonr, 
no  Htate,  showo,  iv.  209 :  and 
FergOBson,  see  Fergnsson : 
fickleness,  i.  16;  67;  346;  iL 
16;  245;  iii.  67;  iv.  453;  522: 
flattei;,  liking  for,  iv.  623 1 
flax  •dressing  episode,  L  17 ; 
67;  76-78;  82:  folklore,  i.  11; 
29  (n) :  follies,  ii.  124 ;  221  ; 
332 ;  333 ;  iv.  437  :  freemasonry, 
i.  68 ;  128.  129 :  129  (ii)  377 ;  462, 
463;  ii.  14;  37;  46;  114:  139; 
148  ;  396,  397  ;  iv.  256 ;  2G2 ;  2C3 
(ti) :  French,  knowledge  of,  1. 
32 ;  39,  40 :  and  Frencli  Revolu- 
tion, iii.  317  (carronade  incident); 
sue  also  French  Hevoliitinn,  and 
lioliticH  {infra) :  friend,  first,  of 
upper  cla-tses,  i.  148  (»):  friends, 
i.  148  (n);  ii.  17;  21;  30;  60; 
71  —  ;  79 ;  iv.  430 ;  628 :  funeral, 
iv.  287 :  fiirnitnre,  sale  of,  iv. 
20,1  {«):  Oalloivay,  visit  to,  iv. 
16:  geueronity,  iii.  198;  263: 
genius,  i.  43 ;  ii.  78 ;  iii.  29-31  ; 
estimate  of  genins,  iv.  413  — ; 
Ciocthc,  affinity  in  niarria^ 
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(n):    bahiU, 


436 :  ii.  34 ; 
72;  73;  113;  130,  131;  137; 
161;   210,   244;   245:   269;   277; 


19 ;    372 ;    381  ;    381    (n) ; 


123;    313  —  ;    381  ;    384;     394; 
431 1   444  ;  ii.    123 :  emidialic  in  | 
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of,  conviviality,  anil  Eilinlnir^  ; 
at  HarvieBton,  IL  I&2-154;  188; 
hater,  a  Koml,  iv.  522  :  Highland 
Mary,  Biblu  given  to,  L  432 
(»);  L  47S  — ;  Bee  alno  Hit'lilaud 
Mary;  in  Higlilnii.ls,  ii.  147 -; 
176;  Iinmour,  iv.  522;  d3l :  idealH, 
iv.  419;  423:  illiiesseH  — at  E<liu- 
bnrgh,  li.  21;  197;  215;  218; 
822;  225;  234,  233 ;  2a3 ;  S84, 
28H;  296:  iii.  232;  253  —  ;  Ellis- 
tauil.  iii.  259;  Ir>-ine,  i.  79; 
Mowgiel,  L  115;  laHt,  iv,  84; 
122;  123;  246;  253;  254-2S7 ; 
2.W  ;  263  ;  271 ;  273 ;  276 ;  279 ; 
2S4;  414—;  436;  impetiinsity, 
iv.  453;  522 1  inipromptiiB,  reatli- 


103; 


60; 


tntors  or,  iii.  47,  48:  income, 
see  (lelita,  excise,  position,  anil 
poverty  ;  inilepeDilence,  ii.  96 ; 
236;  iv.  420— :52a;  529;  531;  in- 
lluenceil  1>y  other  poets,  i.  51 ;  213 
(n) ;  266 ;  322 ;  iv.  461  ;  47 1  ;  480 ; 
see  also  FergusHon,  S  hens  tone, 
Tliomson  :  intellect,  L  183 ;  iv. 
415 :  at  Irvine,  i.  77  — ;  see  al^u 
flax-dressing  {lupra)  ■■  Jamaica, 
proposed  emigration  ta,  L  20 ;  313 
—  ;  384-386  ;  389  {«) ;  415  ;  431  ; 
iv.  404 ;  see  also  Douglas ;  ship 
in  witicli  lie  was  to  sail,  i-  20 ; 
384  ;  384  (n) ;  394  :  Jacohitlem  of. 
i.  24;  ii.  155;  173;  178,  179; 
190;  196;  2aS,  237;  327;  -184: 
iii.  135,  136:  jealousy  of  snpe- 
riots,  i.  57 ;  and  Kilmarnock, 
see  Kilmarnock  :  last  days,  iv. 
283— :  285  (») :  Innt  1el.t«r,  Iv. 
284 ;  last  illness,  see  itlnesiteH 
{tupra):  Latin,  ntudy  of,  i.  33: 
letiiends  told  to,  t.  II;  i.  29(n); 
letter,  last,  iv.  284:  letters  to 
wife,  iL  372;  iv.  2S3 :  letters, 
copies  of,  iv.  S9 :  life  —  early 
views  of,  i.  80;  82;  84;  104  —; 
137  —  ;    133;    philoeophy   of,    i. 
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335 ;  vie WB  of,  iiL  43 ;  i V.  1 74 ;  422 : 
Linlithgow,  freeman  of,  ii.  206 : 
loan  to  Gilbert,  ii.  329 :  at  Loch- 
lea,  see  Loclilea :  London,  ofTer  of 
eiijploymenl  in,  iv.  115-118:  at 
Loudon,  i.  412 ;  love  afTaits,  i. 
13;  16;  44,  45 ;  fiO ;  60,  61 ;  68, 
69;  96;  98  —  ;  101  ;  119;  134; 
134 (n);  Ul;329(n);343;  393{n); 
ii.  33;  44;  100;  106,  107;  107 
(n);  115;  121  ;  129  (ll)  ;  132,  133; 
144;  209,  210;  242;  244;  246, 
247;  iii.  72;  300;  301;  305;  364; 
see  also  Heroines  of  songs;  love, 
lintt,  i.  13 ;  44 :  love,  views  of,  i. 
57 ;  73,  74  :  il  84 ;  228 ;  iii.  37  ; 
iv.  438  in) :  low  spiiiU,  t.  33 ;  78, 
79;  105;  115;  266;  4.33;  ii.  264 ; 
326;  iii.  133;  141;  148;  364; 
iv.  34;  67;  84;  115;  116;  121; 
122;  174;  364:  lyric.1,  iv.  527: 
and  M'Gill,  Dr,  iii.  96:  mur- 
riage  —  ii.  358 ;  375 ;  387 ;  iii. 
21  ;  39 ;  letters  of  date,  paasim ; 
3.34  <n);  duty  in,  ii.  339;  341; 
ecclesiastical  ceremuny,  ii.  300, 
301  ;  priviite,  i.  313 ;  313  (n) ; 
317;  321;  ii  139;  267;  views 
on,  i-  73;  ii.  344,  345;  iii. 
81  :  mental  state  in  1786,  i. 
432 ;  440 :  niilit«r>'  in  Dunifries, 
B.'a  dislike  for,  Iv.  76:  money 
matters,  see  debt,  and  por-ition ; 
Monkland  Library  and  Old 
SlatUlicai  AceomU.  iii.  290 : 
moral  views,  see  religious  and 
moral  views  {infra):  mother,  i. 
23;  27;  42;  42  («);  iv.  533;  at 
Mount  Oliphnnt,  see  Mount 
Olipliaul;  musical  powera,  i,  39  ; 
88:  mnsic,  143:  name,  change 
of  spelling  of,  i.  23  ('>) :  H5  (ii); 
181  (n);  318;  346  (n):  neglect 
of  poet,  iL  19;  20:  340;  iii. 
47;  iv.  207:  at  Ochtertyre,  ii. 
187  —  :  officers  in  Dumfries,  a's 
dislike    for,    iv.    76 :    opinions, 
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Arcount,  OM,  H.'b  letter  in,  iii. 
290:  aympatliy,  iie«ire  fur,  ii.  Si: 
tncilamity,  on,  iii.  43 :  t«uipei', 
t.  58,  S9 1  ii.  TU ;  iv.  18 ;  21,  22  -. 
tentlemeai,  iii.  74  :  terseiieati,  iv. 
454:  anil  ttieul<i);y,  i.  laO-ITO; 
1G9  (»)l  ii-  203:  toDDtij,  re|iuCetl 
ilUlojal,  iiL  .170;  412;  troiibleH 
of  Inat  tiayn,  iv.  279  —  :  under- 
staniliiii,',  iv.  425 :  vanity,  on, 
iii.  177:  vires,  rejiiiteU,  iv.  525; 
626 ;  5.12 ;  see  also  liabiU :  and 
voliinuers,  iv.  207 ;  weatlier, 
elTecls  on  R,,  iv.  34;  67;  see 
a.\na  low  HpiritH :  West  IndieH, 
inteniM  ileparliire  for,  i.  20; 
313  —  ;  384;  384  (») ;  394;  39+ 
(n) ;  4IH  ;  aimniloncl.  i.  444  :  anil 
WliiHtlu  Conlust,  iii.  105;  105 
(»];  108  M:  wife,  letter  to, 
from  Ellieland,  ii.  372;  from 
Knivr,  iv.  2S3;  settles  at  Ellis- 
Ifind,  ii.  390 ;  Hce  also  Ariiiour, 
Jean ;  will  power,  iv.  437 ;  wit, 
L  58;  iv.  532;  531:  wives,  on,  iii. 
327;  see  nittn  marriage:  women, 
on,  ii.  187  ;  iii.  284  ;  .186  ;  iv.  62.1 

Bums,  William,  brotlier  of  |>oet, 
ii.  177  ;  300  ;  iii.  125  ;  167  ; 
202  (death  in  Loiidun)  ;  229 
(Funeral):  letters  from,  iii.  42 
(Hslcing  advice  as  to  future) ;  iii. 
167  (as  to  etiquette) ;  177  (life  in 
Lonilon) :  letters  of  Burns  to,  iii 
43,  44  (recon  I  mentis  taciturnity) ; 
51  ;  60  ;  72 ;  97 ;  124 ;  168  (otTer- 
iiiK  money  if  nee<1eil) 

Bunisiile,  Rev.  Dr  William,  Duni- 
fripf,  ii.  123  ;  123(n) ;  iii.  298  ;  iv. 
206  («) 

'Bush  abonn  Traqnair,'  ii.  Ill  ; 
iv.  383 

Biisliliy,  J<ilin,  writer,  Dnnifries, 
iii.  74 ;  iv.  81 ;  83  (K's  dislike 
for):  183:  196;  198  (n);  199  (») 
family;  203;  2C9(n) 

Bynm  on  BnmN,  iv.  482 


Cadell  and  Da  vies,  iii  28;  260 


90 
CuUdoniait    Merenrii,    ii.    28 ;    28 

(pnblislies  'Address toa  Haggis') 
'Calf,  Tlie,'  origin  of,  i  397  (n); 

parallel  to,  i.  398  (n) 
Oallaiiiler,  Mr,  of  Craigfortli,  iv. 

400 
Calvinism  of  Scottish  peasantry  anil 

its  influence  on  B.,  iv.  435 
'  Cameleon  Savage,'  mistake  as  to, 

iii.  35  («) 
Canielon,  Falkirk,  ii  l.'M) ;  iii.  .14 
Cameron,   Mny.  il    121 ;  129  (n) ; 

145  (serves  writ  on  B.) 
Campbell,   Bruce,   of  Maylielil,   i. 

385  (n) 
Campbell,   Loi-il   Frederick,   L   280 


Highlan 


(") 
Campbell,     Mary, 

Marj' 
Campbell.     Mary,     Was    there    a 

secotiil !  i  470  ^ 
Campbell   of  Netherplace,   iv.   302 

(»);307(>Ol  308(n) 
Campbell,    Sir    Itay,    Lord    Preni- 

dent,  i  280  (n) ;  ii  08 
Campbell,  Thomas,  Pencloe,   fare- 
well to,  i.  388 
Campbell.  Thomas,  poet,  iii.  306 
Canillish,   James,   Glasgow,   i.    30 

(») :  138  (»)  letteni  to  anil  from, 

ii.  69 ;  69  (») ;  294 :  iii  252 
Candlish,  Principal,  ii.  09  (») 
Canongate  Churchyard,  ii.  58 
Canoiigate      Kilwinning     masonic 

lodge,  ii  14  ;  45   (]aureateshi]i) ; 

87;  396(lanreateship) 
CatdiweBs.  iv.  199;  199(«);311 
Canlonnel,  Adam  ile,  iii.   118;  118 

(n) 
Carfrae,    Rev.    Patrick,    Morliam, 

iii.  40;  48  (n);  47,48 
Cai'lini,  iv.  115 
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Carlisle,  ii.  118 

Carlyle,  Jane  Weli»li,  iv.  97 

Carlyle,  Thomas,  iL  76 ;  286  (n)  on 
* MTliereon's  Lament;'  iiL  15; 
400  (on  Mrs  Basil  Mont^i^i); 
iiL  400  (n)  on  '  Open  the  door  to 
me;*  iv.  102;  421;  448 ;  461  ; 
489;  497;  534  (m)  exertions  on 
U'half  of  Mrs  l\e^  and  her 
dauglitera 

Carniichael,  A.,  on  Bnrns's  ances- 
try, i.  450  (») 

Carmiclioel,  Rebekali,  ii.  61 ;  61 
{n) ;  poems,  iiL  275 

Carrick,  see  Ayrshire 

Carroll,  ii.  150,  161 ;  187 ;  verses  on 
Inn  window  at,  iL  l.'iO 

Carrubber's  Close,  Edinburgh,  ii. 
99 

Carruthers,  Dr  Robert,  Inverness, 
L  59  (n);  447  (n) ;  uL  74; 
317  (n) 

Carson,  Mr,  on  Burns  at  Kenmure, 
iv.  20 

Castle  Campbell,  iL  189 

CR«tle  Iluntly,  ii.  176  ;  176  (n) 

Cathcart,  Lord,  ii.  166  166  (n) ;  hiM 
daughters,  ibid. 

Catrine,  i.  212  {n) ;  259  (n) ;  434 ; 
iL  17 

*Canld  Knil  in  Aberdeen,'  iL  201  ; 
202 ;  203  ;  iv.  1^2 

Cauvin,  Louis,  B.'h  French  tencher 
in  Edinburgli,  ii.  120  (ri) 

Celebration  of  Burns  anniversaries, 
iv.  536 

Chalmers,  James,  Aberdeen  Jour- 
nal, ii.  173;  173  (w);  181  (?0 

Chahnci's,  Margaret  ('Peggy'  of 
*  Where,  braving  angry  winter's 
storms, 'and  *My  Peggy's  face,  my 
Peggj's  form '),  iL  1.33;  152;  155; 
206,  207;  207  (»);  208;  209; 
215;  2.39:  247,  248;  278;  332, 
.333 ;  iii.  29 ;  iv.  .397  :  lettei-s  to, 
ii.  186  (with  first  volume  of 
Musical  Museum) ;  206  ;  208  (B.'s 


admiration  for  her);  211;  2SI2; 
225  (on  poverty) ;  264  (hia  pros- 
pects) ;  S07  (excise  appouitment 
and  leaving  Edinburgh) ;  319  (on 
taking  Ellisland);  331;  375  (in 
praise  of  his  wife) :  songs  on,  ii. 
207,  208:  Chalmers,  Mai^garet, 
possibly  only,  references  and 
letter  on  love,  iL  132,  133 

Chalmers,  William,  writer,  Ayr 
(*  Willie  Chalmers '),  L  383  ;  400 ; 
letter  to,  iL  29 

Chambers  Institution,  Peebles  iL 
80  (n) 

Chambers,  K4>l>ert,  iL  163  (ft) 

Chambers  8  Edinburgh  Journal^  ii. 
104(»);  172  (n);  iiL  216 

Chatnbers^s  Miscellany t  iL  153  (i<) 

Chapman,  Dr,  Grammar  School, 
Banff,  iL  172 

Character  of  B. ,  iv.  620  —  ;  525  —  : 
estimate  of,  413  — :  rightly  esti- 
mated by  mariied  period  of  life, 
413;  416 

Chnrteiis,  Francis  (liord  Elcho), 
iL  .37  ;  37  {u) 

Chatham,  Earl  of,  L  281  (^i) 

*  (Cherry  and  the  slae.  The,'  air  of, 

iv.  48;  48  (n) 
Cliesterfield,  Earl  of,  iii.  179 

*  Child  Mauiice,'iv.  398 
Cliihlrcn  of  15.,  see  Burns,  Robert, 

children 

('hisholm.  Bishop,  iv.  .372 

Chloris,  iii.  101  ;  333  ;  .390 ;  iv.  154- 
159;  161  ;  164  (u);  167,  168; 
193;  237,  238 ;  261  ;  406 

Cliristison,  Professor  Alexander,  ii. 
76  (n) 

Cinque  Ports  Cavalry,  iv.  287 ;  287 
in) 

Claiinda  :— account  of,  ii.  215  ;  iii. 
44 :  on  *  Amelia,'  ii.  246 :  attrac- 
tions, ii.  269 :  beauty  of,  ii.  216, 
217:  character  by  herself,  iL  2,30: 
confidence  in  B.,  iL  315 :  iv.  448 ; 
correspondence,   ii.  215-341 ;  iiL 
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45 ;  !*»,  149 ;  272,  273 ;  300-303 ; 
300  (farewell) ;  372,  373 ;  367  ;  iv. 
128  :  untnngleiiieucof  B.  witli,  iv. 
413 ;  4ie  :  farewell  to,  ii.  270 :  U.  'h 
feeliiiBs  fw,  in  1787-88 :  i.  389  («) : 
iL  221  ;  23S ;  247  ;  249,  2SU ;  2r>4 ; 
9^7:  262,  2»3;  272,  273;  280; 
283  ;  2H2-2M:  306:  312;  in  1789, 
ill.  45;  in  1791,  ill-  30U,  301  ;  ill 
17B4,  iv.  128:  forgives  H.,  iii. 
272:  (HeniUliip,  ii.  232;  2S1  ; 
283 :  Iter  liiisltand,  i;i>cs  to,  in 
Jaiiinica,  iii.  301  — :  on  love  anil 
frieTiilHliip,  IL  232:  l).'n  umnifige 
exuitcH  her  nn<,'er,  iii.  44,  4o : 
lier  iiiotlier,  iL  242:  'Nniity,  My 
lovely,' iii.  148:  |Muuiion,  ii.  270: 
B.'n    pasfion    for,   ii.   332,    333: 


of,  i 


I  ;  273 ;  290  :  por- 
trait replaced  liy  that  of  Jean 
Amionr,  ii.  333  (n):  recoiiuilin- 
tion  with  B.,  iii.  273:  religioiw 
viewH,  ii.  242 ;  251 ;  259 ;  275 ; 
281;  283:  residence  of,  in  Edin- 
hni't'h,  ii.  322 :  Rcaiidal  as  to 
a,  i.  474,  ii.  291  ;  300,  301  : 
Hongi  iiinpire<l  by,  ii.  227;  239; 
323;  iii.  303-309:  West  Indies, 
gota  to,  iii.  301  — ;  i-cliims  fmm, 
iii.  372;  iv.  292  (n)  its  to  B.'h 

CInrk.  John,  Loch er woods,  letter 
ta,  Bukiiig  loan  of  };ig  to  tnke  II. 
to  Brow,  iv.  283 

Clark,  Siimuol,  CuinniiHsary  Clerk, 
Diiinfriex,  iv.  75,  76  (Ietten<  on 
B.'b  repnled  disloyalty) 

Clark,  Williui.1,  one  of  |>oet's  ser- 
vantf  nt  Ellisland,  nn  life  there, 
tii.  197,  198 

Clnrke,  Jatiiee,  teacher,  MofTnt, 
afterwards  Forfar,  letter^  iii.  ' 
262  (his  tronliles);  to  LonI  Pro-  i 
voflt  of  Erlinl>arj-h,  and  Mr 
Willjamson,  factor  for  Hopetonn 
ntate,  iii.  263.  264  (lioth  written 


I      by  UuniH);  265;  309,  310;   313, 
314 ;   315  (end  of  troubles) ;   iv. 
I      261,  a«2 ;  273  (askiuj;  part-re|>ay- 
nient  of  debt) 
Clarke,    Stephen,  organist,  Kdiii- 
bur^d),  ii.  183  (n);  283;  iii.  322, 
I      329;  iv.   25;    32;   69;   87;    atid 
I      fj-eqnetitly  in  the  ThoniHiin   eor- 
respoiiilence 
Classic  qnalities  of  K,  iv.  460 
Classic  poetry,  iv.  484 
Clcgliom,  Ito1>ert,  San;;liton  Mills, 
letters  to,  ii.   326;   iii.   36;   71; 
;      189:  iv.  238,239;  233;  26u 
'  Closebnrn,  iii.  53 
I  'Clout  the  canl<lron,'iv,  372 
!  Clul>B,  Hums,  iv.  357 
Coalition  Ministr}',  j.  282  (») ;  ii. 
I      65  (n) ;  iii.  63 

I  Coainciiess,   not  vulgarity,  iv.   64, 
I      65 ;  491 

I  Coatee  House,  Edinburgh,  iii.  73 
(n) 


Cobbett,  William,  iv.  303 

Cochrane,  Ciri:cel,  of  Ochiltree,  it. 
153  (n) 

Coehraiie,  Sir  John,  ii.  153  (n) 

Cocklnim,  Mi«,  ii.  48,  79  (nceonnt 
of  Ii.);  79  (n);  149;  iii.  438 

'  Coila,'  idea  of,  taken  from  the 
'Scota'  of  Alexander  Roes  (For- 
tunate Slupherdett),  i.  262  (n) 

Coilslield,  i.  64  (n) ;  2:>9 (n) ;  279  (n) ; 
336  (n);  .339;  427  (n) ;  428  (n); 
Hee  also  Monlgonieiie 

(;oihis,  J>iotish  King,  i.  259  (h) 

Cohlstreani,ii.  103,  104 

Colville,  Dr  James,  iii.  16 

Coininei'cinl  traveller,  epigram  on, 
iv.  316 

Coininonplace  Book,  B.'s  Iii 
102  — ;  144 :  second,  i. 
(Professor  Jack  on  ' Extemiii)re 
Epistle  to  Gnvin  HamilUin');  ii. 
83—;  340;  344  (weillock) 

Ornmon  things,  poetry  in.  iv.  445, 
446;  447-455 
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OiMiiiuuniuu  in   Soottand   in  ISlli 

centurj',  i.  357 
CoDBtaUe,  Areliibali],  ii.  355 
ConHtable,    Lady    Winifred    Hvc- 
well,  iii.  207  (letter  of  tlianka  to, 
for  present   of  silver  fiQnff-Uix 
with  miuuitnre  of  Queen  Mar;) ; 
iii.  341 
ConUnted  witli  life,  B.,  ir.  423 
Contntituid  trade,  i.  46  (m) 
Conventionality,  R'e  revolt  agiuiwt, 

iv.  65 
ConvenatioD  of  BuroB,  ii.  S4 ;  iv. 


Conversation  Society  at  Manclilioe, 

i.  440 
Conviviality,    iv.    439;   523;    620; 

531,  532:  in  end  of  IStli  centnry, 

iv.  434 ;  fee  bIm  Bnms,  Bobert, 

couviviality 
Corbet,  Sa|>ervi!ior-General,  lettei-s 

tfl,  iii,  287  (promotion)  i  328 
Cordiner,  Kev.  Cliartes,  Bantt',  ii. 

160  (r);  172 
Comwalli«,  Luitl,  ii.  64  (n) 
Cotopaxi,  L  373 
'Cotter's  Sntnvday  Xiglit,'  i.  lOQ: 

estimate  of,   iv.  487  — :  illuHtrn- 

tlon  by  Allan,  iv.  222 ;  225 
'Court of  Equity'  ton  'bmail'  for 

publication,  i.  240 
Courtship  by  ])rti\y,  L  15  i  DO ;  337 

(»};  400;  iv.  179 
ConrlHliipH,  niHtii',  i.  15 ;  337 
Coutts,     Alexunder,    AVbitehnven, 

letter  to,  iii.  258 
Covin};ton,  Buriiij'N  visit  to,  ii.  0,  10 

(n);  ii.  10(1  (n) 
Cowdenknouea,  ii.  Ill 
Cow  pel',    Diirnu's    opinion    of    The 

Tiuk,  iv.  60 
Coylton,  iL  418  <>i) 
Craig,  A^pies,  nee  Clariii'la. 
Oaig.  Dr  Andrew,  iL  21i> 
Craig,  Ix>rd,  ii.  215 
CraijKii|iuttork,  iii.  15 
CmigiHmm  WochI,  iii.  3.12,  3.^^ 


CnA^n  CloM,  Edinburgh,  iL    101 

(") 

Craik,  Helena,  of  Arbigland,  letter 
to,  on  poetry,  iii.  106 ;  401 ; 
iv.  618,  619 

Cranston,  Miea,  iv.  41 1 

Crawford,  Kobert  ('  Bush  atMon 
Traqnair'),  iv.  37H;  381  (n);  383 

Crawford,  Tlionias,  of  Cartsbiim, 
letter  of  invitation  to  Burnn,  ii. 
325 

'Creech's  Levee,'  people  who  at- 
tended, iL  100  (n) 

Oeech,  William,  E>linl>nrgb,  iL  12; 
13;  13 (n) ;  21,22(agi'eea  t« piibliiiU 
second  edition  of  poems);  M;  87; 
90 !  02  (purc)iaseB  copyriKbt) : 
108;  109  (n)  house  in  Crugx 
Close;  112;  141;  181;  213,  214; 
252  ;  264  (solvency,  B.  di.nbls) ; 
266  (dilatory  l.abits) ;  321-324 
(lt.'s  iliHlike  for,  at^ounU  Ullh 
Betlled)  1  328,  338  (folveucy, 
B.'h  dotilits);  iiL  21;  27,  28 
(dilatoiy  in  money  matleii',  !(.'» 
dislike  for);  41  (fnrtltei  settle- 
ment with  II. ) ;  2G0 :  Ictlfl-*  In.  ii. 
108  (oncliwin);  'Willie's  Awii") : 
iii.  321  (tltinl  eilitinn  of  |>oeiiis)  : 
403  (on  publicati<iii  of  third 
alition  of  ]ioeitiH) ;  ir.  2*27  :  niiil 
Miulemoiselle  liiirns,  iii.  \lii  (ii) 

I'rlngletie,  I^nl,  iii.  SI 

Criiie,  James,  ii.  381  (ii) 

Ciiticism.  Dr  M^.rJr^.'■^  on  poems, 
iii.  50 

Crochallau  Fcntiblcii.  ii.  03 

Crocket,  S.  11., L4I1  (n) ;  ii.  153(fl) 

('romartie,  third  Eiirl  of,  ii.  1!10 

Cronibie,  Alexander,  .lud  bill  tians- 
nctiuii,  iii.  229 

Croniek,  i.  64;  102;  13.'<  (»]:  191  ; 
216;  475;  ii.  36  (»):  76;  77;  iii. 
212  (n);  320(«);  3KI  ;  iv.  U5, 
110  (ii);  181  ;  274;  342 

Cromlecks,  Cbixholm  of,  iv.  3B4 

'Cromlet's  Lilt,'  orijan  of,  iv.  3N.'» 
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Cniickaliaiik,  Jfuiet  ('The  Rom- 
biuU'),  ii.  198  ;  199,  2U0 

CniicluliMik,  William,  t«acher, 
EdinbnrgU,  iL  120 1  198  (n);  iv. 
306  :  lettere  to,  ii.  191  (Octiter 
tyre  vi»it} ;  307  i  iv.  301  (n)  i  JI. 
livean-itli,  i.  4T4;  ii.  lOS 

Ciilleii,  ii.  171 

Cnllie,  David,  oatgoiog  tenant  of 
Ellialfviid,  ii.  342  (n) 

Cnltiire  of  B.,  iv.  455;  seo  Also 
Biims,  Robert,  reading 

Cnlzean  House,  i.  201  (n) 

Ciiiinintjli&iii,  BM  Aynhire 

Cnniiingliaiii,  Alexaniler,  W.S., 
Eilitibiirgli,  iii.  253  ;  391 ;  iv.  26  ; 
235  :  letters,  ii.  3JJ7  (witli  linett 
on  C'.'s  eweetlieart.  end  B.'s 
iiiBriia};e) ;  iii.  37  (on  love  dia- 
ap|iaintineiit) ;  41  ;T0(' Wouiule<l 
Hare')i  173,  !;4;  195;  230 
('  Ele)^  on  Miwi  Burnett ') ;  240 
(cavalier  treatment  of  U.  by 
Koi)ert  Uiitidas);  265;  314;  325 
(congratu latin);  C.  on  niarria(^) ; 
351  ()i);  397  (on  politics);  443 
(■  Woundeil  Hare ') ;  iv.  84-87  ; 
235;  277,  278  (dnriiig  lost  ill- 
ness) ;  2S7  (») ;  201 

Cnnnin|;liam,  Allan,  i.  72  (n);  113; 
247  (n);  317  (n);  336  (n);  ii.  12; 
IM;  157  (»);  171;  179  (n);  iii. 
58;  76  [II)  s  98;  121  (n) ;  197; 
384  (M);  425  W;  iv.  75;  193; 
207;  209;  209(B):  242  (»)  i  271; 
SS4  ;  308  ;  314  ;  364 

Cnniiingliam,  Latly  Elizalictli. 
lett«ra  to,  iii,  29  (life  at  fanit,  and 
poems);  73;  139;  250  (EnrI  of 
UlencnirD'x  <leatli) 

Ciinnin),'liam,  William,  of  Enterkin 
Ayr),  i.  411  (m);  ii.  372 

Cnniiin),'lianie,  Sir  William  A.,  of 
Milncrnij,',  Ayrsliire,  i.  280  (n) 

Cunningliaiiie,  Sir  William,  of 
Rolicrtland,  i.  411  :  i.  317  (n)  lie 
and  Ills  wife  notice  B. 


Corlerf,  ludicrons  Englial)  mintake 
as  to,  i.  409 

Currie,  Dr,  i.  25;  29;  39;  38;  45 
(n);  67;  73  (n) ;  102;  113;  114 
In);  337  (»);  3»4  (n);  412  {n); 
418  (n);  440;  447;  ii.  9;  14;  42 
(»);  101  (»);  105;  124  ;  162  ;  169; 
171;  187;  191;  194;  iii.  68;  75; 
196,  197;  275;  305;  355;  362; 
393;  400;  434;  iv.  63  (n);  ITS 
(n) ;  192 ;  192  (n) ;  219  (n) ;  229 ; 
23S;  246;  246  («) ;  255;  259; 
2S3;  267  (n);  271;  284;  989  (n); 
lielp  to  Mrs  Bums  and  arrange- 
ments to  write  life,  291-294; 
207;  436;437;  439;  448 

Currie,  Mrs,  letter  as  to  Glenriililel 
MS8.,  iiL  453 

Customs,  old,  L  157 

CntliberU  of  Dalleagles,  New  Cnui- 
nock,  i.  315  (n) 

Cutty-sark,  identity  of,  iii.  219  (n) 

Daeb,  Lord,  i.  434;  435  (n);  436; 
iiL  129 

DiLlrymple,  i.  31,  32  ;  44 

Dalrympic,  James,  of  OrangeGetd, 
i.  463 ;  ii.  12,   13,  14 ;  43  (letter) 

Dairy  mple.  Rev.  Dr,  Ayr 
CU'rymple  Mild'),  L  23  («) 
baptises  It. ;  34 ;  34  (n)  quarrel 
n  itii  Murdocli ;  107 ;  179  (it) ; 
302  (n);  306  (») ;  459  (works 
intlncnce  B.);  ii.  13;  31;  uL  92 
(n) ;  iv.  285  (») ;  286  (ti)  influence 
onB. 

Dalryniple,  Hit  John,  and  II. 'a  stool 
in  Sniel lie's,  ii.  52 

Dalswinton,  iL  319,  320;  R'a 
farming  projects  at,  i.  197 ;  ii. 
122;  180;  187;  211;  284;  306- 
308 ;  316,  317 ;  see  also  Miller, 
Patrick 

Daize),  Professor,  ii.  60;  79  (im- 
pressions of  Bums)  78  (n) ;  iiL  25 

Dalzell,  John,  of  Bamcrocb,  iv.  19 ; 
19  (n) 


CESl^EUL  INDEX. 


ArniH  liin,  see  separutely ;  library, 
public,  iv.  64:  iDoaouic  lodge,  iv, 
202;  362  (n);  263  (»):  Ibeatre, 
iii  105,  106;  ir.  160  (»):  towD 
Hffturi,  B.  on,  iv.  242 :  volanteera, 
iv.  200 ;  206  (n)  at  B.'a  fuDeral  i 
iee  a1«o  Uurni),  Kobert,  aub-lieail 

Dumrriu),  i^ail  uf,  i.  36.^  (h) 

Dumfi-iftJo'irnal,iii.  173  (' Address 
to  the  New  Year'] ;  3a4  (B-'a  re- 
puled  diatoyalty) ;  iv.  76  («);  100 
<ii);  206(h);  20S 

Dnmfria  Tinta,  iii.  360  ('The 
Rigbte  of  Woman') 

Diinirmriez,  General,   iii.   411  ;   iv. 

I>iliil>al-nnd  Burns  cotii|uirpd,iv.  402 
Dunl)ar,  BimiB  at,  iL  115,  116 
Dnnbar.  William,  W.&,  Eit  In  burgh, 

('Kattlin,   ItoarioK   Willie'),    ii. 

S3;  53  (n);  54;  in.  71;  253;  iv. 

397:    letters,    ii.    96   (frailty   oF 

Edinburgh  friendships);  330;  Iii.  i 

145  (B.'h  life  in  1T9I)) ;  227 ;  441.  ' 

442 
'  Duncan  (iniy,'  iii.  371 
Dancan,  Kev.  Dr,   Dundonald,  i. 

174  (n) 
DnncaiiH  of  lliilbwell,  iv.  283  ! 

Diindfts,  Henr.v  (Viscount  Melville), 

i.  279  (n) ;  ii.  65  (n) ;   162 ;  207  ; 

iii.  54;  242— {dUlikefnrltiiniR): 

iv.  209  i  440 
Dundan,   Itobert,   Lord   President, 

iL222 
Duniltui,    Ro1«rt,    solid  t4ir-;;enernl 

(ignores  B.'a|>oen)  on  deatb  of  liis 

father),  ii.  224;  iv.  250;  251 
Dundee,  ii.  175 
Dnnfermline,  ii.  149;  197 
Diint.'lass,  iL  115;  IIH  (Deant*  of) 
Duiilop  Honse,  R  vifiw,  ii.  179  (») ; 

9U3 ;  iiL  41 
Dniilnp,  John,  of  Dnnlop,  ii.  .Wl  (n) 
Dnnlop,  Mrs,  of  Dnnlop,  i.  258  (h)  ; 

441  (friendsliip  with  B.  begimi) ; 
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442  (N);  iL  3d;  iii.  379  (B. 
visits);  estranged  from  R,  iv. 
279;  letters,  i.  442  (poems);  iL 
38,  39  (Ur  Moore  and  B.'b  poetic 
success) ;  69  (|>oetic  fame) ;  71 
(thanks) ;  95,  96  (Uattery) ;  S04 
(sincerity  of  friendslii])S} ;  263 
(illness) ;  296  (religion) ;  318 
(denies  ridtculint;  ber) ;  336  (on 
exctse  appointment,  and  new 
farm) ;  337  (Virgil) ;  339 ;  342  (on 
his  marriage);  359.  360  (with 
poemn) ;  362  (in  praiHU  uf  bis 
wife);'363  (cares  of  life);  379; 
385  {MitHcal  Museum) ;  391,  392 
(with  copies  of  '  Anid  Lang  Syne ' 
and  'My  Bonie  Mary');  iiL  17 
(new. year  meditations) ;  47  ;  68 
(with  'Psalmcsly  Stanzas');  83; 
100  (Janet  Little,  and  B.'h  eon 
Francis  Wallace):  133  (iltnem); 
146;  178;  194;  223(hirtb  of  her 
grandHon  Henri) ;  232  (his  family 
aHairs) ;  254  (bis  [Kwition  in 
1791);  305(«itb*SonB»f  Death'); 
323 ;  352  (her  daughter  Mrs 
Henri) ;  356  (Mis  Henri's  death) ; 
377  (Hceting  life) ;  381  (troubles) ; 
382  (prenents  Wallace  cnp  to 
Bums) ;  iv.  67  (illness  of  liia 
daughter);  123;  178,  179;  256 
(death  of  his  ilanghter) ;  la«t 
letter  to,  iv.  279 ;  292  (gives  np 
B.'s  letters);  325  (n)  i  veraes  by 
Mm  Dimtop,  iii.  49 
Dunn.   David,  schoolmaster,  M«y- 

Ule,  i.  396  (n) 
Dnnnet  Heail,  iv.  148  (n) 
Duns,  Bums  at,  iL  103;  111 
DnuBcore,  iiL  14 ;  16  (n) ;  83 
Duty,  B.'s  Attention  and  diligence, 
iii.  1-20 1  iv.  182 ;  428 ;  438  i  626  ; 
5.10,  5.^1 

EARL.STON,  B.  at,  iL  lit 
Eccletecban,    B.    »t,   iv.    191  — (» 
wicked  village) 
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Edgar,  tier.  Dr,  Mancliliiie,  L  SU ; 
232(H)i247(n);3l3(H)i  356("); 
3fl7(«) 

EJinbnrgli,  books  that  belunged  to 
U.  ill  ]>ul)lic  lilirary,  W.  6U 
(n) :  Chamber  of  Coiiiiiierce,  ij. 
109  (it)  1  eilitionH  of  ]>oetuB,  see 
Pociii*:  landlady,  sketch  of,  iL  37: 
life  of  B.  in,  iL  340—:  lodgings  ' 
of  B.  in,  i.  474 1  U.  12 ;  33 ;  33 ; 
33  (n);  148;  ]g»;  S13;  2llj;  3-23 
(n) ;  neglect  of  B.  in,  ii.  3M;  ill 
47  :  printcre  and  B.,  it.  29 :  re- 
tani  home  from  Rrat  vixit,  ii.  124 : 
Kociety  of  R  in,  ii.  13  ;  17 ;  41  —; 
23,  21 ;  30 ;  60 ;  71  -  ;  79 1  82 ; 
I0«:  109:  BiicceMi  of  It.  ill,  ii.  30 ; 
120;  340:  visit  to,  in  17S6-87, 
t«iii|>ted  to  go,  1.  41tj ;  ilet«rmineii 
to  (fo  i  21  '  444  44i') '  iLccoiint 
of,  ii.  9-102;  124;  August 
1787  to  Kehiuary  1788,  ii.  141  —  ; 
178  —  !     197;    week    in    Marcli 

1788,  ii.  317—;   324;   Felnuary 

1789.  iii.  23 ;  35 ;  37  !  41  ;  47 ;  in 
1791,  iiL  301  :  walks  about,  ii. 
12;  53;  77;  211 

Edinburgh  Arliviliter,  l.  444;  ii, 
391  (on  B.'s  retirement  to  farm) ; 
iii.  278  {■  Address  to  the  shade  of 


Edinburgh  Heraid,  ii.  32  (n) 

Edinburgh  IMtntri/  Jotirnal,  Hi. 
121 ;  163  (n) 

Edinburgh  Miigatiue,  i.  247  (")  pnb- 
linhes  'Ailani  Aniioiir's  Pmyer;' 
i.  330(iiuhlicationof  'Beeliebab'H 
Address ') ;  i.  444  (review  of,  aiid 
'ani|i1e  extracts  from,  the  PoeiiiH 
of  It.  UiimB,  a  ]donghnian  in 
Ayrshire') 

Edinburgh  Jlerirw,  ita  attiuk  oii 
"  ".y  Gmy.  iv.  629 


Edna 


iii.  277 


Tlioi 


«.n'l; 


I    (n)    I 


of  death;  287  (fi)  rcqncst  f»r 
letters  and  |)oeiii8  and  notice  <if 
fnneral 

Edivlnirifh  Eitniny  Caiiranf,  iii. 
92;  128;  403  (n) ;  iv.  150  M 
visit  of  Ramsay,  projiiietor  of, 
to  Dilmfries;  iii.  115;  128  (gmb 
HhIics  'Captain  Cimsc's  Pere- 
{^nations  thro' Scotland ');  *Kt 
(Satnnlay,  IVlimary  16,  1793, 
ailvertiwenient  announcing  second 
edition  of  ]iocnis) 

E<Iiiih„r<,h  a.iicthtr.  iii.  374  (h): 
375  ;  38.")  (Miss  Fontenelle's  '  Ad- 
dress '  and  prose) :  3B7  (Verses  l-o 
Thomson) 


Egliiiton,  eleventh  Earl  of,  luttion- 

a^-c  of  Bums,  ii.  3>>,  36 
Election   literature,  iii.   126;  127; 

128;  130;  140;  iv.  196;  198;  203 
E1;:in,  ii.  160 
EliUnk,  ii.  Ill 
Eliott,  General   (l.ord  IleatliBeld), 

i,  2H.1(-i) 
Kli/Ji  ejii'-odc  of  Slcme,  i.  57;   iv, 

Klliolt.  .1.  J.,  imralk-l  to  'The 
Oilf.'i.  ,TO8(") 

Kllishiud,  ii.  319  (takes) ;  320 ;  343 ; 
342  lit.  svllles  at):  ii.  3.'>0 :  390; 
iii.  197,  19H  (all  life  nt);  ii.  323 
(capital  on  cnterini;) ;  STWl!  359; 
361  ;  300 :  iii.  13 ;  20 ;  98  (nil  new 
house)  1  ii.  390  (household  hettlea 
in  new  lion^e) ;  iii.  13  (connlry 
aliout):  29;  30;  76;  76  (n) ;  98 
(old  nisjit'i's  ill  Inkin;;  possession 
of  new  house) ;  iii.  139 ;  144  ;  197 
108  (life  at) ;  210  (liarvest  home) ; 
295  (farm's  unpiolllalileuess) ;  £09 
(decides  to  itivc  tarn,  up);  277 
(sale  of  crop) :  296  (sold) ;  200  (B. 
-ivcsniO 

Kliihinstoiie,  Jniiies,  translator  nt 
Mnrti-il,  ii,  2,-)2;  2i-.3  (lines  la); 


Kioi-m 


II  Ilii-hinnds,  efforts 


Emily,  Voltaire's  divine,  ii.  333 
Emotionnl  ]<oems  of  B..  iv.  490 
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l>oetic 


Eii};lUli  for  Brituli,  U.'s  dislike  fur, 

iii.  178,  179 
EnglUh  lievicw,  ciitickuj  uf  poeius 

in,  ii.  4e 
Erakine  family,  ii.  13 
Emkine,  Heiirj-,  i.  278  (i()i  ii.  13, 

14 :  17  ;  45 ;  66  (tett«r  enclosing 

'When  Guilford  gciixr); 

(n);    iii.    31    (letter    or 

iiiBtiiLct) ;  iv.  250-252  (( 

be  Dean  of  Focally) 
Eiskine.  Hon.  Andrew,  iii.  32  (n); 

3-20  ;  392  (letter  on  BOiigH) ;  U:  56 

(ilenth  of) 
En^kino,  Jolin  Francis,  of  Mar,  iii. 

412;    413   (letter    of   tlioiiks   foi 

sympatliy) 
Erskine,  Tlioiiiaa  (Unl  Cliaiicellor), 

i.  280  (n) 
Eiicliil,   48lli    |>ro|>ofiitiou    of   first  . 


1»K.k.  i 


,35 


265;  267, 


Excise,  i.  418;  432i  ii. 
268}  274;  276:  237; 
328(»);  367;iii.  2II;24;38;40; 
62;  73;  84;  96;  98;  120;  122, 
123  I  128;  139;  145  ;  200  ;  210; 
237  ;  2h6 ;  381  ;  453 ;  iv.  71-73 ; 
Hi!;  118;  182;  187;  190;  191  : 
192;  197;  347;  351.  352;  418; 
422  ;  423  ;  439  ;  440 


394;  412, 

210:  lioci- 


413  I  448  — ;  453;   iv 

ticn    Mid    in-osiHtcta, 

BiiniR,  Itoliert. 
'Exciseman,  Tlie   Deil's   awa   ivi' 

til','  iiiciilcnta  connected  with,  iii. 

316,317:  320;  320  <n) 
Extremes,  B.  prone  to,  iv.  453;  622 
Kyemoutli,  Bums  at,  ii.  114 

'  Faa,     Jolinny,'     or    the    Gyiwie 

Lnddie,  iv.  395 
Factor  in  '  Twa  Doso,'  i.  12 ;  64 
'  Fairest  of  the  Fair,'  iv.  377 
Fairlie,  i.  383  (n) 
Falconer    of    The    Shipwreck,     iii. 

146 


Falkiik,  Bums  at,  ii.  150 

Fall,    Provost,     DunUr,    ii.    115; 

115  (M) 

Fame,  B.'»  desire  for,  iv.  449 ;  460 
Farmer,  B.  as,  see  Burns,  Robert, 

farming 
'  Farmer's  Ingle '  of  Fert,aiHson  the 

nio<lel     for     '  Cotter's    Saturday 

Niglit,'  i.  216,  217 
Fnsten's  E'en,  i,  157 
Feileratioti,  Bums,  iv.  636 
Fen,''ison,  Sir  Adam,  Hniitly  Bum, 

ii.  80-83  (collections  of  B.);  82 

(");83(n) 
Fergusson,    Alexander,    of    Crnig- 

darrocli,  ii.  37  (n) ;  ill  103;  121  ; 

121  (n)  i  iv.  323  («} 
Feign sson,   James,   yr.    of   Craig- 

darrocli,   ii.   379  (death  of);   iv. 

411 
FcrgusHon,  Bobeit,  the  ))oet,  i.  10 

(B.  first  reads) ;  178  («) ;  216,  217 

(»)   'The   Farmer's   Ingle;'   216 

(influence   on   B.);   271    ('Caller 

Water');  307;  358{' Leilli  Races' 

mwlcl  of  '  Holy  Fnir  ') ;  388  ;  ii. 

12 ;  58,   S9  (monument  to) ;    50. 

61  :  iv.  303  (»)  R's  lines  on  ;  60 

(<'o|>y  of  ]H>enis   gifte<l  by);    08, 

99;   313.   314    (account   for  and 

imynietit  of  monument);  iii.  270; 

iv.  473,  474  (influence  on  B.) 
Fergusson,  Sir  Adam,  of  Kilkenan, 

i.  279  (n):  iv.  200;  200  (n) 
Ferintosh,  i.  275  (n) 
Ferrier,  Jauies,  W.S.,  ii.  144 
Ferrier,    Snsan,  ii.  144,  145  (lines 

to) 
Fe*cennine  verso  of  Bums,  iv.  64 ; 

142  (H) 
Fiftskire  Jotimal,  ii.  ISO  (Falkirk 

Findhom,  ii.  167;  160 

Findlater,  Alexander,  Bnj>erviRor, 
Dnmfries,  iii.  287  («);  380;  iy. 
113:  letters  to,  iii.  260  (smtig- 
plins  enw) ;  281  («itli  verses  nn 
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to    William    CruickHbauk) ;    iii. 
266  ('  Literary  Scolding') 
'  Gentle  Swain.  Tlie,'  iv.  376 
Geor^.'e   HI.,   i.    3^1;    iii.   64,   65; 

68  (»)  tliankHfiviuf;  for  vecoverj" 
George  IV.,  ii.  180  (n)  | 

Geurgies,  ScoltiHli,  pi-opoBcd,  ii.  194 
Orotgimu  Sidni,  iv.  23  | 

Giliraltar,  sie^e  oC,  i.  233  i 

Gillespie,   I'mfctieor,   iii.    120 ;    163  | 

(anecdote  nf  B.  and  liis  ttongs) 
GilliH,  Arcli1)iflhnp,  iii.  36  (n)  | 

'<!ill  Morice,'iv.  398 
GlHS({on',  priiibent   refuse  to  priiil 
poenie,  i.  350 :  B.  at,  ii.  129 ;  299 
Glasgow  CUiztn,  ii.   147  (letter  tu 

Ai-ciiibald  Laurie) 
Glangov!   lUratil,    i.   316   (reprintd 
'  Proposala '  foi'  piiblisliiiig  poems) 
GUiaijow  Magnzine.   iv.   212  ('Ob, 

wat  ye  nlia 'b  in  yoti  town  ? ')         | 
Glenbnck,  i.  424  (n) ;  il  30  (n) 
Glencaim,  CoiinteaB  of,  iL   13 ;  iii. 

30 ;  139,  140  i 

Glencairn,  family  of,  ii.  13;  iii.  74 
Glencairn,  foiirteenlli  Earl  of,  i.  21  :  ' 
208,  290  (patron  of  Kilinaruock 
pariBb);  ii.  13 }  61  ;  66;  86;  241 ; 
247 ;  iii.  30 ;  237  :  '  Lament  for,' 
iii.  247:  letters,  ti.  61,  62  (witb 
lineH on  Earl'x portrait);  102(H.'h 
tliaiikR);  m*-,  265  (gratitude, 
anU  exRiM!) :  letters  of  a  on 
deatb   of   Earl,   iiL  247  —  ;   250, 


Globe     Inn,     Dumfrits,     iii.    364 

(favourite  liaunt  of  B.);   iv.  61; 

183;    254-266    (coimeclion    witb 

laHt   illnesH):    264   (n);   305  (h); 

3IS(«);  346(10 
Glover,  Jean,  iv.  410 
Goetlie  and  U. ,  ufBiiity  in  marriage, 

iiL  334  (H) 
Golden  hair,  sign  of  auiorouBneiv, 

iv.  428 
Goldie,   John,   Kibnaniock   (minor 

lioet,  autbor  of   I'hc   Gos/hI  Rc- 

covereil),   L    169;    169  (»);    170; 

297;  4G0 
Golf,  iL  65(H) 
Uunlon  CoHtle,  ii.  169;  170  (ver»«s 

on) ;  201 
Uuiilon,  Dni-besi)  of,  ii.  72;  79,  80; 

171;  iii.   2t3~(satire  on,  attri 

bnte<l  to  It.) 
Gordon,   fonrtb   Diike  of,  ii.    166 ; 

■  GO;  201  ;  ir.  392 
Gordon  of  Bnljiiagbie,  iv.  196;  108; 

204;  260  (») 
Gonluii,    I'l-ofessJir,    Aberdeen,    iL 

1T3(«} 
Gordon  Bints,  ii.  44  ;  44  (n) 
'Go  to- tbe  Kive-hucht8,  Marion,' 

iv.  385 
Gow,  Neil,  iL  160  (ii) 
Gracie,  James,  banker,  Dumfries, 

i.   392  (n) ;   tii.   230  (letter) ;  iv. 

282  ;  315  (11) 
Urahani,  Cunuingliaui,ofGartmoi«, 


Grabaiii,  Douglas,  and    liis   wife, 
originals  of  'Tam  'and  'Kate'  in 
'  Tain  u'  Slianter,'  j.  49 ;  49  (n) 
Graliain,  Marqnis  uf,  L  279  (») 
Grabam,  Misit,  of  Fintry,  iv.  131 
Graliani,  Mrs,  of  Fiutry,  iii.  234 
(letter  with    '  Lament   of    Mary 
Queen  of  Hcftu'] ;   386  (note  to 
witli  'Tbeltigbta  of  Woman'); 
iiL  405 ;  iv.  421 
257;   315;   338;   413;   453- '  Graham,  liov.  U.  G.,  iv.  13  (n) 
iv.  109;  114  1  tiraham,  llobert,  of  Fintt}",  iL  162; 


Glencairn,    tifteentb    Earl    of,    iii. 

404  (letter  with  third  edition  of 

poem.t) ;  404  (n) 
Glenconner,  ii.  284 ;  iii.  76,  77 ;  see 

also  Tcnnant,  John 
Glenriddel  Castle,  ii.  350  (n) 
Ulenriddel  MSS.,  i.  51  (n) ;  53  (n) ; 

63   (r);  321;  389   {n);   393   (») ; 


'  Hare,  On  eeeiog  a  fellow  wound,' 
iii.  71;  75  {Uregory's  criticiBlii) ; 
76 !  76  (n) 

Harvest- 1  lome  at  EllisUntt,  iii. 
210 


iii.  208  (H) 

Hay,  Cliartes,  advocate,  ii.  222 ; 
224  Oettor  with  vernei  on  death 
of  I.onl  President  Diindao) 

Hay,  I^ewis,  ii.  210;  Me  alBO 
CI  I  nil  II  em,  Mnr^art-t 

Hailit,  on  '  Mftrv  M'lrisou,'  i,  96  (n) 

•  Helen  at  Aniocli,  fair,'  iv.  »B4 

Helicon,  B.  aiicl  otlier  |«>etn  treat 
im  a  H|iriii^',  i.  241  (ii) ;  466 ;  ii- 
348  (n) 

Henderson,  Cnjitdin  Matthew,  iii. 
IHti,  189;  I8S  {n);  190;  169;  iv. 
323  (limt  sketch  of  ■  Elegy ') 

Henri,  Mndaine,  ilan^'it^*'  "^  Mrs 
Snnlop,  iii.  223 ;  225  1  352 ;  SS6 
(death  of)  | 

'  Here  awa,  there  awa,  ^Vandering 
Willie.'  alteralicm«  on,  iii.  407, 
408,  and  408  (n);  415 

Hemines  of  Songn,  i.  13;  44;  53 
("1;  6*('i)!  95;  86;  98;  99-101 
119.  120;  134;  134  (n) ;  138  (n) 
141  ;  212  (n);  269;  3.17;  337  (n) 
343;  il  67;  139;  154;  193;  207 
211;  212;  289;  347;  iii.  137 
138;  155;  171  ;  303;  338;  3G4 
371;  300;  417  (n);  434,  435;  iv 
25;  32;  79;  145;  154;  158;  IGO 
193 ;  231  ;  233 ;  266  ;  268 ;  271 
388;  390;  393;  394;  395,  396 
397;  399;  401  ;  402;  411 

Heron,  Lady  Elizabeth,  iv,  120 

Heron,  Patrick,  of  Kerronghtree, 
iv.  122 ;  196 :  201  [letter  on  excise 
promotion) ;  236 ;  268  — 

Heron,  Itev.  Janie",  of  Kirkgnn- 
zeon,  accused  of  heresy,  iii.  166 ; 
166  (n) 

Heron,  llohcrt,  i.  388  (recollection 


of  pulilication  of  H.'b  poems) ;  iii. 

Ill  (n);  iv.  25o 
'  He  Rtote  luy  t«uder  heart  away,' 

iv.  376 
Hewisoii,  BcT.  J.  K.,  B.  and   the 

Buchanites,  i.  134  (ii) 
Hewit,  RicIiaiJ,  iv.  372 
'Hey,  tnttielaitic'iv.  36;  41  ;  GO, 

Iliggiua,  Kev.  J.  C,  Tarliolton,  L 
377  («) 

Highland  Mary,  i.  335  — ;  336  (n) ; 
339  (llible) ;  339  (n)  partiiig  from 
U.;  377;  428  —  ;  428  («);  430 
(death);  432;  432  (n);  470  (a 
second  Mar>-  Camid>ell) ;  475- 
479(Bil>le);  ii.  125;  iii.  110;  164; 
338;  367  (always  iiMi>ir«d  B.); 
iv.  388 

Hi(;hland»,  It.  visits,  iL  125;  130- 
132;  134  (all  West  HiKtilands) ; 
147  —  ;  176  {l>oth  North  Higb- 
kn<U) 

Higlilaiidn,  improvement  of,  L  347 

Hill,  Peter,  ii.  113 («);230;  letters 
to,  ii.  113  (price  of  coi>ics  of  first 
Eiliiibnrgh  eilition  of  jioeins);  1 16 ; 
136;  .355  (bookD);  381  (Cririe'a 
'  Address  to  Loch  I/)inonil,' 
and  liooks) ;  iii.  62  (bookn) ;  103 
(books);  )75  (lKM>ks);  228  (on 
|H)verty) ;  252  (thanking  liim  tor 
present);  260  (on  giving  np  Ellis- 
land)  ;  272 !  313  (with  money  for 
I>ayniunt  of  Per^nismn's  nionii- 
nient);  425;  iv.  15;  114  (pronits- 
ing  copies    of    letters)  ;    159  ; 

llineliet,  Lieutenant,  iv.  91 

Hoildam,  iii.  287  — 

Hc^,  James,  anecdote  of  B.  at 

Selkirk,  il.  107  (n) 
Holm,  The,  iii.  310 
'  Holy  Fair,  The,' i.  19;  358 
Holy  Willie,  seo  Fislier,  William 
Home,  Anne  (Mrs  John  Hunter), 

iii.  75 ;  76  (n) 
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Home,  K  liappy  iii,  iv.  414 ;  417 ; 

437 
Uoiue,  John,  iL  S9  {n) 
Homer,  L  240  (n) 
Honesty,  an  ideal  of  B.*8,  iv.  447; 

463;  468 
Hoi)etoun,  third  Earl  of,  iii.  183 
Hornbook,  Dr,  original  of,  L  150;  i. 

156(11) 
Horning  cattle,  iii.  197  (n) 
Howden,   Francis,  jeweller,   Eilin- 

burgh,  letter  as  to  setting  a  por- 
trait, ii.  225 
Howe,  General,  ii.  64  {ti) 
Ilowlet- faced  thing,  iv.  313 
Hoy,  James,  Gordon  Castle,  ii.  160; 

letters  ns  to  songs,  ii.  201 ,  202 
Huber,  Marie,  Letters  on  Religion^ 

ii.  31 ;  383  (n) 

*  Hughie  Graham,'  iv.  406 
Humbler  classes,  B.'s  efforts  for  in- 
tellectual improvement  of,  iii.  51 

Hume,  David,  ii.  89  {it) 
Humour,  B.'s,  iv.  463 ;  486 
Humorous  poems  of  B.,  iv.  498 
Humphrey  Clinker,  haggis    scene 

in,  ii.  99 
Humphrey,     James,     Mauchline, 

polemic  mason,  L  230,  231 ;  iv. 

301 ;  301  (n) 
Hunter,  Mrs  John,  iii.  75 ;  75  (n) 
Huntley  Castle,  Perth,  ii.  176 
Hunlin,  James,  iii.  164  (n) 
Hyslop,  Mrs,  Dumfries,  iv.  61 ;  183; 

264 

'  I  HAD  a  horse  and  I  liad  nae  mair,' 
iv.  396 

*  1  '11  never  leave  thee,'  iv.  385 
Imi>etuosity  of  B.,  iv.  522 
Impromptu  veree,  B.'s  readiness  in, 

ii.  103 ;  iv.  60,  61 
Independence,     B.'s,     see     Burns, 

Robert,  inde))endence 
Independence,  leaders  in  American 

war  of,  i.  349 
Indci)endence,  value  of,  iiL  145 


Influence,  B.'8  poetic,  lasting  be- 
cause I'eal,  iv.  447 

Influence  of  other  poets  on  R,  i. 
51 ;  213  (n) ;  see  also  Fergusson, 
liamsay,  Shenstone,  Thomson, 
and  poets 

Influences,  religious,  at  work  on  B., 
i.  455 

Influenza,  fashionable,  ii.  378 

Inglis,  William,  Provost  of  Inver- 
ness, ii.  167,  168 

Ingratitude,  repudiation  of,  iii.  81 ; 
84 

Innerleithen,  ii.  Ill 

Innes,  A.  Taylor,  story  of  B.,  iv. 
285  (n) ;  286  (n) 

luKpiration,  key  of  B.'s  work,  iv. 
420;  458;  481 

Intellect,  B.'s  prrMluctive  as  well  as 
receptive,  iv.  457  :  strength  of, 
iv.  415 

Inveraray,  ii.  127,  128 

Invennay,  ii.  176 

Inverness,  ii.  167 

Irongray,  iii.  16 

Irvine,  i.  67;  76,  77;  77  (») ;  79; 
82 ;  82  (n) :  Buchanites  at,  i.  131- 
134:  flax-drcHsing  shop  burned,  i. 
17;  82;  82  (n) 

Isle,  The,  at  Ellisland,  ii.  342 ;  350 

Jack,  Professor,  i.  389  (n)  Epistle 
to  Gavin  Hamilton ;  ii.  83 
(Second  Common-place  Book) ; 
180  (n) 

Jacks,   William,  Glasgow,  iv.   41 

(n) 
Jacobitism  of  B.,  see  Bums,  Kobert, 

Jacobitism 
Jiico1)'s  Dream,  picture  of,  iv.  309 
Jafl*ray,    Jean,   Lochmaben    (*Tho 

blueeyeil  Lassie'),  iii.  137,  138 
Jaff'ray,  Rev.  Dr,  Lochmaben,  iii. 

137 ;  137  (w) 
Jamaica,  see  Bums,  Robert,  em' 

gration,     Jamaica,     and     We 

Indies ;  and  Douglas 
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Jauies  I.,  poeiiiB  of,  L  201  {n) ;  iv. 

471 
James  V.,  poems  of,  iv.  400 
Jameson,  Robert,  L  93  (n)      , 

*  Jamie  come  try  me,'  iv.  401 
•Jamie  Gay,*  iv.  373 
Je<lbargli,  B.  at,  iL  105-7 ;  freedom 

of,  107 

*  Jockie*s  gmy  breeks,*  iv.  375 

*  John  Hay's  I^nie  Lassie,'  iv.  382 

*  Johnie  Cope,'  iv.  401 

Johnson,  James  (Mtmcal  Museum)^ 
L  341 ;  346 ;  iL  99 ;  183 :  letters 
to,  ii.  100  ;  338  (poet's  marriage) ; 
388  (preface  to  tlui*d  volume  of 
Museum)',  iii.  67;  322;  iv.  58; 
69;  87-89;  214-216;  274  (during 
last  illness) ;  293 

Johnston,  Captain  William,  Edin- 
burgh, letter  to,  ordering  Edin- 
burgh Gazetteer,  iii.  375 

Johnston,  Thomas,  Mirecleuch,  pro- 
secute<l  for  fraud  on  the  excise, 
iii.  205 

Johnstone,  Sir  James,  of  Wester- 
haugh,  iii  125 ;  129 

Johnstone,  Sir  William,  of  Wester- 
haugh,  iii.  186 

*  Jolly   Beg«;ai-s,'  characters  in,   i. 

232  —  ;  232  («) :  estimate  of, 
iv.  ;  490 :  opinions  of  Scott,  M. 
Arnold,  and  Taine,  on,  i.  243 
(n) :  origin  of,  i.  243 :  publication 
of,  i.  245 

Jolly,  William,  i.  197  {n) 

Jones,  Paul,  iii.  196  {n) 

Jordan,  Mi-s,  i.  355  (w) 

Kames,  Lord,  his  roughness,  i.  120 
(n) 

*  Kate  of  Aberdeen,'  iv.  378 
Kelso,  B.  at,  ii.  104;  107;  116 
Kelso  Chronicle,  iii.   128  (verses  to 

Captain  Grose) 
Kenible,  Mrs  Stephen,  iv.  160  and 

160  (n) 
Kemmis-hall,  iv.  154 


Kemp,  Rev.  John,  Edinburgh,  ii. 
259  ;  275  ;  282  ;  305 

Kenmore,  vei*ses  wiitten  on  chim- 
ney-piece in  iun  at,  iL  157 

Kenmure  Castle,  iv.  17 ;  350 

Kenmure,  Gordon  of,  B.  visits,  iv. 
17;  20;  199 

Kenmure,  sixth  Viscount  of,  iv.  350 

Kennedy,  John,  L  310 ;  310  (n) ; 
iL  130;  iiL  95  (n):  letters,  L 
310  (in  rhyme) ;  318  (publishing 
proi)osals) ;  389  (farewell  before 
intended  departure  for  Jamaica) 

Kennedy,  Margaret  (*  Young 
Peggy*)*  i.  269  — (her  l)eauty 
and  story);  269  (letter  to,  with 
*  Young  Peggy');  271  (w)  wit; 
ii.  67  ;  iiL  347 

Kenne<ly,  Miss,  sister  of  Mrs  Gavin 
Hamilton,  ii.  319;  319  (n) ;  331 

Ker,  John,  Glasgow,  i.  432  («) 
Highland  Mary 

Kilbaigie,  a  name  for  whisky,  L 
240  (n) 

Kilmarnock,  i.  298  (n) ;  B.  at,  i. 
297  —  ;  iL  302  :  masonic  lodge, 
i.  379;  376  (w) :  printing  press  in, 
i.  350 ;  see  also  Poems 

Kilnutnwch  Standard,  i.  440  (») 
minute  book  of  Mauchline  Con- 
vensation  Society 

Kilpatrick,  Nelly  (*  Handsome 
Nell ').  i.  13  ;  44  ;  103 

Kilravock,  iL  167,,  168 

King's  Arms  Inn,  Dumfries,  iv. 
183 ;  309  («) 

Kini*oss,  iL  197 

Kirkcudbnght,  iv.  18 

Kirkcudbright  election  ballads,  iv. 
268  — 

Kirkcudbrightshire,  election  in 
179.5,  iv.  196  — 

Kirkoswald,  L  16;  32;  45;  49;  50; 
51  (n) ;  98  (all  education  and 
early  love  affair) ;  395  (merry 
time  after  publication  of  poems) ; 
iiL  213 
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*  Kirkoftwold     Peggy  *     (Margaret  j  Leglen  \Vood/i.  65 ;  442 
Thoiiisou),   i.   16;   45;    50;   98;    *  Lesley,  Hoiiie/ see  Uaillic 


393  (li) 

Kirkpatrick,  Rev.  Josepli,  Dun- 
score,  ii.  383 ;  iiL  83 

'  Kirk's  Alarm,  The,'  iii.  90 ;  92 

*Kirktoii  Jean,'  L  47;  iii.  213; 
213  (;i) 

*  Kirk  wad  let  me  be,'  iv.  393 

Kissing,  ii.  45 

Knowle<lge,  on  spread  of,  iii  51 

Kyle,  see  Ayrshire 

Lafayette,  iii.  126 

Lamentation  for  the  death  of  James 

Fergusson,   yr.  of  Craigdarroch, 

double  duty  of,  ii.  380 
Lanimermnirs,  ii.  102;  116 
Lang,  Andrew,  iv.  116  (n) ;  349  (n)        of,  iv.  133 
Langhome's  Justice,  ii.  80 ;  81  (ii) ;    Libraiy,  a  neglected,  iv.  308 

83  {n)  Librniy,  i>arish,  iii.  51-53 ;  see  aIko 

Langton,  ii.  Ill  !      Monkland 


Lesly,  Alexander,  poet,  ii.  394 

Letter,  last  of  B.,  iv.  284 

Letters    concet-ning    the     Jieligtoti 

essential  to  man,  ii.  31 ;  383  (w) 
Letter- writing  as  an  ait,  iv.   180 ; 

457 
Leven,  J.,  General  Supervisor,  K<lin- 

burgh,  letter  to,  on  excise  affairs, 

iii.  319 
Lewars,    Jessy    ('Jessy'),    iv.    119 

(recollections   of    B.) ;    266-275; 

284 
liCwars,  John,  officer  of  excine,  iii. 

121;  316  —  ;  iv.  266  —  ;  274 
'  Lewis  Gordon,'  iv.  385 
*  Liberty,  The  Tree  of,*  autlienticit}' 


Lapraik,  John,  i.  157,  158  ;  158  (n) ; 

162;  106  (w);  191 ;  iii.  89 ;  iv.  398 
*La.Hs  o'  Liviston,  The,'  iv.  374 
*  liass  o'  Peaty 's  Mill,*  origin  of,  iv. 

375 
Last  days  of  B.,  iv.  284  ;  285  (w) 
Last  illness  of  B.,  iv.  254 ;  414  ;  436 


'iJfe  and  age  of  man.  The'  (old 

ballad),  i.  216;  ii.  364 
Life,  B.  contented  with,  iv.   422; 

B-'s  deliberate  plan  of,  iv.  413; 

415 ;  423  ;  426 ;  437  ;  B.'s  view  of, 

iv.   493;  495:  inequalities  of,  ii. 

.339,  340;  340(91) 


Laudenlale,  eighth  Karl  of,  ii.  .36  ;  Limlsay,  Isabella,  ii.  106,  107;  107 
(w);  iii.  376  i      («) 


Laurencekirk,  ii.  24  (n) 

Lawrie,  Rev.  Archibahl,  i.  412  {n) ; 

443  (letter);    ii.    146;    188    («) ; 

389;  iv.  13,  14;  13  (n) ;  14  (w) 
I^wrie,    Rev.    George,  Ijoudon,    i. 


Lindsay,  Rev.  Mr,  Kilninniock,  ii. 

172;  298;  299  {n)  anecdotes  of 

his  induction 
Linlithgow,  B.  at,  ii.  149 ;  187  ;  206 

(freedom  of) 


412—  ;  412  («) ;  417  — (letter  of    Literary  Magazine,  ii.  :ir)2  ('  Verses 


T)v  Blacklock   to);    443;    ii.    42 
(letter    on    Edinburgh    affaii-s) ; 

187 
Lawrie,  Sir  Roliert,  of  Maxwclton, 

iii.  103 
Ijeadbetter,  Charles,  iii.  85  {n) 
*Leatler  Haughs  and  Yarrow,*  iv. 


written  in  Friars  Can*e  Hermit- 
age') 

Literary  pirates  of  Scottish  Melodies, 
iv.  265 

Literary  Scolding,  iii.  266 

Little,  Janet,  the  *  Scottish  Milk- 
maid,' iii.  100;  100  (w);  253  (visits 
B.) 


399 

Leailers  in  AmericAn   War  of  In-    Tioch-hill,  iii.  45 
dependence,  i.  34S  {n)  ■  Lochlea,  i.  .56-58 ;  82,  83  :  87,  88 
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'Loch  Lomond/  Cririe*8  'Address 
to/  criticism  of,  ii.  381,  382 

Loclimabeii,  iii.  129 ;  136 ;  137 

Lockhart,  CJeorge,  Glasgow,  sings 
B.'s  songs  to  iierfectiou,  ii.  357 

Lockhart,  J.  0.,  i.  156  ('Dr  Horn- 
book'); 172  (origin  of  '  Twa 
Uerda');  217  ('Cotter's  Saturday 
Night');  475  (Highland  Mary); 
312  (n);  314;  ii.  80;  151;  iii. 
151;  211;  212;  315;  iv.  85;  116 
(n);  121;  209;  209  (/*);  255; 
283 ;  349  {n) ;  419  ;  458 

Logan,  John,  of  I^ight,  letters,  i. 
384  (poems  and  West  Indies) ; 
iii.  90  ('The  Kirk's  Alarm') 

Logan,  Major,  Ayr,  i.  437;  437  (w) 

Logan,  Susan,  Ayr,  ii.  34 

Longtown  fair,  ii.  118 

'  Lord  Gregory,'  iv.  19  ;  89  ;  371 

Lord  8  Supper,  celebration  of  in 
Scotland  in  eighteenth  century, 
i.  357 

Loriincr,  Jean,  see  Chloris 

Loriuier,  William,  iiL  258  — ;  iv. 
154 ;  238  (letter) 

Loudon,  B.  visits,  L  412 

Loudon,  Countess  of,  ii.  136;  181 

Loudon,  Earl  of,  i.  262  [n) ;  ii.  17 
(n) ;  288 

Loniujer,  ThCy  i.  444 ;  ii.  18  (criti- 
cism of  B.'s  poems) ;  21 ;  30 

Love  affairs  of  B.,  see  Burns, 
Iiol)ert,  love  atfaii-s 

Love  affaii-s  of  Scottish  peasantry, 
i.  60 

Love,  B.'s  views  of,  ii  84  ;  228  ;  iii. 
37;  Clarinda  on,  iL  232;  pro- 
pensity of  B.  to  fall  in,  iL  132 

Lowe,  Alexander,  poet,  iv.  16  ;  379 

Lowe,  John,  poet,  ii.  359 

'Loyal  Natives,  The,'  iv.  1.32-133 

Lunardi,  Vincenzo,  bonnet  nameil 
from,  i.  297  (n) 

Luncarty,  iii.  35  (w) 

Lyndsay,  Sir  David,  iv.  400 ;  472  ; 
476 


Lyneiloch,  Lord,  ii.  166 ;  191 
Lyric  ^Misition  of  B.,  iv.  444 

Mabane,  Miss,  Eilinburgh,  letter 
to,  wiih  a  trinket,  ii.  213 

M'Adam,  John,  of  Craigeu-Gillan, 
i.  409 ;  410  (rhymed  letter) ;  410 
(/*) ;  411  (;0 

M'A<lam,  Miss,  of  Ci-aigen-Gilltui, 
ii.  36; 

M'Adani,  Quintin,  iv.  200  (h) 

M'Auley,  John,  t*)wn-clerk,  Dum- 
Imrton,  ii  131 ;  iii.  80  (letter) 

M'Culloch,  David,  iv.  121 ;  121  (w) ; 
122  (letter) 

Maocunn,  Professor,  his  opini(m  of 
*  For  a'  that  an'  a'  that,'  iv.  186 

M'Diarmid,  John,  Dumfries,  recol- 
lections of  B.,  iv.  283 

M'Douall,  Captain,  of  JiOgan,  i. 
270 ;  iii.  347  ;  iv.  81  {n) ;  201  ; 
'iOl  {n) 

Macfarlane,  Rev.  Dr,  ii.  28  («) 

Macghie,  Mary,  iv.  379 

M'Gill,  Ilev.  Dr  William,  Ayr,  i. 
167 ;  175  (») ;  459  (works  influenc- 
ing B.);  ii.  31 ;  205;  iii.  65;  91-96 
(works  denounced  as  heretical) ; 
92 ;  96  (defence  of  by  B. ) ;  128 ;  140 

M'Indoe,  Rol>ert,  Glasgow,  letter 
to,  ii.  360 

Mjvckay,  Dr  Charles,  iii.  119 

Mackenzie,  Dr  John,  Mauchlinc,  i. 
59  ;  138  (w) ;  306  ;  .363  («) ;  378  ; 
397;  398;  434;  436  (letter  on 
visit  to  Dugald  Stewart) ;  ii. 
15 ;  36  (letter) 

Mackenzie,  Henry,  i.  87  ;  estimate 
of  B.,  ii.  18;  36;  42;  89;  92; 
iii.  31  ;  179 

Mackenzie,  John  Whitefoonl,  i. 
138  (71) 

M'Kenzie,  Thoma<»,  A])plecross,  i. 
347 ;  347  («) 

Mackinlay,  Rev.  James,  Kilmar- 
nock ('The  Ordination'),  i.  298; 
298  {n) ;  i.  3a3  (n) ;  iii.  93 
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M*Lauclilan,    James,    violinist,   i. 

427  (n) 
M*Launii,  Professor,  ii.  215 
M*Leho«e,  James,  Ciarinda*8  hus- 
band, iL  216 
M'Leliose,  Mrs,  see  Clarinda 
M*Leod,   Isabella,    of    Raasay,  ii. 

139   (verses   to);    181;    288;   iv. 

393 
M*Leoil,  John,  of  Raasay,  On  the 

death  of,  ii.  138 
Mac1eo<l  of  Dunvegan  (1800),  iii. 

377  (n) 
M*I.eod  of  Raasay,  ii.  136,  137 
M*Math,  Rev.  John,  i.  175  (n);  176; 

193;  193  (n) 
M'Morine,  Rev.  William,  iil  383 ; 

383  (n) 
M*Miirdo,  Jean  (*Bonie  Jean*),  iii. 

434;  435  (letter):  PhillU  (*Phillis 

the  Fair '),  iv.  25  ;  32 
M*Mnrdo,   John,    Drumlanrig,   iii. 


'  Maioolm,  Sir  John,'  song,  iii.  1 18 ; 

118  (n) 
Mankind,  R's  interest  in,  ii.  78 ;  iv. 

468  ;  479 ;  496 
Mannoch  Mill  (*The  Soldier's  Re- 

turn  '),  iil  418  (n) 
Man  of  Feeling,  i.    87;    87    l»); 

(B.'s  opinion  of),  ii.  42  (ti) ;  89  («) 

*  Man  was  made  to  mourn,*  incidents 

connected  with,  i.  213;  215,  216 

*  Maries,  The  Queen's,'  iii.  147 
Marriage,  B.'s,  the  crisis  of  his  life, 

iv.  413;  416-418:  blessing  of,  iv. 
414 ;  417 :  fii'st  acknowledgetl, 
ii.  334:  place  of,  ii.  335-336: 
position  at  time  of,  iv.  416-418: 
varying  stories  of,  ii.  335;  335, 
336  (n) :  satisfaction  of  poet  with, 
ii.  339,  340  ;  344,  345 

Marrieil  life,  B.'s  ideas  of,  i.  73; 
iii.  81 ;  iv.  414 

Marshall,  James,  i.  377  (w) 


67;  67  (n) ;  95  (n) ;  104:  letteiv,     Mai-shall,    William,    ngricultun.st, 

ii.  389  ;  iii.  23  (with  song) ;  194  ;  !      iii.  73 

405 ;  434  ;  iv.  63,  64  (with  pay-    Marshall,  William,  factor  to  Duke 


ment  of  debt) 
M*Murdo,    Mi*s,    letter    to,    with 

l>oein,  iii.  67 
Macphei*son,   E.    K.,  Tarbolton,  i. 

156  («)  and  *  Dr  Hornbook  ' 


of  Gordon,  ii.  173 
*  Mary  in  Heaven,  To,'  iii.  110 ;  148, 

149^ 
'Mary    of    Tweed-side,'    iv.    378; 

378 («) 


M*Plierson,  James,  the  outlaw,  ii.     '  Mary  s  Dream,'  iv.  .379 
285;  his  'Farewell,'  ii.  285,  286     '  Ma-sque  of  Alfred,' iii.  22;  63;  66 
(Carlyle  an<l  Tennyson  on);  iv.     Masterton,  Allan,  ii.   191  (n) ;   iii. 
388  101  ;  164  ;  iv.  61  ;  389  ;  399  ;  403 ; 

M'Quhae,  Rev.  William,  i.  175  (w) ;        405 

184  Masterton,  Ann  ('Beware  o' Bonie 

Macrae,  governor  of  Madras,  ii.  13    i      Ann  ),  iii.  155 

M'Whinnie,  Mr,  writer,  Ayr,  letter    Manchline,  i.  95,  96 ;  227  (descrip- 
to,  as  to  publishing  proposals,  i.  I      tion    of)  ;    363   (Cowgate) ;    47.3  ; 


318 
Maidenkirk,  iii.  115 
'Maid  that  tends  the  goats.  The,' 

iv.  379 
Mailie's   death    and   dying  words, 

i.    89 ;    founded    on    Epitaph   of 

Habbie  Simpson,  i.  91 
Maitlaml,  Lord,  ii.  36  and  36  (/i) 


474(»);  ii.  310;  335  (/O  :  l>tjlles 
of,  i.  138  (n);  343;  iv.  .324: 
cliurcliyard  (scene  of  '  Holy 
Fair'),  i.  356;  .356  {n)-.  Conver- 
sation Society,  i.  440 :  kirk- 
session,  i.  464:  races,  i.  161 ;  318 
Maule,  Hon.  William  R.,  iv.  295; 
312  {n)  lielps  B.'s  wi<low 
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Maxwell  Caiiiplwll  of  Skerriugtan, 

Maxwell,  Ilaviil,  of  Cftnlunesa,  iv, 

199  (n);  369(H);  311  (n) 
Maxwell,  Ur  VVillinui,  iii.  36  M; 

iv.  132  ;  132  (n) ;  143  ;  206  ;  244  ; 

271 ;  -271  (h)  ;  284  ;  288  ;  291 ;  427 
Maxwell,  James,  '  poel  in  Paisley,' 

iii.  130  (n| 
Maxwell,  Joliii,  of  Temiiglity  and  , 

Mntichex.  iii.  293 ;  iv.  201  {n)         I 
Maxwell,  Lady  Winifred,  iii  135  , 

(n) ;  tetter  to,  iii.  135  1 

Maxwell,    Mr,    provost   of    Locli- 

niitlien,  iii  129  ;  137  (letter  to)       < 
'  May  Eve,'  iv.  378 
Mnyne,    Jolin,    autiior   of   '  Logan  i 

Braes,'  i.  209;  209  (n)  | 

Meikle,  An.lrew,  Ji.  112  i 

Melrose,  ii.  107  | 

Melville,    Viscount,    see    Diindan, 

Henry  ! 

Meniletssolm  sets ' Oil,  weit  tlioii  in  | 

the  cauld  blast,'  iv.  268  i 

Meiidoza,  iii.  173  1 

Men  valiieil  for  own  Hake,  ii.  205 
Metapliysical  Kcbeiiies  not  in  B.'s 

[•oetry.  iv.  483 
Methven,  fxii-d.  it.  193  (tt) 
Metrea,  B.'s,  i.  201  (ii);  215;  465; 

iv.  474  ;  475 ;  478 
Micliie,     Blicnfzev,     scliooliiiaHt«r, 

Cleisli,  iv.  304 
Miers  (nee  Myeii.) 
Militia  BEIl  of  17H2,  I.  2H0  (n) 
'Mill,  Mill  O.'iv.. 190 
Miller,  Hetty  CKIlai' of 'Faiewell 

to  Eliza '),i.  138;  343;  ii.  122  (>i); 

see  also  '  Mnncliliiie,  liellea  of ' 
Miller,    Captain     I'aliick,    yr.    of 

DaUwintun,   iii.    125;    129;    181 

(elected     M.  1*.      for     Dumfries 

Bnrglis);    letters,    iv.    72;    116; 

210 
Miller,  Janiec,  writer,   Kdinburgli, 

iv.  167;  167  1") 
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Miller,  Miss,  of  Dalawinton,  ami 
Lord  of  Sesniuu  ('Owl-face'),  iv. 
313 

Miller,  MisMaCManclilineBellea'], 
i.  138  (h)  ;  iv.  324  (») ;  32S 

Miller  of 'Tani  o'Slionter,' iii.  213 
{») 

Miller,  Patrick,  nf  Dnlswinton.  ii. 
21;  37;  37  (n);  122,  123;  186; 
187;  306;  308;  317;  319;  364;  ilL 
1S5;  296  (B.  estnuigedfrom);  404 
(B,  reconciled  to):  letters,  ii.  ISO 
(Higliland  tour,  poems,  farming); 
197  (farm  projects) ;  iii.  404 

Miller,  Rev.  Alexander,  Kitinaim, 
1.  303  (fl) 


Miller,  Sir  Williani,  Gleidee.  iv. 

200(1.) 
Miller,    William,    Manchline,    iv. 


Minfurtune  must  be  borne  alone, 
iii.  80 

Mitchell,  Jolin,  collector  of  excise, 
Dumfries,  iii.  84  ;  208 ;  262  (letter 
as  to  absence  at  Gilliert  Burna's 
marringe) ;  iv.  217  ;  248 ;  240 

Mitchell,  Rev.  Andrew,  Aberlemno, 
ii,  175  (n) 

Mit<Iiell,  Itev.  Dr  Andrew,  Monk- 
ton,  iii.  94;  94(>>) 

Mitchell,  Rev.  Tlionias,  I^niing- 
ton,  iv.  307  («) 

Mitclielson,  Samuel,  W.S.,  ii.  99; 
353 

MoiilHxIdo,  Lord,  ii.  24  (n);  30 
(letter) ;  30  (n) ;  iii.  38 

Monera  Falls  and  IHrkx  of  Aber- 
feldy,  ii.  158 

Money  not  a  consideration  in  B.'» 
writini;,  iii.  322  (n) ;  440  (>() ;  iv. 
419 ;  420 ;  422 :  424 ;  426 
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Moiikland  (or  Fiiars*  Cane) 
Frieudly  Society  Library,  iii.  52, 
53;  164;  175;  289;  290  (de- 
Bci'iptiou  for  Old  SUUistuxU 
Account) 

Mouro,  Professor  Alexander,  Secttn- 
diis,  iii.  26  (n) 

Mons  Meg,  iiL  184 

Moutagu,  Lady  Mary,  il  279 

Montagu,  Mrs  Basil,  see  Benson 

Montgonierie  Castle,  i.  337 

Montgonierie  of  Coilsfield,  i.  259 
(») ;  279  (n) ;  280  (n) ;  377  (n) ; 
427  (n) ;  428  (n) ;  463  ;  467  ;  474  ; 
ii.  63  (n) ;  67 ;  see  also  Coils- 
field 

'  Montgonierie*s  Peggy,*  i.  64  (n); 
141  (identity  of) 

Montgomery,  Alexander,  musician, 
iv.  36 

Montgomery,  Genera]  R.  (America), 
iL  63  (n) 

Monthly  Review  on  Burns,  ii.  19 

Montrose,  B.  visits,  ii.  175 

Monuments  of  i>oet,  iv.  534 

Monypenny,  Colonel  Alexander, 
iii.  119 

Moodie,  He  v.  Alexander,  Kiccarton 
(*The  Twa  Herds'),  i.  172;  361 
(»)  text  from  St  John's  Gospel  ; 
iii.  93 ;  93  (n) 

Moodie,  Rev.  William,  Edinburgh, 
iii.  262  (letter  as  to  Mr  Clarke) 

Moods,  changeable,  of  B.,  see 
Bums,  Robert,  fickleness 

Moore,  Dr  John,  i.  9-21  (autobio- 
graphical letter  to) ;  388  ;  ii.  35  ; 
35  (n);  40-41  (lettei-s  to  and 
from,  on  fame) ;  56,  57  (lettei-s  to 
and  from,  on  poetry) ;  03  (Icttei-s 
to  and  from,  new  poems  in  1787 
edition)  ;  140  ;  241  (autobio- 
graphical letter  to) ;  iii.  20 
(letter  on  B.\s  prospects  in  1789) ; 
49,  50  (letter  to,  and  reply  ad- 
vising B.  to  abandon  dialect) ; 
180 ;    2.%   (with   copies   of  some 


of    the    poems);    238    (advice 

as  to  poems) ;    B.'s  opinion  of, 

iv.  179 
More,  Hannah,  i.  317 ;  317  (n) 
Morliam  Mains,  ii.  391 
Morisou,  Mary,  notice  of,  i.  95-96  : 

Hazlit  on  iK>em,  L  95  (i<) 
Morison,  Mr,  wright,  MaucliHne, 

iii.  29 
Morning  Chronicle,  i.  392  (ii)  lines 

on  a  bank-note ;  iv.  96  (*  Wilt 

thou  be  my  dearie');   115-117; 

181  (letter  on  iiTegular  delivery* 

of) ;  see  also  Periy 
Morning  Post,  iii.  54 ;  54  («) 
Moro,  Cuba,  i.  233 
Morrison,  Hew,  iii.  17  (n) ;  24  (n) ; 

151  (n) 
Mossgiel,  i.  HI  —  ;  157;  191  (fail- 

ure  of  farming  at) ;    196  ;    197  ; 

197  (M) 
Motherwell,  William,  i.  392 
Mount  Oliphant,  i.  30  ;  35  ;  39,  40 ; 

56 
Muir,  Mr?,  of  Tarlwlton  Mill,  iv. 

15 
Muir,  Robert,   Kilmarnock,  i.  311 

(letter  with  poems) ;  311  {n) ;  397 

(letter with  »The  Calf);  445 (with 

*Tam  Samson,'  and  announcing 

departure    for   Edinburgh,   Nov. 

1786);    ii.   21;    23;   23   (?0;     151 

(letter  describing  journey  north) ; 

317  (letter  on  life)  :   opita]di  on, 

iii.  135 
Muir,  Thomas,  friond  of  the  people, 

iv.  34  ;  55 
Muir,  William,  Tarlwdton  Mill,  i. 

151  (n) ;  iv.  303 
Muir,  William,  wife  shelters  Jean 

Armour,  ii.  309;  310  (u) 
Muirhead,    Rev.    James,    Urr,    iv. 

199;    199   (w);   20r>   (cjugram   on 

B.);  206;  206  (//)  ;   270  {u) 
Munro,  Archibald,  on   Burns   and 

Highland     Mary,     i.     .3.Sr,     (w); 

3.30  (w) 
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Mnnlocli,  Jaiiieii,  I 
tliose   H'liu   lioil  eceu   Barnx,  iv. 
21  (») 

Miirtlucli,  J.  Barclay,  u.  412 

^Iimloch,  John,  teaciier,  i.  27 ;  29  ; 
30  ;  33  i  34  ;  34  («) ;  38  (opeuH 
ecliool  at  Alluway);  39;  41 
(character  of  U.  in  youtli) :  WJ 
(letter)!  ii.  187;  203  (letter  aii- 
nonndnt;  William  Bunis's  deatli 
in  LoniU-n) 

Murray,  Eniiliemia,  of  Lintrose 
('Itlytlie  MM  Hlie'),  ii.  193;  iii. 
371  ;  iv.  .■»5 

Murray  of  Broii},'liton,  iv.  198  (n) ; 

Murray,  Sir  Willinra,  of  Ochtortj-re, 


.  187,  11 


;   190 


Mmieal  Maitam,  The  Scot)  (Jolin- 
win'B).  i.  243;  270 1  340,  341; 
344);  ii.  99,  100;  183;  186;  101 
(H) ;  193 ;  198  ;  201  1 239 ;  284  ;  290 
(preface  to  secoiiil  volumu) ;  290 ; 
364  (  3S3,  386  ;  388  ;  iii.  22  ;  35 
(»);  «7;  145;  1S2  (preface  t-> 
tliird  volume);  325;  320;  331 
(publication  of,  and  preface  to, 
fourth  vnluiiif);  389  (h);  421; 
4.% ;  iv.  27  ;  30 ;  33,  34 ;  H ;  69  ; 
88,  89;  99  (B.'b  contrihiitiono  to 
fifth  and  sixth  vohimes) ;  109 ; 
140 ;  14Q  (Koiif^*  of  B.  in) ;  149  ; 
152;  177;  215;  267;  274;  371 
—  (B.'s  notes  oil  variouR  Mine's 
in) 

•  My  dear  Jockie,'  fv.  374 

Myers,  ii.  211  (nillioiiette  of  Burnc) ; 
283  (of  Oarinda) ;  349 ;  354 

'  My  joo  .lanet,'  iv.  388 

Mylne,  James,  fartucr  and  poet.  iii. 
43  ;  47,  48  ;  40 

'My  Nannie,  (>,'  heroine  of,  i. 
101 

Nasmvth,  Alexander,  painter,  ii. 

64  ;  34  (») ;  STi ;  .'i6 
National  poet,  B.  a,  iv,  461 


Neglect,  ii.  96  (looked  forward  to); 
iii.  47  (in  Ediuburgh  iu  17lt9) 

N«id|>atli  wood  deslroyeil,  iv.  240 

Neilson,  John,  Kirkoswald,  nee 
Kirkoan-ald  Peggy 

NeiliHin,  Kev.  Eduard,  KirklfOan, 
ill.  49  :  49  (n) 

Newtaatle,  ii.  117,  118 

New  Lig1il«,  i.  167-169;  171  (n); 
172;  1H6 

NewH-iiien,  Loiulon,  B-'h  quarrel 
with,  iii.  242-247  ;  444 

Nicol,  William,  High  School,  Edin- 
burgh, ii.  119  (letter  on  R'a 
Border  Tour) ;  119  («) ;  123  (letter 
onB.'8rctum1ionieii)17S7);  148; 
147  —  (accompanien  B.  ia  Nortli 
HighlmulH);  162;  168;  169  (all 
impatience  on  journey);  172, 173; 
187;  188;  190  (letter  on  Oditcr- 
tyre  vieit);  iii.  101;  165,  166 
(letter  on  death  of  N.'s  mnre) ; 
394  (letter  of  renioiintrance  from 
politics) !   395  (B.'8  answer) ; 


6  (a); 


'.406 


Nininio.    Miss,    Clarinda'n    fiiend, 

ii.     186;    2IS;    217;    218;    219; 

220 ;  247 ;  248 !  274 ;  277  ;  301  ; 

312;  313;  314;  315;  322  (») ; 

331 
Ninon  de  I'Enclofl.  ii.  279 ;  279  (h) 


Nith, 


i.  14 


Niven,  John,  i-  46  ;  48  (n)  49 
Niven,  Rev.  Mr,  and  Bunm,  anee- 

itotesof,  i.  184 
Niven,  Wiillniii,  Itiimn'H companion 

at    Kirlit>»naM,    i.   47:   48   (n) ; 

.332(11);  393  (tetter) 
Niirtli.  Lord,  i.  282  (m);    ii  63; 

65(B) 

OCHTERTYRE  (at  CriefT,  and  near 
Stirling),  B.  visits  hcith,  ii.  1H7 
— :  eeealno  Murray,  Sir  William, 
and  RaiiiMiy,  John 

'O'er  the  nionrnmnn;;  the  lieallicr.' 
iv.  410 
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unices,  goieminent,  iv.  243 
OldLightH,  i.  IGT;  l?2;  460 
Old  Itoriie,  nee  Ituiue 
Olipliaut,  Kev.  Juiuea,  Kiliiianiocl:, 

i.  299  (n) 
Oliver,  J.  A.  W.,  on  BuruH  uul 

Kirkoswaia,  i.  51  (n) ;  85  {n) 
' Oi-diiiAtioii,  Tlie,'i.  298 
Orr,  Margaret,  'Meg 'of  'EiiiBtlelo 

Davie,' L  U8{n) 
Orr,  Tliomim,  lettcm  to,  I.  91  (") ; 

84;   119;  110  (») 
Ortlioclnxy,  R'b  want  of,  iv,  452 
Onwnlil.     Mi's,     of      Aiicliincruiie 

{Mary     ItauiHay),    Oile     to    tlie 

nieniory  of,  iil  98 ;  S6  {a) 
Oswalil,  Riclianl,  Hrvt  of  Aiicliin- 

cniive,  iii.  S6(ii) 
Oswald,  Kiclianl,  of  Aiicbincniive, 

iv.    JS:i;    200;    200    {»);    210; 

211;   Mrs  Ridmnl  (Lucy  John- 

Htoii),      210  ;    211   ;    213     (wm-; 


Lira   AKD    WORKS  OP   DUIINB. 


'  0  wen 


I  ParnnsHiiH'  liill,'  i 


Paine,  TiiomnR,  iii.  ,173  [The 
RigkU  of  Man) ;  374  (iiioWk^.!  ] 
at  Dover);  if.  55  (works);  130 
(n) 

Paixley,  R  at,  IL  129 ;  179 ;  302 

Piiliiier,  Ito'.  'ri>«iiia»  1<'.,  frieixl  of 
Hie  i)eo|>li',  iv.  34  j 

Pixntlieixiii  of  11.  i.  1G8 

'Taper  Fate,' iii.  48 

Park,  Anno  ('Aiiiiii  of  tlie  gowdeii  I 
locks'),  iii.  171  ;  .364,  36.->  («);  i'"-  ' 
417  i 

Parker.  Major,  of  A-loss.  i.  379 ; 
379  (n);  403(H) 

PaBsiouate  poeiiw  of  It.,  iv.  87  —       | 
Paa^ioii,  lioQeat.  tlie  liCKt  ^niili',  ii, 

316  I 

Pantoral    Poetry,    Poem    on,    iii.  I 


314  I  382  (R  awigns  property  to 

child  of,  in  1786) 
Patrick,  William,  herd  at  MosBgiel, 

1197(») 
Pattison,    Alenaniler,    Paisley,   ii. 

112;  117;  129;  3U3;  315 
PattiBoii,    Mr.    Kelvin    Grove,   iv. 

244;  249(11) 
Paul,  Rev.  Hamilton,  i.  101  ;  339  (n) 
Peacock   (flax-ilresHing  partner),  i. 

17;  77- 
Peacock,   Mary,  Ctarinda's  friend, 

ii.    231  i    252 ;    278  ;    279 ;   301 ; 

311;   iii.  372;  373  (letter);  397, 

398 
Peasantry,  bcottisli,  habile  of,  iv, 

434,435 
■Peaty's  Mill,' iv.  376 
I'eelilex,  liev.  Dr  William,  Neivtrtn- 

n|ion-Ayr,    i.    174 

pi'eneliing ;  iii.  91  ; 
'  PegK)-,  KirkoRwald,'  i.  393  (h) 
'  Pegyy,  Moiitij-oiiicrifV  i.  64  (H) 
Perry   of  Morning   C/ironide,  pro- 

[K)Hal  to  R.  to  i;n  to  Loinlon,  iv. 

115;  116:  116  ('i);  117;  118;  181: 

feo  alrto  Morning  Chi-onirle 
Pertli,  ii.  I7B 
I'eterliead,  ii.  173 
Peterkiii,  Alexander,  iv.  52ii 

35  («) 


C) 


iv.  149 


.  .tni ; 


51  :  17N 


■iiiiliir,    Pol 
2.-.;  30;  35;  146; 


Pi|>er,  Tiioiiinst  ('Spmikie,  yoiiHifu' 

Taniniii!'),  i.  SKf) 
Pi ra  1  es, literary, of  .SW.^d'.v/i  Mil-x/ies, 

iv.  265 
Pitt,  Willidiii,  i.  277(H):  281  (m); 

.307   (n);    3.13;    ii.  66  (»);   iii.  .'>9 

(Sciittisli     Dixlillei''''     Adili-eon)  ; 

61  ;  64:  70;  iv.  209;  440 
Plutonic  lov<-H  of  I).,  iv.  433 
■  Pli-yile!l.  Coimwllor,'  iii.  310 
PIpycl,    c(Hii(»wv,    frpqiifntly     in 

Tlioiiiaon  correspondence 


GEN'EnAL  I»Dli:i. 


I'lieiiis  of  B.  :  —  claDxea,  six,  of,  ' 
iv.  491  :  criticiHKid  of,  L  417 
(Dr  Ulackluck);  444  {fdinbin-f/A 
Jfngazine);  ii.  18  (LoiiHffer);  4li 
(E'lglah  RtBiem);  iii.  32;  BO: 
.loaUe  duty  of  Mine,  i.   100  (><) ;  ' 


{"); 


.  \m: 


olitions  —  1TH6  (Kiliimniock),  i. 
20;  367  (jiriaCing);  386  (pub- 
liHtiuil);  387  (preface);  3H8 
(niiniU:!'  of  engiiew);  20;  3H8 
(profits  of)  I  449  (popularity  of); 
468  (xale  of):  pmiiOHcl  kccoikI 
LoliLion,  i.  432  ;  44.'> ;  44H  :  17^7 
((■:>1inl>iirgh).  ii.  28  (priiiliri^'ililli- 
ciiltii^s) ;  62 :  94  (liotii,  nen-  lilcccs 
ill);  90  (]>iibtiHlii-rI,  nn<l  ileilica 
lion);  91  (siiWrilten  hi);  90,  01 
(wiilexpreacl  interest  in) ;  92 
(copyriKlit  of)  j  93  ([.rice  of); 
214;  264  20lf  (ilelay  in  Crcecli'n 
RCttlomeiit) ;  324  (profitH  uf) ;  iii. 
21  ;  40,  41 ;  (profits  of) ;  446-148 
(siibscribera  to):  1793  (Ediii- 
Imrttll).  iii.  SISO  (»};  325  (n): 
403 —  (publication  of):  poems 
(■•ipressive  of  R's  nelf,  iv.  410, 
420:  greatest,  iv.  487:  nietrexof. 
i.  301  («);  215;  465;  iv.  474; 
475 ;  476  :  popularity,  early,  of,  i. 
338 ;  449 :  publication  iletennineil 
on,  i.  350;  publication,  'pro. 
jioKalg'  for,  i,  310;  pnblication 
Kr>«tHiix;^tc<I,  i.  2fl7  !  316 :  varin- 
liouH  iu   Icvt,  i.   479  — ;   ii.   412 

—  i  iii.  460  —  ;  iv,  537  —  :  weak 
wlien  ScotH  iliniect  ix  abaiirloneil, 
ii.  369 

IWlry,  ]1.'h  ilefiiiilion  of,  ii.  139 
Poetry,  B.'«  devotion  lo,  i.  14  ;  17  : 
19 ;    65  ;   102 ;    1.% :    2o5  (|>oetio 
niis»<ion);  iv.   416;  422-424;  441 

-  ;  458  ;  468 

I'oetrj-,  classic  and  decorative,  iv. 


I'lietH,  threat   Euglisli  und    R,   iv. 

480  — 
Puetx,   utlier  ScotUali  and   It.,   iv. 

471 
I'olitics  of  B,,  see  Bums,  ICoberl, 

I'lilnartli  on  Hie  green,  iv.  387 
I'olycratea,  reference  lo,  i.  349  (n) 
Poor,    B.     clianipion     of    tlie,    iv. 

444  — 
'Fuosie  Nan»ie,'  i,  230;   2.30  (n); 

240(11);  244;  361 
I'opiilaiity,    early,    of     (kiciiih,     i. 

ro|mlarity,    Edinburgli,     not    ex- 
l>ectc<l    to   last,   ii.    20,   22,    39, 


Popularity    of    B., 

502:  lasting,  iv,  444-447 
Portland,    third    Diiko    of,    ii 

(") 
Portniils  of  B.,  ii.   211  ;   397; 

225(1.):  254 
Port  nine,  in  (iraitie  of,  ii.  147 


jug  poelB,  B,'b 


>'.  461  ; 


480 
Piwtal   alTairH  in   IStb   century,  i. 

448  (») 
I'liHtlinnions  son,  It.'s,  iv.  288 
Poverty,  iii.  23 ;  38 
Poverty,  drawbacks  of,  il  86 
Pouers,  B.'h  confidence  in  bis  own, 

ii.  56 ;  R's,  bow  varieit,  iv.  491- 

.^lOI  ;  slning,  iv.  415 
Prwntice,  Arcliilialil,  on  B.'s  journey 

to  K.lin1.urgli,  ii.  9- 
Prenlico,  Mr,  it  9— ;  100 ;  100  (n) 
Pretipntation,      niinii'tenal,     to     a 

liarisli,  validity  of,  iii,  49 
Pret-ton,  Imttle  of,  iv.  386  (n) 
Procter,  Mm  Bryan  W.,  iii.  402 
Pro^-rew,  bunion,  ronaes  B..  iv.  468  i 


484- 

Poets  as  prophets,  iv,  470 
Poftts,  B.'»  pmiUon  Among,  i 


I  Prnpliet-jioets,  iv.  470 

I'rose  style,  B.'b,  iv.  437 
I  Pnwe  writing,  iv.  457 


GU 
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ProBnia,  Frederick  'Willi&ni  II.  of, 

V.  130  M 
'  Pxaliiiody,   Btaiizas  of  (Recovery 

of  Geort'eJn.),  iii.  64 
PiiUlic  oBtdia  ill  1792-93,  iii  373 ; 

42.1 
I'libtic   feeliog  after  poet'H  deatli, 

iv.  286 
Puuch-bowl,  a's,  iiL275;  275(b) 

QUKKNSDERRV,  foiirlli  Diiko  uf, 
iii.  23;  109  (letter  with  co[>y  of 
•Wl,i«Ue');  128;  126  (h)  j  181  j  iv. 
23i)  - 

tjiiotatioiiB,  value  of,  ii.  253;  358 

'  Kacer  Jess,'  L  230;  248  (u)  ;  361 

(") 
Itnmuy,   AlUn,    i.    178  (n);    3)6 

(nevcD    fftmilinv   epiHtlc»it ;    388  ; 

Iii.  270;  iv.  374;  378;  386;  412; 

472 ;  473  —  (infliienpc  on  B. ) 
KaiiiHay,  Pnviil,  Edinhnrgh   Conr-  '■ 

nnf,iii.G2;  252;  iv.  15li  ('') 
lUiiiKAy,  Joliii,  »f  Oehtertyre,  i.  24  : 

24  (H)i    ii.   187;    IBO  (»);    194 

(Knmsfty'K  liiw-rlption!<);   iii.  I9J) 

(vinitsB.  AtEllixlaml) 
Itnnkine,    Anne    (Annie    of   'Tlie 

Itigs    o'    Barley'),   i.   08;     120; 

386 
Itankine,    John   (' Renily-witted '}. 

i.  m-.  120,  121  ;  iv.  .305(H) 
Itnttlin,    Ronrin    Willie,    ii.     64 

(original  of) ;  iv.  397 
Keailini;,   wiile,  of  B.,  »ce   Bums, 

Koliert,  reailiuf; 
Renlity  of    B.,   iv.   448-456;    468; 

460 ;  473,  474  j  47B,  479 
Rccolleetiou  wortlilow,  ii.  83 
Reflective  poems  of  R,  iv,  493 
Ke):ency.  tlie.  iii.  20 ;  69 ;  61 
Keid,  Ceneral,  iv.  399 
Reiil,  OeorRe,  of  Barqitlinrip,  ii.  9 ; 

10,   11   (Ictt4^r  nn   to  firxt  EiUn- 

Iiiirgh    joamey) ;    93   (letter  nn 

to  ciipiea   of    poeiiia) ;    336  (>i) ; 


iii.    76   (n);    (W  (H)   botli    Mm 

Reid 
Keid,  Profe«flor  ('  Common  8etiBe ' 

pliilosophy),  ii.  80  {it) ;  iii  77 
Relief  bo«ty,  i  132 
BeliffioH  taaenlial  to  Mini,  Lelirrs 

concerning  the,  i.  69 ;  ii.  31  ;  383 

(") 
Religion  in  West   of   Scotland  in 

en.l  of  I8tli  ceiJliirj-,  \.  166 
Iteli^^ollH    and    TlieoiogiciU    wril- 

iiigH    that   intliienceil    Biirnr',   i. 


IteligiouH,  a  ]HM!t  itmi>t  Iw,  Ii.  29S 
Renton,  Mr,  of  Iianierton,  ii.  114 
RcHoliition,  iii.  67 
Revoliiiion,   BiiniH'H  letter   to   tl 
editor   of   tlio   Star   on   the, 


lUclini'clHon,  (iabrici,  Uiiiufiieti,  iv. 
243 ;  243  («) 

Richmond,  John,  i.  229 ;  244  ;  3<I7 
(N);  473,  474;  ii.  12;  .33;  146: 
lettcrti,  L  .307  (|HiGnii>) ;  .368;  384 
(both  aH  to  Jenn  Armour) ;  384 
(HOiling  for  Jaitiaii'a) ;  396  (hirtti 
of  Jean  Armour'x  twiuH) ;  ii 
134 

Riildel,  C)i]>tnin  Robert,  of  Glcit- 
riddel  (Friars  Curse),  i,  321 ;  341 ; 
ii  350;  376;  iii  32,  33  (extem- 
liore  venm  to) ;  CS,  63  ;  70  ;  103 ; 
105  (extemi«>re  vtnv*  to);  211; 
iv.  88,  89  (Collection  of  KcotH 
tunes);  108;  108  (n)  death  of,  and 
l^ve;  109  (R'h  frieiidHiiip  with) ; 
398;  400:  letters,  iii.  33  (with 
promise  of  MSS.  —  Gleni-iddcl 
MSS.,  which  see);  104  (Whistle 
content);  290  (letter  of    R.'s 


»ir  John  mn<^MX 

as  to  Monkland 

Library);    405; 

lee    also   Friors 

Carse 

iddel.  Maria  (Mn 

Walter  R.,  of 

Woo.lley   Park), 

ii    14   {«)   on 

Bnms;   iii    310, 

311  (R.  meets 

her,    her    heanty    Biid     lilemry 


Kmbitiuii);  313;  313  (tt)  pab- 
liitieri  Voi/iiffc  to  Mttdeint  anil 
Ike  Lcticaid hlaiidt ;  423 (») ;  iv. 
78  (B.  quarrels  wiLli);  77,  78 
(1).  apolut,'ise)i  to);  79  (R  1am- 
|)»iii!>)i  03  (»):  108;  no  (n); 
186;  175  (reconciliation  with  R)  J 
275—  (lecolleclions  of  11.) ;  201 ; 
310  («t;  520—  (her  sketcli  at 
It.):  letters  to,  and  from,  iii. 
362;  3«3;  423;  iv.  74;  78;  190; 
345,  24fi  (aa  to  a  i)rol6«i} ;  253, 
354;  273:  tinee  on,  iv.  31U:  Bongs 
by,  iv.  175;  lUl 

KiiUlel.  Waiter,  of  Woodloy  Park, 
iii.  310;  iv.  78-78  (B.'s  quarrels 
with);  108-111;  111  (B.'s opinion 
of) 

Riildle,  Jolin,  of  Glencamock,  iv. 
411 

'  l<i;;wooilie.'  nieaiiing  of.  tit  219 

lUtHOii,  Joseph,  I  nil  ail- oil  lector, 
iv.  48  (n);  146  (<>);  149;  151; 
161;  168;  171 

itobb,  [lev.  Witliaiu,  Toii^laiid,  ii. 
76  (») 

Captain,     of     Lude, 


KolierlBou, 

letter  to, 

KolierUon, 

51  (n) 


J.    Wic.    i.    11   (H); 
(«);2I3(..)  I 

Robertson,    Principal,    Edinburgh, 

iL34;  71  (n);  89  (ii) ;  iv.  458 
Koberteuii,  Itev.  E.,  i.  339  (n) 
Robertson,  Rev.  Jolin,  Kilmarnock, 

L  301  (») 
■HobRhymer'Ma  i.  298  (ii);  299 

(») 
Kockhall.  iv.  177 
*  Itockint; '  at  MiMsgiel,  i.  157 
Kockintcliam  miuistry,  L  2S0   {a); 

ii.  65  (H) 
Rodney's    viotory,    toast    for,    iv. 

208 
Roger,  Hngli,  bcIiooI master.  Kirk- 

Oswald,  i.  46 — 
Bogei?,  Dv  Charles,  i.  85  (»} ;  474 
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Rome,  Uld,  near  Kiliuaraock,  i. 
383  ami  383  (k) 

Ronald,  William,  gaudanian,  Loch- 
lea,  on  life  there,  and  R'a  prayers, 
i.  216 

Itonalda  of  the  Bennalv  I  CI ;  iii 
124 

Roscoe,  William,  iv.  297 

Roaebery,  Earl  of,  L  298  (r)  MSa ; 
420  (n)  MSS.  of  'Brigs  of  Ayr;' 
Ferguwmu'B  Poems  that  belonged 
to  B.,ii.  60  lit);  copy  of  poems 
(1793),  iii.  423  (m)  ;  iv.  275 ;  303  ; 
321 

Rose,  Mra,  of  Kilravock,  ii.  187 ; 
168;  208  {letter  on  Highland 
airs) ;  298  (») 

Roslin,  Bums  at,  ii.  55,  56  (nj 

'  Hoslin  Castle,'  iv.  372 

Roatin  Inn,  versee  on  Mrs  Wilson, 
ii-55 

Ross,  Alexander,  anlhor  of  For- 
tiuialc  Shtpherdmt,  i.  262  (i>) 
hia  '  ijcota '  the  model  for 
'Coila'  in  'The  Vision;'  iL 
183;  318 

ttonsaean,  ii.  31  ;  332,  333 

Roxburgh  Castle,  it  105 

Itoyal  Archers  of  Scotland,  B.  made 
a  member  of,  iii.  321 

[loyal  family  in  1786,  i.  354  — 

Rtiddiman'i  Wtekly  Magatitte, 
Lapntik's  poem  in,  L  167 ; 
Mayne'a  iioeni  on  Hallowo'en 
in,  i.  209 

RLiisseaux,  nma  dc  plume  of  B.,  L 
138;  208  (N):  371  (n) 

'Rule  Britannia,'ili.  22(H) 

RuBHell,  Rev.  John,  Kilmarnock 
('  Black  Jock '),  i.  168  ;  171 ;  299 
OOi  321  (».);  365(B);  ii.  44;  ap- 
pearance of,  iii.  93 

Sacrament   iu  Scotland  in  IStlt 

century,  i.  337 
'Sae  merry  aa  ive  twa  li«'e  been,' 
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i.    17;    51   ('!);    86;    103;    lUB ; 

213  (n) ;  387 
ShepUenl,  Kei-.  John,  Miiirkirk,  iiu 

94  (n) 
Slieriaan.  Kicliard  Brinnley,  iv.  143 

(n) ;  144  ;  144  («)  ;  163 
SlieHir,  AguuB,  ('My  Naiiie,  U '), 

i.  101  («) 

Sherilfnmir,  iv.  412 

Sliielil,  WilliAiii,  eniniHwer,  iv.  144 ; 

1*4  (H) 
Sliiirefs,  Andrew,  piiet,  ii.  173  (ii) 
Sibliolil,  JaiiiCH,  liookseller,  Eilin-  : 

Iiurgli,  i.  444;  ii.  32;  32  (n)  | 

Si.l.Ioi]R,  Mrs,  it)  £<nnl>iir;,'1i,  ii.  88 ; 

88(H) 
SiiliiioiiCli,  Lord,  verses  liy,  ii.  171 
iSileiice,  value  »f.  iii.  43,  44  I 

Siltar,    David,   i.   66;    67,  68    (re- 

colloctiima     iif     U.) ;     87,      88; 

144;    148  (»)i    210;   iii.   89;   90; 

(letter) 
Sitiipsoti,  Jnlmio,  iii.  77  ;  77  (ti) 
Biiii|eon,  Itev.  Itlclianl,  l)iinf«orc, 

ill.  13 ;  296  (II) 
Kim |)«on's  tavern,  Ayr,i.  4]9;421{ii) 
Siiu|>fu>n,    William,    tictioi)lnia)tl«r, 

Ochiltree,  L  177  ;  177  {«) 
Sincerity  of  tt,  iv.  448  ;  4aOj  452  ; 

45.^  -,  46.1 
Sinclair,  Sir  Jnlui,  iii.  290  (leltera 

to,  as  til  Monklnrid  IJbrary);  290 

(") 
Skateraw,  E  at,  ii.  118 
Skerriiigton,   see   Mftxivell   Caniji- 

bi-1I 
Skinner,  Bislioit,  ii.  173;  174  (n) 
Skinner,    De<ui    CTullocligoruni '], 

ii.  174;  174  (ii);  181,  1H2  (rliyme<l 

letter    from);     183    (nnsH'er    to, 

referring'    Ut     Scnttioli     HungB) ; 

184  (reply) ;  296  (letter  on  Scot- 

tiHti  son^'!');   iv.   397;  404,   40S; 

406 
Skirvaii,  Mr,  Hadilington,  iv.  386 
Slonn,  Tlioinas,  UuniFries,  iii.  2S9; 

276  (oalc  iif  crop  at  ElliflUnd) 


Small,  John,  iii.  246 

Smeaton,  Kev.   D,,  Kilmauni,  ii. 

ise 

Smcllie,     Alexander,     on      Maiia 

Kidilet,  iv.  520 
Snieltie,       Williani,       Eilinhurgh, 

printer  of  I7H7  e<lition,  iL  51^; 

iii.  27;    165;   311   (leti«r  tntro- 

Jiidug  Mra  Walter  lijddel) ;  313 

(vUitM  Dumfries) ;  iv.  16 
Smitli,  Adam,  i.  104;  ii.  71;  71  (n); 

iii.  73  llVeitllh  u/Nativm);  77  («) 

3fo>-al  StHtinieiiU 
Smith,  Cliarluttc,  iii.  181 
Smith,    Jan  IPS,   Man  cli  line,    after' 

n-anlx  I.inliihgiiw,   i.   230;   244; 

2iH(R);  306;  312  (letter  tliat  U. 

will  never  marry  Jean  Armour) ; 

38a  (letter  as  to  Wet-t  Indies) ; 

ii.   122  (Oil   return  l»  Mowgiel) ; 

131  (West    Hifliland    jonriiey); 

149;   334  (nnnonncin),'  H.'a  niar- 

riage) 
Smith,     Jean,     see      Mauchliiic, 

lietles  of 
Smith,  J.  Parker,  ii.  42  (») 
Smith,  Kev.  Anilrew,  Langton,  ii. 

Ill  (11) 
Smitl),    Itev.   Oeorge,    Galnton,   i. 

lT6(i<);  362  <ii);  iii.  94  (n) 
Smith,   Kev.   W.  Wye,   L   428  (n) 

Highland  Mar]' 
StiuigglerB,       Bnmx'a      adventure 

with,  and  'The  IMel's  aiva  wi' 

til'    Exciseman,'    iii.    316,    317; 


SmngKline-  »■  *6 
Sneddon,  David,  i.  3i36  (ii) 
SnoWHtorm,  great,  of  179i,  iv.  192; 

196 
'Soldier's  ICetnm,  The,'  origin  of, 

iii.  418  (n) 
Sotenm  Leaj^e  and  Covenant,  lines 

on,  iv.  313 
Sonierville,  Dr  Thomas,  ii.  105 
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Soiiiervilie,  John,  writer,  EiUn- 
bui-gli,  iii.  253 

Soinerville,  Mra  Mary,  ii.  1 

SonierviUe,  liev.  Thomas,  ii. 
10  (n) 

Soiigs,  Burns's,  elaboration  of,  iii. 
162  and  163  {n) 

Songs,  Scottibii,  i.  140-142  (thoughts 
on);  ii.  146;  183,  184;  200;  iv. 
142;  146;  171;  and  cori-eHpond- 
ence  witli  Thomson  ixtsitimj  sec 
Thomson :  B.'s,  in  Thomson's 
collection,  payment  for,  iv.  226 : 
scarce  in  south-western  counties, 
iv.  371 ;  391 

Song-wiiting  important  in  Burns's 

.    eyes,  iv.  185;  443;  459 

Sorrow,  iudividnality  of,  iii.  80 

Souter  Johnie,  oiiginal  of,  i.  50  {n) ; 
iii.  222;  223  (/i) 

S|>eculative  powei*s  of  B.,  iv.  483 

Spinoza,  ii.  69  (//) 

Staig,  David,  provost  of  Dunifrias, 
iii.  151  (ii)  :  letters,  iii.  151 ;  iv. 
242  (on  town  affaira) 

Staig,  Jessie  (*  Young  Jessie*),  iii. 
417  (n) ;  iv.  143 

Stair,  i.  69 

SUirMSS.,i.  411  and  411  (m) 

Star  newspaper,  ii.  59;  383  (B.'s 
letter  to,  in  defence  of  House  of 
Stewart);  iii.  53-55  (offer  to  B. 
of  engagement  on);  59;  64;  66; 
99;  127;  169  (B.  invite<l  to  con- 
tribute to)  ;  243-246  ;  444  ;  446 
(Duchess  of  Gordon  controvei-sy): 
other  places  pieces  of  B.'s  that 
appeared  in  paper 

Statues  of  poet,  iv.  535 

Steam  navigation,  early,  ii.  320 

Stenhouse,  iv.  100  {n) ;  347  ;  349 ; 
355  ;  358  ;  363 

Stephen,  Leslie,  on  Burns's  religion, 
i.  169  (n) 

Sterne,  *  Eliza  Episode,*  i.  57 ; 
iv.  147 :  THstram  Shandy,  i.  160 

('0 


Steven,  Isabella,  i.  53  {n) 

Steven,  Kev.  James  ('The  Calf),  i. 

397»  398  ;  iii.  178 
Stevenson,  11.  L.,  on  Jean  Armour, 

i.  344  (i() 
Stewart,    Anne    (Alexander    Cun- 
ningham's sweetheart),  ii.  357 ; 

iii.  37 
Stewart,    James,    lett-er   to,    with 

verses  and  promising  to  celebrate 

Prince  Charles  Edward  Stewart's 

birthday,  ii.  236 
Stewart,     Mary     (*  Lovely     Polly 

Stewart'),  iv.  97;  113;  114  (n) 
Stewart,  Mra  Dugahl,  i.  212  («) ; 

iv.  41 1 
Stewart,  Mre,  of  Stair  (and  Afton), 

i.  148  (M)  B.  intnxlueed  to;  337 

(* Afton  Water');  411  and  411  (w) 

copies  of  poems  for  Stair  MSS., 

which  see ;  ii.  380  (death  of  her 

(miy  son);  iii.  285  (Afton  MSS., 

which  see) 
Stewart,  Professor  Dngald,  i.  259 

(?0;   434-436;    ii.    12;    17;    25 

(letter,  with  i>oems) ;  66  ;  73 ;  77 

(on  B.   in    I^Minburgli) ;  87;  89; 

139;  205;  337  (letter  with  (loems) ; 

iii.  24  (letter  with  poems);  117, 

118;  iv.  291 
Stewart,  William,  Closeburn  (father 

of  '  Lovely  Polly  Stewart'),  lettens 

to,  iv.  113,  114;  189 
Stewarton,  iii.  41  and  41  (w) 
Stirling,    ii.    151,    152;    155  ;    166 

(vei"ses  on  window  in  inn) ;  187, 

188 
Stock  and  horn,  iv.  174 
Sto<lart,   James,  and   Burns's  firet 

Edinburgh  journey,  ii.  10 
Stool,  B.'s,  in  Smellie's  office,  ii. 

52 
Storace,  Stephen,  composer,  iv.  144  ; 

144  W 
*  Stor)",  But  that  is  another,'  ii.  186 

(w) 
Strathallan,  Viscount,  ii.  287 
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•SiruUiinore,  TliB   Flower  of,'  ii. 

1D3 ;  iv.  395 
■Sb-eplinii  and  Lj-aia,'  iv.  387 
Striig};le  for  exixUiice,  iii.  22 
Slnnrt-Menteatli.     Sir    James,    of 

Clnuubum,  iii.  53 ;  182  (uiecdoh: 

of  It.  ami  his  Muign) 
Stiwrt,  I'eter  {Star  newii[Hiper),  ii. 

S9  (I'\'rfni">i<»i'H   iiionuiueiit) ;  iii. 

5»-S5  (Ilia  brotbere,  and  offer  of 

]>rcM>  enj;n<^incnl  to  B. ) ;  98,  09 

(Fcr},'Uf«on'H    moniimetit) ;     16D ; 

444 1  Hce  alMi  Slnr  iieivit[in[ier 
Klylc,    B.'h    do[(ue»s    oF,   iv.   454; 

4.'iS 
SulijeclH      of     ]HicNis      real,      not 

imagined,  iv.  448 ;  455 ;  473,  474  ; 

478,  479 
Sntbcrland,    (icoi^e   S.,   Duiiifrie» 

Tlicaliv,    iii.     143     (letter    witli 

prolo^^iic) ;  149  (letter) ;  150  (pro- 

Uyiiii!,  Juliii,  Uyedalc,  iii.  372;  372 
('():  iv.  18;  3H  (visiu  tJftllowaj- 

n-itl>    It.);     Kfi;     IH.1;    200    (») ; 

201;   2(HJ;  211   (letter);  ai7-219 

(recollfctionti    of    B.);   219    {») ; 

2X7    (»);    201,    292    (holps    B.'s 

widow  and  family) 
Symint'toii,   William,   inventor,  ii. 

320 
Synionn,  Jelin^r,  iii.  So  (n) ;  176 
Syni|iathy,  R's  desire  for,  ii.  63 

TaciTURNITV.  value  of,  iii.  43,  44 
Taiiie,  M.,  on  "flie  Jolly  Be^tt-ars,' 

i.  243  (n)  ;  on  Itums,   i.   373  (») ; 

cliarges  against  B.,  iv.  448 
Tnit,  Arclibixliii|.,  iii.  208 
Tait,  Crawftml,  W.8.,  E.linburg!i, 

letterto,  iii.  208 
Tails  of  Harvieston,  iii.  208  (r) 
'Tak'yoiirauUI  cloak  about  ye,' iv. 

303 
•Tani  o'  Slianter,'  eompoxition  of,  iii. 

210  — ;  Devil  in,  origin  of  idea, 

iii.  217  (ii) ;  eHtiniato  of,  iv.  400; 


K.  610 

lint  dmrt  »r,  1.  BM  <h]  ;  aiigiualH 
of  Tani  and  IiIh  wife,  i.  49;  49 
(n);  iii.  222;  223  (h);  pnwe 
reitiion    of,   ill.   '2iD  — ;   scenery 


of,  i 
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'Tani  tlio  Chapman,' iv.  303 
Tanniick,  Nance,  xee  'I'iunock 
Tantallan,  iU.  270,  271 
Tarbolton,  i.  57  ;  65 ;  66 ;  67 ;  60 

(Baclieloiv'   Club   anil    Debaliii); 

Society);  330  (Hit'liland  Mary); 

39G  (B.'h  cliiUlren   baptised   at): 

masonic  lodge    (St    James's),   i. 

129;   150;   156  (n) ;  376,  377  —  ; 

379{N);  482  — ;  ii.  139;  148 
Tarl)<)llon  Mill  ('  Willie's  Mill '),  i. 

151  («) ;  iii.  101  («) 
Taylor,  Dr  John,  of  Norwtdi  iDuc- 

trine  of  Original  Sin),  i.  W ;  171 

(«) ;  461 
Taylor,  John,  Wanlockltcnd,  linen 

to,  iii.  58 
'  Teare  of  ScotlaTnl.  The,'  iv.  389 
TenilevneHs,  It.  groatcHt  in,  iv.  500 
Tender  ])oenw  of  B.,  iv.  499  — 
Tennatit.  David,  i.  3R  (n) 
Teimant  family,  iii.  79  (ii) 
Toimant,  Jatiicx,  (llasgow,  iii,  217 

(n)  Deil  in  'Tarn  o'  Slianter' 
Tennant,   James,   Glonconner,   iii. 

76,77 
Tenuant,  John,  Anchenbay  (son  of 

Olenconner),  letter,  ii.  394 
Tennant,   John   (two,    father   and 

son),   (ilencoltner,  i.   23 ;   32   (ii) 

reminisGonces ;    SS    (n);    ii.    31; 

284 :  306 ;  iii.  78  (>i)  i  9.'i  (n) 
Tenu!int.,  Sir  Charles,  ii.  31 
TennvHoii    and    'M'Pherson'a    La- 
ment,'ii.  286  (.<) 
Terregtes  Hnnxe,  iii.  341 
Text  of  poems,   variations    in,    i. 

479  — T  ii.  413— ;  iii.  460— :  iv. 

537- 
Thankf^iving  for  national  victory, 

iv.  317  M 
•  Tliu  Blathrie  o  't,'  iv.  377 
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e'e  1 ;  232-220  ('  How  cruel  are  tlie 
parBiitB,'  'Murk  yonder  pom |>,' 
and  porbraite) ;  229-232  (' Forlorn , 
my  love;'  'hattt  May  a  bravv 
wooer,"  '  Why,  w)iy  tell  tliy 
lover,'  'iBeeaforiD,  I  xee  a  face']; 
232-237  ('Tliin  a  no  my  ain 
laaHie,'  '  Now  Spriti<;  liiut  clod,' 
'O  bonie  waa  yon  roHy  brier'); 
350-2C1  ('  Hey  for  a  law  wi'  a.  \ 
tocher,'  Hiibscriberti  to  Mrlodies, 
eifin  fioiii  TliniiiMiri  to  R,  etcli- 
in-ra  l>y  Atliin) ;  264  (lllneM  in 
1T96);  265  (plagiai-buii) ;  206 
(' Jessy'};  279{1ast illness) ;  2SI- 
282  (during  Inst  illu<»H  lutkini; 
money,  and  TliuniHon'H  reply) 

Thomson,  James,  jHiet,  iiiHiienci' 
on  a,  16;  51  (u);  87;  iii.  63; 
277  -  (monuruL'ut  to) ;  387  (com- 
uiemoration  of) 

Tlioinson,  Peggy,  see  '  Kirkoswald 
Peggy '  I 

Tlioronglineax  of  It.,  iv.  41S  ;  448; 
455;  458;  460;  473,  474;  478,  | 
479 

Tlirieplanil,  Sir  Stewart,  Fingiuk, 
ii.  176 

Tliurlow,  Lonl.  iii.  64  (ii) ;  74  (») 

Tinnock,  N  a  tone's  cliange-ltaaw, 
i.    229;    281    [n);    410    (n) ;    iL 
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Townslietid,  Hon.   Charles,  i: 

<») 
Train,    Joseph,    i.     132    (and    the 

Buchaiiitex) ;  134;  473(IIiglitaii<l 

Mary) ;  iii.  122 ;  317  (ii) 
■Tnuientoimrr,'  if.  386 
Troqiiair,  Bums  at,  ii.  HI 
■Tullocligiiruui.'iv.  405 
■Tune  your  rtdJles,'  iv.  397 
TnrnUiill,  (javin,  iii.  56  (n) ;  iv.  56, 

67,  58  («.ngs  hy) ;  68  («) 
Tnnier,    Andrew,  conimerciat   tra 

veller,  iv.  3IG 
"Turnininpike,  The,'  iv.  375 
'Twft  DoK",  The.'  origin  of,  i  2*7 


,   Herds,    The,'   L    173;    176, 


Tweeddalc,  secoud  Man^nix  of,  iv. 

378 
'  Tweed-Ride,'  iv.  378 
Tytler,  Alexaiiiler  Fraser,  letters, 

iii.  255,  256  ('  Tarn  o'  Shanter ') ; 

iv.  66 
Tytler.    James    Cllalloon'  Tytler, 

minor  author,  and  friend  of  the 

people),  ii.  386  (») ;  iiL  438 ;  iv. 

Tytler,  William,  W.S.,  Rlinbnrgli, 
ii.  100;  100  (ii);  146;  iii.  403 


Veitcli,  ProfcBsor,  qnote<l,  iv.   171 
■      (") 

Verses  left  in  room  where  |>oet 
slept,  i.  413 

Vices,  reputed,  of  B.,  iv.  420 ;  427  ; 
;     428(11);  520— 

Village  Curate,  The,  iiL  164  and 
164  (H) 

'  Vidion,  The,'  origin  of,  i.  264  (h) 
I  Vocabulary  of  B.,  aptness,  iv.  454; 
,      458 
1  Voltoiie,  ii.  333 

I  Walker,  Helen  ('Jeanie  Deans'), 

I     iii.  16 

,  Walker,   Pmfessor,   i.  43;  59  (ii); 

'  66  (») ;  183  (anecdote  of  B.) ;  415 
(a);  416;  418  {,.);  iE.  73-76 i 
(B.  in  1786);  160—  (B.  at  Blair 

I  Athole);  165;  165  (ii)  both  on 
name ;  191  ;  198  (») ;  iv.  247,  248 
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(%-ult  to  &  in  Norember  ITSfi); 

347  (») ;  256 
M'alker,  TlioniM  ('EpLnla  roetired 

frain  A  Tailor '),  i.  403  {») 
WnlkiDiiliavr,  Clementina,  ii.  178 
Wallace,     Adaiii,     BiccarUiii,     i. 

259  (») 
Wallace,  Mr,  writer,  Dumfries,  iv. 

16 1  ST ;  289 
Wallace  of  Cialgie,  L  239  (h) 
Wallace,   William,   oiliiiiratioii    of 

B.   fur,  i.  SS;  140;  2fi9;  iii.  383 

(cip) 
Wallace,  Williaiti,  BlierifT  of  Ayr- 

i.liire(lT86),  i.  377{«) 
'  Waly,  Waly,'  iv.  391 
Wanlocklieail   liUcksmitli  and  R, 

iii.  5S 
WareDB,  Mmlaiii  de,  U.  333 
Waikwortli,  ii.  117 
Wartoii,  Tliniiiaa,  |H>et- laureate,  i. 

351  {,,) 
Watt,  J.  Cral.r.,  ii.  174(h) 
Wandiope,  Jclm,  W.S.,  ii.  35 
Wniiclio])e,  Bce  Scot,  Mm 
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thefnuhl, 


'  Wankrifc  Minnie,  A,'  i\ 
Wfallh  of  Aalions,  Mi-  73 
Wentlier,  HCverity  of,  in 
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'ir,  Sevf^ant,  i.  228  (ii) 

■Wi,  l!ev.  .lolin,  Ayr,  i.  302  (» J 

'ere   nn  my  lieait  lirlit   I   wnil 


tn  '  I^iv.Ov  Davici. ') 
Wliel|«Ule.  Mrs.  see  CliloriH 
'Wlieii   1   upon   tliy   Imsiini 


'  Wl.< 


uail    Imiiic    Ann 


lie! 


.■.400 


Wliistic,  tlie  Btor>'  of.  iii.  102  —  ; 
cotitest  for,  iii.  101,  1(K> :  10.^ 
(n)i  prewnt  |HW«!nsor,  lOS ; 
1(MI(») 

WJiit^riKird,  Sir  .Inlin,  of  Ikillncli- 


myl«,   f.   SIB  (rt);   963  (n);  377 

(»);  463;  467;  ii.  15,  16  (ilefvnce 

of  ti.  and  letteni);  iii.  200  (lines 

to) ;  iv.  403 
White   Hart   Inn,    Edinbnrgli,   iii. 

301 
Wliite,  Kev.  U<i);l>,  and  ltnclinnitc», 

L  131  — 
Wliite,  Tlioniaa,  tcnclier,  DuiiifiieH, 

iii.  406 
Wliyt«,   Jaincn,  Janiaicn,   alluHion 

to,  i.  385  ;  iii.  16  (h) 
William    of    Orange,   fant-ilay   for 

anniveixary  of  landing  of,  ii.  3H3 
WillianiH,   Helen   Maria    (iHietefw). 

ii.  4t  (h);    K;   140;    ill.  ST,;  m 

(letter   with   ciiticiHtn   by   11.   of 

poem  00  slave' trade)  1  69  (Mis* 

Willlanie's  reply) 
WillianiMin,  Jamea,  actor   ('  Emo. 

|>nn'),  ini[iriHoned  at  Kendal,  iv. 

80 
WillianiHon,  lle.v.  David,  iv.  411 
•Willie  brew'd   a    iieck   o'  niant,' 

origin  of,  iii.  101  :  iv.  405 
'Willies  Mill/i.  t-il  (w);  iii.  101  (") 
'Willie  Wa-Mlo.' iii.  348  (ii) 
Wilson,  A(,'iit-s  lllie  '  jnrr'  of  '  Adam 

Amiour's   Prayer'),   i.    232   {,.)  ; 

247 
Wilson,  Jolm,  piiMislicr  of  Kilin.ir- 

ncx'k  eiliiiiiii  of  liiir]i-.'s  l'i>i'iii-<,  i, 

350an<l3:>U(ji);  iii.  Hil 
Wilson,  Jolin,  see  lliiniliiHik,  Itr 
WilHon,  Sir  Daniel,  ii  3:t  (j') 
Wit  and  Humour  c.f  It.,  iv.  46.T: 

521  i  an 

Wives,  on,  see  Burns,  ItciWrt.  wive- 
Wo-lmiv  faniilv,  i.  175(h) 
Wo-lrow,    Itev.    Dr.   TiirlioIloT..   i. 

\~^{ii):  IN5((.):  I9S 
Wolcnt,  Dr,  ««<;  Piii.lar 
Wollnston.  William,  i.  264  (hI 
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Wooillev,  Maria,  ttee  liiililel,  Mnria    Vouii^,    Alexantler,    W.S.,   Ediii- 
Wiiixlley  I'urk,  nee  Itiddel,  Maria,        burgli,  iv.  200  (ii) 
autl  Kidilel,  Wal(«r  i  Yoiiiig    men.    It. 'a    cliuaes    of,    i. 


M'inkIs,  Williniii  Ctlie  Scottitili 
Bosciua '),  prologue  for,  ii.  67 ; 
87  (") 


106 


World,    The, 

Fergiiiwoii) 


Yonng  Peggy, "nee  Kriiiiody,  Mar- 

B.,  iv.   297;   481,     Young,   Kev.   James,    New    Cum- 
nock, iii.  M 
i.    315    (lines    on    Young,    Itev.    Stejilicn,  Ikrr,   iii. 


ic  iuiitAtlon  of, 
Wycherlay'n  J'liiiit-Jkaiei;  iv 
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I  Yonng.     Rev.    Walter,     Erskinc, 
(aiitliorlty  on   Highland  iimsiL'), 


YakmOlth,  C'onnt«f>s  iif,  iv.  240       I 

Yarrow,  ii.  lOH ;  '  The  flower  of,'  iv.  ,  Zklvco,  ii.  3.) :  iii.  51  ;   101 ;  1 
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